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26: A new heart also will I give you, and a new spirit will I put within you: and I will take away the stony heart out of your flesh, and I will give you a heart of flesh.

Ezekiel 36:26. (KJV)
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Chapter One: Just Talking.
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They were the last travellers on the bus. Checking their belongings and satisfied, they left their seats. Taking baby steps and using the safety rails, they went forward, ready to leave. “Next stop please,” Jessica alerted the driver. He didn’t answer; too-tired-to-care, nearing the end of his shift, he pulled in a minute later. The hydraulics hissing, as the doors jerked open. “See ’ya, mate,” turning and thanking the driver, they stepped off the bus, groaning as they planted their feet into a puddle. 

The rain that had been pelting all day, and most of the night, was now a spitting, drizzle. Too late for them though, as they had gotten soaked, trawling from pub-to-pub, then queuing at a burger van, and finally, at the bus-stop.

“So, you live far from here Jess? I’ve never been invited back before, have I? What’s special about tonight? I’m blessed.” Lenny, excited, spoke into the side of Jessica’s dipped head, as they marched. Smiling a smile which dimpled his cheeks, and which she didn’t see, he drew his gaze away.

She didn’t turn or lift her head as she answered. “No, not far. About 10 minutes away. We turn left at the top of the road, go past the old chapel for 5 minutes and bingo! My house.”

“Oh right. Not too far then,” Lenny replied. Jessica didn’t answer. In peace, they carried on walking. 

Suddenly, the downpour came, smacking the pavement, and baptising the young, night comber’s crowns, urging them to move quick-speed, soon reaching the gate of Jessica’s home.

Not breaking her stride, she pushed through the chunky, wooden gate, which offered no resistance, as the latch was missing. She remembers that it had always been absent. One of the many jobs on dad’s to-do list, that wouldn’t be ticked off. Lenny was directly behind, filling in her slapping footfall, and surfing in the wake of her scent, to the shelter of the porch.

Under the weak porch light, (which she always left on when she went out at night), she retrieved the keys from her purse. “Come on Jess, let’s get in, it’s freezing.” His impatient, too-close-for-comfort breath, escaped, tickling her neck. She turned to face Lenny, stopped mid-turn, ‘huffed’ with a shrug, then turned back and located the lock.

Two turns, a click, and she shouldered and stepped into her sanctuary and prison. After, she hung the keys from a chintzy rack, above the electric meter box. Lenny, like her shadow, followed her in, and shut the door. She flicked the light switch which was next to the key rack. A low watt bulb, barely lit the hallway. Bright lights stung her, they revealed too much.

With hands-on-hips, she turned, and looked through him. “Please come in.” Blunt sarcasm left Jessica’s pillow-case lips. The words smacked his face, blushing his cheeks, and lowering his gaze. His soaking wet trainers suddenly became interesting to him. Putting his hands behind his back, one hand arresting the wrist of the other, he stood captivated. “Err...Thanks Jess, I think?” He mumbled.

“And why, oh why, do you have to stand so close? Please don’t, it’s...Creepy.” Lenny retreated, his trainers squeaking on the wooden floor, backing into the door he’d just shut. Uncuffing his grip, he then hooked his thumbs into the corners of his jean pockets, casting his best ‘James Dean.’ She transfixed him, not speaking, just looking, for an uncomfortable amount of time. 

Relenting her attack dog stare, she released him from her disapproval. “Ok, Ok. Stop that look Len. I was just saying. No need to look so helpless. Just remember, this is my house and home, which I rarely let anybody enter. Anybody. Ok? My rules when you’re here, don’t presume anything. I’m just ‘that’ way. I’ve had to be. Anyway, forget it now.” Lenny raised a hand in acknowledgement of his trespass. “Whatever you say Jess. I’m honoured that you count me amongst your closest friends, it’s— “My only friend, Len, she cut in, like a dropping guillotine. One that I feel comfortable enough, to have in my home.” His mouth ajar from the interruption, he waited for her to finish. “Sorry Lenny, I was rude. Please carry on with what you were saying.” Softly smiling was the green light for him to continue. “Yes, I was going to say, that I’m glad we’re getting to know each other, better than just drinking buddies, every other week. Tonight is a new direction for our friendship to go in.” He said, leaving a proud smile.

She rolled her eyes. “Hmmm. You know Lenny, you really don’t listen to a thing I say, or if you do, you just ignore it.” Lenny stopped smiling so much, staying quiet. He folded his arms and waited for her to continue.

“Not all of the time, I know. It irks me when you do. It also...Comforts me. To know that whatever I say, isn’t set in stone with you. You take everything in your stride. Nothing bothers you.” She scanned his face, which gave away everything that he was thinking.

“As for a new direction Len? I don’t want to think about what you’re implying. I’m not the captain of this ‘Friend-ship’, no, I’m rudderless. And you can’t read a compass or steer the wheel.” Nautical analogies, rigged to hand gestures she was using to convey her points to him. Let us keep floating adrift, make no plans or seek any direction, Ok? You, me, maybe surprised.”

“Are we playing charades now, Jess? Look, I like your company, I wasn’t implying anything, (he lied to himself, but she knew this), so I will take any form of friendship you have to offer. Just don’t patronise me. I’m not stupid. I’m not a lovesick puppy or a plaything for you, (another lie, which she knew). I hear all you say, and how you say it, I choose to take it. I’m trying to form a relationship with you. Flapping his arms and shrugging shoulders, his sweaty palms open, he was the one now performing charades. The direction I’m looking for, is for us to be more open, with thoughts and feelings. That is it.”

“Whoa Len. Cool the confession. She stepped towards him, then gloved her hands in his, clammy palms, slipping together. Listen, let’s go to my room and continue the conversation there. It’s where we can dry off and change. I will let you wear some of my dad’s stuff. Once we’ve changed, I’ll show you the reason why I’ve asked you back tonight, Ok? She withdrew the slippery handhold and placed them on his shoulders, wiping them. Leaning in, head tilted down, but her eyes looking up, like Princess Diana, she told him again: Ok Len?” Excitement throbbed into his heart and his groin. She gave him a jolt, breaking the spell she had him under. “Yeah, that sounds fine to me Jess. Lead the way.”

“Here we go. This way.” She nudged her head at the stairs, which were a few feet away, opposite the front door. Flicking the light switch, the stairs lit, just enough. He let her move up a few steps, to respect what she’d said earlier. He wanted to impress her, without being too obvious. 

The wooden steps groaning as they bore her weight. Heavy-footed, she slumped her way up the bare-board flights. Three steps behind, Lenny followed. He chanced a look at her backside. Immediately attracted to what he saw, Lenny the voyeur, had kinky in his veins.

Her bulbous cheeks see-sawed with every step she took. The jogging pants she wore, were tight, and showed her VPL of comfort fit, panties. Feeling turned-on and a pervert, he didn’t look away until he reached the top of the landing.They both stood at the top of the stairs. Jessica, with her hands on the bannister, was drawing in breath. The climb had taken a toll on her less-than-ideal, level of fitness. Lenny looked across the landing, waiting for Jess. Three white, gloss doors, Colonial style, were all shut. Bedrooms he reckoned. It was the door at the far end of the landing that got his attention. This door, though the same in design and finish, was covered in astrological signs and occult daubing, some of the shapes and symbols he knew, some, he didn’t.

“My room,” Jessica puffed out. “Well, behind that door is another flight to my room. I’m in the attic. It was my dad’s sanctuary from ‘all things annoying,” his words not mine. He wasn’t the most patient man, didn’t like bloated chatter, or too much noise. We all loved him though, and he loved us. We all need an ‘attic room’, that we can go to.”

She paused in thought, then continued. “It was also where he built his railway. Wait until you see it. It runs the length of the room, a figure-of-eight, design. He did a marvellous job. You can see the love in his work.” Breathing normally, she stepped past Lenny, onwards to the magical, mystery door, with him following a few steps behind.

Passing through the door, a steeper, but shorter flight of stairs faced them. A telephone table minus a telephone, held a menagerie of ceramic, animal, candle holders, each holding a scented tea light. She lit the monkey and the gorilla. “Vanilla,” they said in unison. 

Shadows vaguely resembled the animals, the light sufficient to show the way. With more huffing and puffing they made their way up. “Hallelujah,” Jess panted. “Amen to that,” Lenny quipped back.

“No door?” Lenny asked, pointing at the moon and star print curtains, covering the hole, where a door would be. “Observant, Sherlock. No door.” 

“The curtains, I bought from a stall on the market. The door made me feel ‘boxed in,’ I just didn’t feel comfortable.” She paused getting her breath.“Plus the design I liked. The blue background contrasts with the moon and stars, makes them stand out. Only hints of light come through them.” Expressive as per usual, her hands signed gestures to the shapes, as she spoke.

“Cool, Jess. Cool.” Lenny nodded, giving his approval.

“I like it, I like it a lot,” he praised. 

Leading headfirst through the curtain slit, she birthed into her bedroom, stood to the side and held a drape apart for Len.

“Coming in or not?” Jess exaggerated her impatience by tapping her wet, canvas slip-ons. “Yeah, yeah, of course.” Finishing his words, he skipped up the last three steps, and into the bedroom.

Releasing the drape, she curtly stopped him from going any further. “Stop Len! Don’t take another step. Look down. The track is inches away from your big, flat, feet.”

“Oh? Oh yeah. Sorry. I’ll be more careful,” he looked down, scanned the track, then back up at Jess. “I know you said about your dad’s railway. I just didn’t think it would be so immediate.”

“It’s ok, I should have been clearer.” She stepped towards him, loosely taking his hand, and led him into her retreat. His skin became goose flesh at her slight touch, his cock tweaked, restrained by his tight, skinny jeans.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two: Family.
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Six years ago.

Lorraine and Jess were in the kitchen. Sat at opposite sides of the table, mother and daughter, were having a ‘mother and daughter’ chat. In waspish tones, words buzzed from Lorraine to her intransigent teen.

“No BOYS...AT ALL. In the house, the garden, the same damn street. Ok? Her tongue and tone lashing and righteous. You don’t want to be in the same situation as Charlotte, do you? Little slut. We all know what she did last summer, don’t we? You, are not going to be a statistic like her, ok? You must stay...Pure.”

“Muuuummmm,” rolling her brown eyes, the word drawn out with embarrassment, “I haven’t interest in boys like that.” Jessica scrunched her face, as if an open sewer was under her nose. I need more than a boy, she thought.

“Jesus. You are not interested in girls, are you? You aren’t, you know, one of them, a lesbian? Lorraine’s face was now knotted, like she’d sucked a lemon. It’s not a problem, you know, we love you no matter what?” The lie was obvious to Jess. Prejudice and stereotypes ran strong in her mum’s veins, but not in hers. 

Lorraine’s linked fingers and silent stare, waited for Jess, who was staring into her mug, of now cold, black coffee.

If only she could speak openly with her mother, she could tell her how much of a good girl she was; of how she hadn’t kissed a boy, and definitely not a girl. 

How she was probably the only girl in her college class, who hadn’t been touched ‘down there,’ with her ‘scent’ a trophy, on the finger of some grubby, fumbling youth.

Jess was cute though; a pretty, cherubic face, chocolate eyes, fronds of long lashes, small but plump, kissable lips, she was decent looking. She wore little makeup and didn’t try to attract any attention. The problem was her build: She was large. Five foot eight, Strong backed, flabby armed with a non-existent thigh-gap, she didn’t have the body that boys her age wanted. Even her breasts, though large, were floppy. These liabilities, she hid under nondescript clothes, with a character of reclusive, nonchalance.

“Jess? Jess?” Lorraine unlinking her hands, ‘click, clicked’ her finger and thumb, snapping Jess back into the conversation.

“No mum, I’m not a lesbian. I’m also not interested in boys one bit. You and dad go and have that trip, don’t worry about me. I will be good as gold. Trust me. I’m 17, not 7,” she huffed.

Lorraine’s stern posture relaxed. She leaned back into her chair. Her shoulders lacking the tenseness of before. Palms flat on the table, she smiled at her daughter. A smile with a knowing nod, now blessed Jess.

“So, just to be clear, though I do trust and believe in you, let us recap on what we’ve agreed, Ok? Good.”

Jess remained silent and waited for what was coming.

“No boys. Which is most definitely solved now.”

“No boozing. As we discussed earlier.” Jess cleared her throat and took a swig of the now, cold coffee, grimacing as it went down.

“No smoking. Legal cigarettes or the ‘other’ variety. They all kill.

“Don’t play music at a ridiculous volume, or at inappropriate times. Lastly, if there is any issue you aren’t sure of, RING ME.”

“Mum. Listen. You and dad are going for a weekend. That’s Forty. Eight. Hours. What can happen in 48 hours?” Lorraine didn’t appreciate the sarcastic emphasis in her daughter’s voice.

“A lot can happen, Lorraine simply shared. A lot indeed.”

Jess, now bored with these lectures, smiled and nodded in agreement.

“Right Jess, I’m going to check on the packing. Going to double check your dad’s as well. Her brow like gull wings, arched, as she continued, “You know what he’s like.” Faux laughter left her as she started to walk away out of the kitchen. Stopping in the doorway, she turned back. “Oh, and thanks for the sit-down chat and your understanding Jess. I know you’re a good girl, we both do. I’m just being, doing what I think is right for you....It’s what mother’s do.” Both shared broad smiles, then Lorraine left the kitchen.

Alone at the table, with thoughts her only company, Jess answered her mother as she wish she could. Really could. Smiling to herself, her secret smile, she let her mind play. Letting her mind drift to the comfort of him.

If mum only knew about him. How special he is. A real gentleman. Courteous, refined and knowledgeable. Respectful, and a true listener, understanding. Above all these fine attributes, what made her want him, what magnetised her feelings for him, was how he made her feel: Attractive, womanly, her voice mattered, he listened to all she said. Her man made her feel wanted. Wanted and desirable. Two such feelings, normally alien to her.

But she knew her mum would never have any belief in him, or how she met him. Or her dad, he’d never understand. If she revealed her Daemonic attraction, it’d be a one-way ticket to ‘Therapyville,’ and a separation from her beloved. This could never happen. Never.

For Jess, Ezekiel and his miracles, were as real, and as necessary, as breathing. And her secret, until the time was right, as he advised.
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Chapter Three: London.
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Standing at the garden gate, Jess waited for her parents to finally get in their car and go.

“Love you, have a good time. Bring me a souvenir back!” She called out.

“Will do love,” her mother replied from the passenger seat, the window fully down. Her father was putting the suitcases in the boot, when he turned to her. “Be a good girl, Jessica. Take care of yourself and the house,” he said warmly.

“As I’ve said to mum, it’s only forty-eight hours. The time will fly, and it will seem like you’ve never been away. She raised both thumbs and paired them with the cheesiest of smiles/grimaces. Her mum laughed, (more out of nervousness), and her dad returned the smile, just not as cheesy, as he got into the driver’s seat. Mother and daughter shared waves, until the car was out of sight.

“Me time,” she huffed. She turned away from the empty street and went back into the house. Heading into the kitchen she washed up the mugs, dried them and made herself a fresh coffee. She took a pack of custard creams and went to her room upstairs.

Her room was the second off the landing, the first her parents and the end room a door to a flight of stairs to the attic. This was her dad’s retreat. A self-contained apartment with all the necessities needed to make the occupant sufficiently comfortable. Recently, he’d been spending more and more time in there. Away from herself and mum. It was the model railway he was constructing that was taking all his time, he said. If Jess didn’t know her dad so well, she’d have bet her life he was doing something he shouldn’t be doing. She wished this room was hers; the privacy of being out of the way, suiting her, she thought.

As she went to her room to chill, she turned back, curiosity hooking her, making her return to her parent’s door. This room was sacrosanct to them, and Jess wasn’t allowed in. It wasn’t due to some draconian secrecy, it was just understood that their room was private, just as Jess’ room was to her. From a young age, she was made aware of what was off limits and what was not. This unwritten rule she had always respected, but now, alone and rabidly curious, she convinced herself that a little peek wouldn’t hurt.

Temptation gripped her parent’s door handle, and turning it, she entered.

The London Eye.

“How much? Bloody hell, we only want to ride it, not buy it.” Josiah grunted. “Just pay Josh, eh?” Lorraine said, peeved.

The smart dressed, young attendant smiled, and with his Pidgin English twang, again explained the costs.

“OK, we get it. We want to try. Here.” Josiah handed over the folded notes to ‘Pidgin English,’ who flashed a nervous brigade of super white teeth.
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