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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT


TO THE DEVIL’S TUNE


This thought-provoking story had us hooked from the first page, and is something that will resonate with you long after the last page. An inspiring tale about one woman’s strength, courage and empowering journey to self-love, it’s a touching story with a very powerful message – we couldn’t put it down!


Soul&Spirit Magazine


With endearing characters, based on real people who have told their personal stories to Jo, this novel will appeal to anyone who enjoys a heart warming read about personal growth through adversity. Drawing from her own skills as an experienced healer and teacher, Jo lovingly and carefully brings serious, hard hitting issues into the story, teaming them with real life solutions, which makes it a moving, helpful and empowering read. Some books leave you hanging; To The Devil’s Tune leaves you with hope.


Chrissie Astell, best selling author, teacher & facilitator


A mixture of trepidation and excitement welled over me as Jo’s manuscript To The Devil’s Tune landed on my doorstep. Just like temptation itself; what on Earth was I going to find inside these pages? What I found was well, yes, addictive, truly addictive, and a journey through Hell, in the most enjoyable way! The name Lucifer means light bringer, and Jo brings the light here, a self help book, but written in the style of Mills and Boon…Truly addictive – and enlightening.


Tiffany Crosara, award winning author & TV psychic


For a début novel, this is, in my opinion, an outstanding piece of work. I know how difficult it can be to keep motivated, to find the drive to continue and I applaud the work Jo has put into this book.


Knowing Jo, her background and her ethos on life, I can see her personality shining through this book. She has handled each page with care and consideration, ensuring that you want to continue reading “just another page”.


I wish Jo every success with this book and I encourage her, from the bottom of my heart, to write more. She has a voice, she has passion and it would be a crime for her not to continue with a whole series.


Lynn Nicholson, editor of The International Lifestyle Magazine
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Chapter One


I couldn’t bear the feeling of helplessness any longer. Something had to give. It felt like my head and chest had merged to form one giant pressure cooker, and I needed to release some steam. There was only one thing that could help me to escape this torture, and that meant allowing all this pain inside of me to come out.


As the familiar panic began to rise, I reached for my tweezers and began to pick away at the fresh scab on my ankle. As I used more and more pressure, and watched the blood rise to the surface and trickle down my foot, my heartache slowly began to subside. I felt alive, and totally in the moment.


The loud ring of my mobile startled me. Heart racing, I looked at the clock. It was just before eight. I reached for my phone, wondering who’d be calling me at this time in the morning; deeply wishing it was him. But glancing at the flashing screen, I could see it was Saffie. Without hesitation, I answered.


“Morning, Jude!” Her voice sounded panicky.


“Hey, Saff. Everything ok? You sound harassed.”


“Having one of those mornings, honey! Sol’s running a fever and I really need to stay home with him today. I can’t drag him in to the shop all shivery. You wouldn’t be a complete sweetheart and open up for me would you? Of course, I’ll pay you the extra.”


What could I say? Aside from the fact I could really use the money right now, Saffie was an absolute angel to work for, and the fact that someone needed me somehow lifted my spirits and brought me back round.


“I’ll be there in half an hour. Give Sol a big kiss from me. Tell him that ‘Auntie Judith’ sends him healing hugs and magical well-wishes.”


I wasn’t really his auntie, and rarely did I admit to people that my real name was Judith, but I’d come to know Saffie so well, that I was comfortable to mock myself in front of her. She was the gentlest, most genuine person I knew. But how unfair that her parents had given her an exotic and beautiful name like Safiyah, meaning ‘purity’, whereas mine had settled on Judith! I remember romantically looking up the meaning of my name when I was eleven, only to find:




Judith – A biblical name, meaning ‘Jewness’.





Having never been one for religion, rules or rigid structure of any kind, I quickly decided that from then on, I’d introduce myself simply as ‘Jude’, meaning ‘praise’. Sweeter and more enchanting for this here creative spirit, I thought.


“‘Auntie Judith’, you’re a complete darling!” Saffie said, relieved, a smile in her voice. “I’ll call you later.”


I cleaned up my bloody wound, disguising it ashamedly beneath a pair of thick black tights. Fortunately, the colder months allowed me to cover up without too much cause for suspicion.


Hurting myself wasn’t something I was proud of, but it seemed like the lesser of two evils when things got bad. At the time it felt so satisfying; a way of venting my frustration. And right now, it was much easier to deal with external wounds than internal ones. That’s the problem when you feel alone.


I’d come to the conclusion that men just couldn’t be with me for long. Even though I really loved them, sure enough, they’d find a way to leave me. Maybe it was something I said or did without even realising. I wished I could figure it out, but I couldn’t. All I really understood was how alone I felt.


I brushed my long hair and plaited it to the side. I loved trying out new boho styles; pretty braids here and there, but right now, I needed something quick as I had to get out of the door sharpish. I liquid-lined my lashes, cherry-glossed my lips, and put on a short, sequinned, Indian-style dress which looked quite cute over my thick tights. No one would ever notice the fresh wound that was throbbing away painfully beneath.


It didn’t take much to make my tiny flat look untidy. I hadn’t lived there long; only a few months. But I’d made it my own, surrounding myself with all the things I loved; artwork (most of which was mine), silk throws, wall hangings, wooden carvings, and the large collection of crystals I’d accumulated over the past few years. These items of beauty, teamed with the heady smell of incense, brought some comfort to my awful situation.


I liked to keep it nice; a tranquil sanctuary to retreat to, but with no time to spare today, I closed the door behind me, leaving the mess for later. At least the painful images of Matt weren’t so intense now.


* * *


We’d first met in a bar when I was twenty-six, and as soon as I saw him I knew he was the type of guy that my dreams were made of. His eyes were mesmerising; like pools of crystal blue.


I was out with the girls that night, and was just returning from the ladies’ to buy a round of drinks at the bar when our eyes connected. It’s hard to explain, but at that moment, something ignited within me – like I’d suddenly woken up to a new life on a whole different level. Thinking back, our entire meeting was dreamlike.


The attraction was definitely mutual, and we spent the rest of the evening chatting away at complete ease and gazing intently into one another’s eyes, much to the dismay of my girlfriends. When last orders were called, I felt sick to the stomach at the thought of never seeing this man again, and so with a great confidence that I had never felt before, I invited him back to my place for a coffee.


Sweeping my hair gently behind my ear, he leant towards me and whispered, “Well…if you’re sure…then I’d really love that.” The warmth of his breath on my neck, together with the firm intent of his words, filled me with a powerful excitement that rocked every part of me. As my front door closed behind us, our foreheads connected. And in this literal meeting of minds, it was clear that we both ached for the same thing.


With no need for words, he pulled my body close to his. An incredible rush of heady excitement surged through me. His large hands encased my tiny waist, encircling my core, leaving no room for manoeuvre (although, quite frankly, I couldn’t think of anywhere I’d rather be). After an intense gaze, his lips met mine, tenderly at first, stopping between each gentle kiss, allowing us time to steady ourselves before what we both knew was to come. As we tasted each other, he began to press closer, gently teasing me with his hardness, his intense expression holding me completely and keeping this powerful connection strong.


I remembered the cloudy, heady feeling; almost heavenly; how it seemed as though the two of us had melted, merged and morphed into one bright light. I’d never wanted anyone as much as I wanted this man right now, and I felt so alive.


Unable to contain ourselves for a second longer, we undressed each other, almost in a panic; desperate for our entire bodies to meet skin to skin before it was too late. And when his hard masculinity met my warm femininity, he fitted me like a glove, and it didn’t take long before we reached, and revelled in, a heady state of euphoria, savouring every moment, and moaning with pleasure for some time after.


From that moment on, I knew I wouldn’t be satisfied until I knew everything there was to know about this man. Absolutely everything.


* * *


I tried to smile at the customer as I gift-wrapped her hand-carved wooden elephant. My ankle was throbbing; pulsating with pain beneath my tights. I’d struggled to bear any weight on it all day. Still, only an hour to go before I finished, and I knew there was a quaint little tea shop only a few doors down that I could sit in for a while. I’d take some painkillers and let them work their magic before walking home again.


Although working in a gift shop wasn’t exactly rocket science, I enjoyed the loving vibe of the place, and being surrounded by such objects of beauty was always a joy. Not only did it just about pay the bills, I felt comfortable and safe working there, and that suited me down to the ground. And at least one day a week, Saffie would take the day off, leaving me in charge to manage the shop, paying me extra which I was always grateful for. Today was one of those days, albeit unexpected, but I needed every penny. The perks were good too; free incense and candles whenever we took a new delivery, which helped keep my flat cosy, and hugs on demand. Saffie was warm and generous like that.


With not a customer in sight, I flicked through a TV guide that had been left on the side. A cosy night in with some good telly was just about all I could manage tonight. I noticed that the movie Annie was on at seven. I so loved the uplifting spirit of that film. If an orphan child could make the best of life, then maybe I could too. But it all seemed so impossible.


Humming the ‘Tomorrow’ song, I dusted the shelves and cashed up, taking my wage from the till, and locking the shop carefully behind me before heading off to take the weight off my feet. I ordered a large frothy latte and took a seat on a small table in the back corner of the tea shop. No one would notice me there, and I’d be left alone to drink my coffee in peace, and think back.


What was it with me and men, I wondered? Was it something I said or did that pushed them away? Or was I living under some sort of unavoidable karmic past-life curse perhaps? All I knew was that I just wanted to be loved and cherished, and to love and cherish in return. But where were Matt and Dad in my hour of need; those two men that I had loved and adored so much?


“Large latte?” asked the waitress, placing my coffee down in front of me. No doubt she had a gorgeous man in tow; one who loved her completely and was there for the keeps, I imagined.


“Oh, yes, thanks,” I replied quietly, leaning forward to help, trying not to bend my ankle in the process. I immersed my lips in the warm froth, wrapping both hands around the large cup, and imagining how it would feel to live a normal, happy life, whatever that was.


From the corner of my eye, I saw a tall woman approach my little table. So much for not wanting to be disturbed, I thought. The vision of her advance brought me fully back into the here and now, snapping me out of my woeful muse. “Do you mind if I borrow the sugar pot please, darling?” she asked. “I’ve never been sweet enough you see! I’ll bring it straight back.”


“Oh, of course, go ahead,” I replied, trying to muster a smile. I suddenly realised how good this coffee tasted, its sweetness and warmth bringing momentary comfort to my solitary darkness. Had I been able to afford another, I would’ve gulped it down, but I couldn’t, so I sipped it slowly and returned to my reflections.


Sure enough, the woman returned. Her clothes were bright, as was her lipstick and rouge, and teamed with her tall stature, forthright walk, and steely grey hair, you couldn’t miss her even if you wanted to. As she placed the sugar pot back down on the table, she leant towards me and said in a low but friendly voice, “Someone looks like they don’t like themselves very much today.” Her sense of perception took me by surprise. I became acutely aware of my face beginning to redden.


As she loomed above me, I knew she had more to say. It was crystal clear that my lack of response was not going to stop her from continuing, so I looked up at her, our eyes making contact. I can’t explain, but I felt strangely drawn to this woman.


“I know it’s none of my business, but believe me, darling, life is too short to carry burdens around with you; it really is. Anyway, I hope I haven’t offended you. I’ll leave you alone now, but if you ever want to share it…”


With that, she placed a slip of paper down next to my hand and returned to her friends. I glanced down. Written elaborately in blue fountain ink, reminding me of my grandmother’s handwriting, was the name ‘Annie’, together with a local phone number. How bizarre, I thought, that this lady could so clearly sense my sadness; even though I thought I disguised it pretty well. And odder still, that she was prepared to listen to the problems of a complete stranger. What was all that about?


Feeling slightly embarrassed and somewhat exposed, I hurriedly paid for my latte, slipping the paper into my jacket pocket. The woman and I made no eye contact, but I was somehow struck by how wonderfully happy she was. And also that she already had a sugar pot on her table.


As I limped home, my ankle feeling swollen and bruised, I realised that, for the first time in ages, I didn’t feel quite so alone.




Chapter Two


I guess it all began when I was nine. The pain, that is. Looking back after all these years, I still remember it as clear as anything.


It was a warm, sticky day at the end of June, and the sound of the school bell, ringing home time, was music to my ears. I was looking forward to telling Dad about the wildlife project we’d just started. Dad loved talking about nature, and I knew he’d be able to offer some useful information that I could impress the class with tomorrow.


He was never much help with maths or literacy, but when it came to nature, my dad was the man. Plants, flowers, animals; anything to do with the earth really, was what he took pleasure from. His other passion was talking about his Scottish heritage; something he was extremely proud of, and which made him feel connected to his homeland. He was a gentle soul, my dad; very sweet, with a real innocence about him. Quite childlike I guess, in many ways.


Mum came to collect us from school as usual; us meaning me and my big sister, Deborah. Deb was only a year older than me, but she was my big sister nonetheless. This was her final year at our primary school. Before long, I’d have to stand on my own two feet, without the love of my big sister to watch out for me. Not that I needed it of course, but it always felt good just knowing she was there.


Deb met me at my classroom door, and as usual, we held hands as we ran to the school gates, where Mum would be waiting for us. And there she was. Just like any other day. Or so we thought…


“Hi, girls!” she said. “Here, let me carry your bags for you. I thought we could walk home via the shop today, get you an ice cream or something. Special treat.”


What had we done to deserve this, we wondered. And it wasn’t even the weekend! Nonetheless, we nodded enthusiastically at her suggestion.


All in all, Mum was a kind woman. She didn’t have too many friends, but that was through choice really. Mum kept herself to herself. Nevertheless, she was polite and neighbourly, and would gladly help anyone in need. As well as having a couple of cleaning jobs, she helped out in the local charity shop once a week, sifting through people’s donations of unwanted items. The best thing about this, was that every now and then, Mum would bring home a bag, loaded with beautiful skirts, dresses, silk scarves and beads for Deb and me to dress up in. This was my idea of heaven!


Even back then as a youngster, I loved to feel girly, and I guess I’ve never really changed. I’m still the same now – long hair, with a penchant for floaty skirts and beaded jewellery. Mum, on the other hand, was the queen of jeans, t-shirts and trainers. In fact, I don’t think she possessed anything else.


Mum’s appearance didn’t seem to bother her too much. Not that she ever looked untidy at all; just rather plain and practical. Plain and practical Sandra. And whereas I loved to be surrounded by objects of beauty, such things didn’t seem important to Mum.


We ate our ice creams and skipped along the familiar pavement. “What time will Daddy be home?” I asked Mum. “We’ve started working on a wildlife project at school. Do you think I might see him tonight?”


“Daddy’s come home early today, Judith,” Mum replied. “We want to have a chat with you girls when we get back.”


Dad was a long-distance lorry driver. He never came home early. How very strange, I thought. And stranger still that Mum never spoke another word all the way home.


* * *


He was waiting at the front door when we arrived back from school, a half-smile on his face. It wasn’t his usual relaxed, open face. Dad looked different. Something in his eyes had changed. He knelt down and hugged us both; me first, and then Deb. “Come and sit down, girls,” said Dad. “Your mother and I want to talk to you.” He sat in the middle of our brown velour sofa, which had become somewhat saggy and threadbare over the years, and patted his hands down, gesturing for his beloveds to sit either side of him. We did so immediately, and Dad put his arms around us, pulling us close.


Mum took the armchair. Her face looked strained.


“Girls, there’s no easy way of saying this…” she began. “Your father and I don’t love each other any more. I’ve met a new partner and she’s a woman. Her name is Francine, and Judith and I are going to go and live with her. She has a lovely big house in the country, and has a daughter called Suzette. Daddy is going to stay with Gran in Scotland until he finds a new house up there. Deborah, love, because you’re starting senior school soon, you can choose whether you want to live down here with Judith and me, or go and live with Daddy in Scotland. You don’t have to decide now. Just have a think about it.”


And that was the day that my so-called ‘normal’ life (whatever that means) fell apart.


Being separated from Deb was alien and incredibly painful. She chose to begin a new life in Scotland with Dad and they had moved 500 miles away. Maybe she felt sorry for Dad, or maybe she couldn’t bear the thought of living with a lesbian mother. I never really understood what led her to take that leap, but what I did know was that I missed them both terribly.


As soon as the school term was over, Mum and I moved in with Francine and her daughter, Suzette. Despite the strangeness of this new set up, I quickly grew fond of Francine. She was exceedingly beautiful and kind. In fact, her former career as a model was the reason behind her wealth and the amazing house I was now living in. Though only ten minutes down the road, it was worlds apart from our old house which had been in desperate need of attention for several years.


Francine and I had lots in common. We were both arty and spiritually minded, both open to new experiences, and both loved to be surrounded by beautiful feminine things. Our love of floaty skirts, embroidered silks and colourful jewellery united us further. In fact, over the years, many people assumed that we were mother and daughter. Looking back, our similarities were uncanny; long hair, big eyes. Maybe that was what attracted Mum to Francine in the first place, an instant familiarity. Who knows; I never really asked.


They’d met through the charity that Mum had worked for. Francine was a regular donator, helping to fund the Macmillan shop. She had lost her mum to cancer several years before, and had recently undergone a lumpectomy herself. So being able to help this charity was of great personal importance.


The bond between her and Mum was incredibly intense, and now being older, I guess I can understand why they had to be together. But, my goodness, did I miss my dad…


In the years that followed, Dad had never wanted anyone else. Instead, he continued to hold a torch for Mum and saved every penny he had, in the hope that one day his precious family would once again be reunited. For the rest of my childhood, Dad became almost a fantasy figure of mine. I rarely got to see him, and deep down I think we probably both chased the same dream of being together again one day.


Deb came to stay during each school holiday, and it was heavenly to have her around. I know the feeling was mutual too, as we were virtually inseparable.


But life was very different when Deb wasn’t there. Francine was lovely, and couldn’t have been more welcoming, but her daughter Suzette was a completely different kettle of fish. Her dislike for me was instantly apparent, and for a long time I tried everything I could think of to please her.


Suzette was four years my senior, and as soon as she turned fourteen, our mums began to use her as a babysitter for me, enabling them to go out and have more quality time together. Suzette was always very keen to ‘look after’ me. In fact, she would offer her services quite frequently. Not only did it mean that she could earn some extra pocket money to spend on her penchant for heavy metal music, but it also gave her the perfect opportunity to carry out her fantasies, and abuse the annoying little kid that had invaded her home and bonded so nicely with her mother.


Just thinking about those times now makes me shudder…


* * *


Having just about managed the walk home from the tea shop, I opened the door to my flat and was instantly reminded of the mess I needed to attend to. Not having a dishwasher wasn’t a problem when you washed up as you went along, but I’d let it build up, so now I’d just have to sort it out. Knowing I wouldn’t relax until it was neat and tidy again, I lit an incense stick, popped the kettle on and filled the sink with bubbly water.


The actual act of washing up was never as bad as the thought of doing it was. I guess you can say that about most things really. Swishing your hands around in warm fragrant soapy bubbles was hardly a chore when you thought about it. I decided to embrace the moment, filling my cup on the side with boiling water. It wasn’t my favourite mug, but was the only clean one, so it would suffice. My peppermint brew would be just the right temperature by the time I’d finished rinsing.


As I swirled the soapy sponge around the plate, I began to drift away again into past memories, thinking about Matt, rerunning the relationship through in my mind; trying to make sense of it all…


* * *


After our initial encounter, we were rarely apart. Either he was at my place, or I was at his. Rarely did I see the girls. I just wasn’t bothered. Our frivolous girly nights out just couldn’t compare to a night in with Matt. Besides, we were like magnets; two souls desperate to be united as one. Being apart just didn’t feel right.


The intensity of our relationship continued, and we quickly moved in together, grabbing the opportunity to spend every moment possible in each other’s company. I loved nothing more than cooking him wonderful, exotic meals; experimenting with new flavours and textures. To me, the process of cooking was all part of sharing my love with him. And my love-infused food always seemed to satisfy; heightening our senses and keeping life interesting. Even when we ate our meals we couldn’t keep our hands off each other, somehow afraid to lose contact.


He would gently feed me, caressing me softly, teasing me with his sensual touch. And there was only ever one thing on the dessert menu. Making love with him was so deliciously sweet and satisfying. His touch, his smell, the way he felt against my skin. Why would I offer anything else?


Our love life was never dull. Our mutual creativity made sure of that, and I was willing to try anything to please him. Pleasing him in turn pleased me. And I realised that for the first time in years, I no longer craved my dad’s love. I felt so complete with this man who seemed to give me everything I needed.


Not long after we’d moved in, Matt returned from work one evening with a concerned look on his face.


“Jude, can we sit down for a moment. There’s something I need to say.” With that, he took my hand, and led me towards our Moroccan-style day bed, sitting me down amongst the brightly coloured cushions. “Don’t say anything, darling. Just listen will you?”
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