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The Devil’s Own

By A. Scott

The Johnson House Anniversary

Duncan felt his addiction return as Desmond took
over his body once more. The House never dies, he re-
alized. The power lies in wait for the right moment to
reassert itself. He was a puppet again, trapped, while
the entity controlled his body.

“April, come into my office please,” Duncan Aber-
crombie said.

“Yes, Mr. Abercrombie?”

“April, I am giving you the Johnson house to sell.
know it will be difficult. It's supposedly haunted and
some say it’s possessed by the Devil. Use any means at
your Disposal. I know you can do it if you come up



with a plan. T am going to make it one of your priori-
ties. Besides, I think you will learn to enjoy the side
benefits of the transaction. They can be most
stimulating.”

“Duncan, you can’t do this to me. Please, for the
love of God, don’t put me in charge of that house. It
gives me nightmares. The house is evil and I don’t
want to be alone in it.”

“I can understand your apprehension and your con-
cern in this case, April, but we really need to get this
house sold.”

April felt tears form as she looked into his cold steel
gray eyes and saw no remorse there. “I'll do it, Mr.
Abercrombie.”

“You may go now.”

“I want her, Duncan,” Desmond said, “you can't
protect her. She will be mine. I want April North in my
stable.”

“April, you look very nice today. You should dress
down more, it becomes you.”

“Strange,” April thought as she heard the words
when she turned to leave.

Desmond/Duncan reached out and sent visions.
Sexual depravity and violence were flooding her being,
as he reached out and touched her.

April felt the electricity and she turned to see her
boss sitting there with a smile on his face. The touch,
what else could you call it, had evilness to it. Pictures
and sounds flooding her head, pulling her toward
them. They beckoned to her, pulling her closer



and closer. They were so real it was almost as if she
were there, participating in their obscene and graphic
nature.

They were composed of pure evil, directed at her.
She could feel hands caress her body.

Duncan said nothing as she continued out of his of-
fice. She sought the safety of

her cubicle. It didn’t help; the images crowded out
all thought. It was a surreal experience that threatened
to overpowered her Christian beliefs.

Flushed, she removed her coat. She sat down at her
desk, her head swam as she visions of sexual inter-
course and deviant acts beckoned to her. She wanted to
become one of those

tormented creatures. She relished the feelings and
the emotions as they danced the macabre that seeped
into her soul and clouded her mind. A flush overcame

her body and invaded her. She felt a climax roll over
her.

Lust took control of her emotions and physical
needs. The house seemed to beckon to her. Slowly the
experience faded away and she began to feel normal.
Images registered in her brain and were taking root,
becoming part of her very nature. Inside, she was fight-
ing a battle against good and evil. She wanted her hus-
band home so he could comfort her in her torment. She
shivered at the thoughts and feeling that whoever sent
them was attempting to control her, forcing her to do
their bidding.

“Lord, I don’t understand what is happening, but I
ask you to intercede and give me peace and comfort.”
The entity knew he had a battle for this woman and her



soul. It would be one he would win. She would be his,
body and soul.

Duncan’s words played in her head. “You should
dress down more, it becomes you.” She was dressed in
a conservative manner and was, if anything, over-
dressed for the office. She began to feel uncomfortable
in her restricting clothes.

April left work early. She saw David’s car parked
outside. Rushing in, she found him sitting down, read-
ing the paper. “David, what are you doing home?”

“I finished early and I had a feeling that something
was wrong.”

“You are a sight for sore eyes, and I do need you.”
Hugging him, she held on for dear life as she kissed
him. “How long will you be here? Is everything OK?”

“I have another trip planned for Tuesday next
week. I will be away for about two weeks, and every-
thing is fine. I gather, though, that things have take a
turn for the worse on this end. Tell me about it.”

“You must be clairvoyant, either that or the Good
Lord knew I needed you home and He sent you to me.
I was just assigned the Johnson House.”

“That’s a tall order, April. How much time did
Duncan give you?”

“No specific deadline, but I got the feeling he
wanted it done sooner than later. As [ was leaving his
office, I felt something touch me in an obscene way. It
was as if he was trying to possess me. As I looked into
Duncan’s eyes, | saw someone very different behind
them. He made a comment about how I looked and
how I should dress down more often, which was

strange because he’s always praised my professional
look.



“Duncan didn’t see to be his normal self. He was
acting out of character, strange, even for him. He
seemed more dominant and forceful. It was hard to re-
sist anything he told me to do. I was drawn to him in a
sexual way, as a slave serves her master.

“As I walked out of his office, I felt a dark force en-
velop me. It touched me and sent images to my brain
that stimulated all my senses. They were evil and ob-
scene. They enticed me to enjoy the lust and depravity
they offered me.

“Ilooked back. He was smiling and I heard his
words in my head. ‘Enjoy, April, absorb what I have
given you. You are going to need it before we part.’

“Even now I feel something profound has altered
me. [ am different. I feel dirty and unclean, yet I look
forward to the feelings of sexual gratification they of-
fer. It was deep and profound. As they replayed in my
head, they became part of me. I saw pictures and heard
words that no Christian person should be exposed to.

“I know that Jesus is there, watching over me, keep-
ing me safe. I still feel Duncan, or whatever is control-
ling him, is not through yet. I believe that I saw the
devil today. He entered me, probing and fishing look-
ing for any weakness or fault inside me.”

“I don’t know how you feel April. I wish I could
help but I don’t know what to do in this case.”

“Hold me, please. I need to be loved and comforted,
David.”

“How about going out to dinner as a start?”

“That would be great. Give me some time to
change.

How about Andre’s?”



“I'll make the arrangements now.”

As April went up the stairs, she started to feel
funny. It was like she was drifting in a fog.

“This is strange,” she thought as she entered her
bedroom. “It’s like I am not in control.” Undressing,
she searched for the right thing to wear.

April found a corset given to her by Aunt Betsy
years ago. Naked, she placed it around her body and
began to hook the clasps in the front. Slowly, it began
to shape her body into an hourglass figure.

“Perfect,” she thought. “Now for the rest of the
clothes.” She found her sexiest dress and hose, then ap-
plied her make up. Slipping on her tallest high heels,
she walked downstairs.

“That’s some outfit, April.”

“I felt like dressing up tonight. I wanted to feel spe-
cial.”

“You look great. Is that a corset you're wearing?”

“Yes, I found it as I was looking the right thing to
wear. It was as if I had no choice, my hands put it on
and my body accepted it as normal attire. It does fit me
quiet well, don’t you think?”

“It does something for you April that’s for a fact.
I'm not even sure you should go out tonight dressed
like that, but we don’t have time for you to change
right now.”

April looked at David and said, “Are you jealous,
David?”

“Yes and no. I don’t want to share you with anyone
else. The way you are dressed, every man in their right
mind would be wanting you.”



As they entered Andre’s, April felt all eyes on her.
For some reason, she wanted to show off her body for
all to see. That was the exact opposite of her normal be-
havior. Smiling at her husband, she took his hand and
lead him to their table.

David asked, “Are you hungry, April?”
April said, “Of course, lover.”

The waiter asked if they would like something to
drink.

David said, “Iced tea,”
April said, “I'll have a Scotch on the rocks.”
“You don’t drink, when did you start?”

“Ljust felt like it, lover. I feel a little wild. It sort of
goes with my new look. Shall we order?”

“I find your behavior very strange, April. Perhaps
you were right, something did happen to you today.
You are hard to resist, you know, and tonight you are
even stronger.”

“Oh goody, here comes our food. Let’s eat.”

A few minutes later, April blurted, “Let’s dance,
David.”

“You know I don’t dance, and neither do you.”

“I do tonight, spoil sport, you're nothing but a party
pooper.” With that, she moved to the dance floor.

“Lord, I don’t know what’s gotten into April to-
night,” David thought. He watched as she found three
people dancing and fitted right in with them. She was
acting in a wanton way. Men and women touched. It
was indecent.



April felt the warm bodies close to her. Their heat
saturated her skin and her sweat poured off her. Satis-
fied, she returned to the table. As the waiter came by,
she got his attention. “May I have another drink please,
the same. That was fun, you don’t know what you are
missing.”

After she finished her drink, she looked up at Da-
vid.

“Are you ready to go home?”

“Yes, I am. By the way, my dear man, I am telling
you right now that I have big plans for you when we
get home.”

David felt relieved that he had removed April from
the restaurant. Now to get her home in one piece. April
was touching him everywhere and it was driving him
crazy. It was all he could do to control himself. “April,
slow down for Heaven’s sake. What's

wrong with you?”

“Nothing that you can’t cure, my dear husband.
Let’s just get home, OK.”

Entering the house, April grabbed his tie and said,
“Come to bed, dear.”

Hours later, April lay naked next to her husband
and looked at his flaccid cock. Reaching over, she
played with it. She took in into her mouth until it ex-
ploded in her mouth. She then rode it until David came
in her for the seventh time tonight.

“April, have a heart, I'm exhausted.” She curled up
next to him and fell asleep.

When April awoke, her head hurt and her body felt
like it had been run over. Naked, she reached over to
her husband.



“Not now, April, forget it.”
“David, what’s wrong?”

He opened his eyes and looked at her. She looked
tired and worn out. “Are you finally through?”

“What do you mean?”

“Last night you dressed and acted like a whore.
You tried to drink yourself into oblivion. You danced
and if I had let you, would have made love to at least
two men, and maybe their dates. When we got home,
you pulled me up stairs and made love like a demon.
You would not leave me alone all night long. You were
insatiable. You were driven and you would not stop.”

“I would never do that. It goes against my Christian
principles.”

“Well you did, my dear April. It was like you were
possessed and you should be ashamed of yourselt.”

“I don’t remember any of that. Matter of fact, the
last thing I remember is going up the stairs yesterday.
The rest of the time is a blank.”

“Go to sleep, dear. We'll sort out what happened af-
ter I get back from the office. Are you going to work to-
day?”

“Yes. I'll see you later, dear. Have a blessed day.”

April slept for a few more hours and woke up with
a start. She could have sworn that someone, or some-
thing was in the room with her. Looking around, she
saw no one and proceeded to get ready for work.

She spent an extraordinary time on her make up.
She looked at the marks on her body. She noticed a tat-
too on her right breast. It was in bright red and said,
“The Devils Bitch.” Her breasts seemed to be bigger



this morning and more tender. Touching the tattoo, she
went over to select her clothes.

Someone had laid out the clothes she was to wear
today. Her body betrayed her as it put on the cursed
corset. It fit tight, but not too tight. She put on her
shortest skirt and red blouse. She put on the red hose
and some shoes she didn’t know she had.

Desmond was proud of his work so far. She was
unaware of just how deep he had gone in the last ten
hours. She was almost as easy as the man Duncan.

As she walked down the stairs and prepared to
leave the house, she looked at herself in the mirror. She
like what she saw. Her hair now was colored red and
her image shouted “sexy’. “When did I dye my hair
red,” she wondered as she ran her fingers through it.

Duncan saw April walk in to work and smiled and
knew that Desmond was working on her.

Karen watched as April pass by and said, “April, is
anything wrong?”

“Not to my knowledge, Karen, why do you ask?”

“Have you looked at yourself in the mirror today?”

“Yes, I did. I took special care to look my best to-
day.”

“I'm your friend, April. You look like a slut. What
were you thinking this morning when you were dress-
ing?”

“Nothing, Karen. The clothes were laid out as if
someone wanted me to put them on. David said I acted
strange last night. I haven’t felt right ever since Duncan
gave me the Johnson House to sell yesterday.

“He what?”



“He wants to sell the House again, even after what
happened with the Browns.”

Duncan called April to his office. “Excuse me, Ka-
ren. Thank you for listening to me.”

“Yes, Mr. Abercrombie.”

“You took my advice and dressed down April.
How do you feel, April?”

“Feel?”
“Come over here, April.”

April moved to the other side of the desk. She
looked down at his groin and said, “I feel hungry
Duncan, may I service you? I am feeling kind of horny
right now.”

The House was in charge and she had no control
over her life or body. Sex is what she wanted and he
would oblige her.

She moved quickly to Duncan and unzipped his
pants. Taking the limp object in her mouth, she nursed
it to its proper size. Looking up into the violet eyes, she
knew they were not Duncan’s’. Desmond thrived on
this attention. April could not control herself.

She had to have this man. It was her duty, an obli-
gation. He ejaculated in her mouth and she swallowed
the enormous amount.

Still unsatisfied, she placed her pussy on his pole
and rode it until he came inside her once more.

Desmond/Duncan said, “April, you have outdone
yourself today. I like what you have done with your
hair. Sort of a red, isn’t it? Your clothes seem to fit your
new personality. I realize that we could do this all day,



but this is an office and we do have work to do, so off
you go.”

Making herself presentable, she turned to leave.
“Oh April, what do you think of your new tattoo?”

She looked at her breasts and thought about her an-
swer for a minute. “You're not Duncan. What should I
call you?”

“You can call me Desmond or Master, either will
do, April. You have the rest of the day off, my dear, en-
joy it. When you leave here, you will forget what we
have done, you will remember the hunger and the
need. You need to touch up your lipstick, dear.”

“Yes, Master.”

As April left his office, she looked in the mirror at
the end of the hall. All of a sudden, her confidence took
a drop. She saw that the miniskirt rode up her thighs
and exposed her pussy. She realized that she was al-
most naked.

“Karen, I need go home I'll see you later.” Why was
she dressed like this and what happened?

“It's about time you woke up, girl. By the way,
what did Duncan want to see you about?”

April could not remember what had taken place in
his office but much of it was like a dream, horrid pic-
tures and her doing the unthinkable. “I think we talked
about the Johnson house, that’s all.”

Rushing home, April scrubbed her self clean and
saw that she was now a redhead. Somehow in the last
twenty-four hours she had been changed. Then she
saw the tattoo. She touched it and felt special for an in-
stant. Then she felt filthy when she looked at it. She



could not throw the corset away. She stored it away for
now.

David came home early and asked “How did your
day go?”

“It started off all wrong. I put the wrong clothes on
and I looked like a slut. I didn’t even care, David. It
was like I was proud of how I looked. Karen tried to
tell me what I looked like but I couldn’t see what she
saw. She told me I went in to see Duncan for a long
time. I don’t remember what happened in there, David.
I woke up looking at myself in the office mirror. I saw
what I had become. I looked like a whore, David. I al-
lowed myself to go out in public almost naked. I now
have a tattoo on my right breast. It's big and red.

“From what you told me about how I acted like last
night and what I

did today, I feel cursed. I am not really sure of who
I am from one moment to another.”

All David could do was listen to his wife talk about
her transformation from a housewife and Realtor to
prostitute overnight.

As she was talking, she could feel a change taking
place. The Entity was coming closer. She realized that
only Jesus could save her now. April prayed fervently.
“Jesus, you led the Hebrews out of Egypt and you al-
lowed them to cross the Red Sea on dry land. If you
could do that for your chosen people, you can open a
door and let me escape the devil in this place.”

Just then a loud scream issued from the room, a
door closed and she was allowed to escape the devil’s
trap. She felt at peace for the first time in hours.



Desmond wailed as the opening to April slammed
shut with a bang and he was alone on the outside, suf-
fering from the rebuke her God had dealt him.

She thanked Jesus for hearing her prayers. Her be-
lief in Christ had saved her from a fate the house had in
store for her. From the images received in the office,
the previous night’s activities, not to mention her be-
havior at work today. She realized that she could have
been consigned to a living hell on this Earth.

She could not imagine living such a life. The effects
upon her marriage and her family would have been
detrimental. This had never happened before and the
house felt the pain of being violated. This person had
accessed God and he had given army of angels the task
of rescuing April North from the devil’s grasp.

April realized that the Lord had rescued her from
imminent harm and the house had lost perhaps the
first victim in its memory. She decided to use the me-
dia to sell her house. Thanking the Lord for answered
prayer, she set about to create a market for her house.

After all April had been through, Desmond was still
not finished with her. She wanted to think that she
could return to her normal existence and pick up
where she left off. She had been damaged and her very
nature had been altered.

“David, I think He’s gone. It feels different. All I can
feel is Christ right now. He drove the Demon away.
Thank you for being here with me, it gave me hope.”

“You're welcome, glad to be of service.”

“Thank you for standing by me when I was acting
like a whore. You don’t know it that felt like as I acted
out what Desmond wanted me to do. I had no control,
all I wanted to do was carry out his wishes and orders.



It was a pleasure to serve him and that was all I wanted
to do.”

“You could have knocked me over with a feather
last night at dinner. You demanded and received ev-
erything you wanted. It was as if we had no choice in
it.”

“It’s late. Do you want to try Sam’s for dinner?”

“That sounds like an excellent idea.”

“Do you think you should cover up a bit before we
leave? That Tee and the corset leave little to the imagi-
nation, don’t you think?”

“I suppose I have become sort of attached to the
corset for some reason. It’s like part of me now. Let me
go upstairs and I'll get a top to cover it up.”

Searching for the right top, April realized her
makeup was all wrong so she sat down and redid it to
match the night. Brushing her beautiful red hair she
created the perfect style for tonight.

“Maybe Debbie has something I can wear,” she
thought. Going into her daughter’s bedroom, she rum-
maged through her tops, “Perfect,” she thought. Look-
ing in the mirror, she appraised herself. The sheer red

shirt and her medium-length skirt was a perfect match
for her high heels.

Back downstairs, she saw the look on David’s face.
“Too much?” she said.

“We're just going to Sam’s, not the Bistro, April.
Did you look closely at your makeup?”
“Yes.” She looked again in the mirror. She was

shocked when she saw her face, not to mention her
clothes. She looked like she was going for a stroll on 2nd



Street. Except for the longer skirt, she would have fit in
perfectly with the hookers and their pimps.

“Let’s not go out then. I'll cook something her and
we can have a quiet night together.”

“I think that’s a good idea, Mrs. North,” he said,
smiling back at her.”

Later that night, April undressed and put on her
prettiest nightgown and came to bed. Looking at her
husband, she felt horny again. “David, I feel the need
for making love again. Do you feel up to it once more?”

“Sure I guess, now that I know that our whole
world has shifted and changed. There is nothing I can
do to change that, but I will always love you no matter
what. When I married you, it was for better or worse,
till death do us part. I think that includes changing sex-
ually. Now come to bed before I change my mind, you
succubus.”

Part of her cried out in horror as she slipped off her
nightgown. Her new tattoo seemed to be burning
deeper into her soul. Slipping into a trance, David
pleasured her. They made passionate love.

She awoke to an empty house. David went to work
early. He left a note on his pillow. “Sorry to leave so
soon. Thank you for last night, and no, it was perfect.
Maybe in about one hundred years I'll get used to it,
Love David.”

April smiled and looked down at her breasts. They
looked even bigger than yesterday. It must be her
imagination. Showering, taking special care to make
sure she was clean all over, she douched her pussy and
anus. “Where did I get that thing? I don’t even own one
of those. “ Yet there it was in her shower stall.



Desmond smiled as he watched as she prepared for
her day. Her God did not say he couldn’t watch her, or
play tricks on her to trip her up. While he no longer
had control of her body, His previous commands and
instructions were still in effect and by all indications,
she was progressing well. By the end of the month, her
breasts should be two sizes larger.

She needed to go shopping and soon, she said to
her herself as she looked for clothes to wear to work.
With the corset in place, she decided panties were not
in order. Again she went to Debbie’s room and bor-
rowed one of her miniskirts and tops.

When she got work she presented herself to Karen
for dress code inspection. She looked her over.

“Well, it's an improvement over yesterday, April.
Dipping into your daughter’s clothes, I see.

“What's she going to think when she gets back from
San Francisco?”

“I hope she’ll understand. I need to go shopping to-
day. Care to go with me and be my chaperone? I have
some ideas I need to run through with Duncan this
morning. I think I know how to sell the Johnson House.
See you later, love”

She called his office to request a meeting later on.
“Mr Abercrombie, do you have some time this morn-
ing I have an idea that just might work to sell the John-
son House.”

“Of course, April. I'll see you in about a half-hour.”

For some reason, April used that time to do her
nails. When she was done, she had created talons of a
deep red. It matched her lipstick and hair. Checking
her mirror, she saw a glint in her eye. It almost looked
like a red hue in her eye color.



“Thank you for seeing me so soon, Mr. Abercrom-
bie.”

“My privilege, April. You look very nice today. I
like the way the corset accents your body. Mr. Jordan at
the bank made comment last night about your attire
the previous evening when you were having dinner
with your husband. He thought it did wonders for you
professional career. When did you start drinking?”

“I don’t know, Duncan. It struck me that I wanted
to do it, and I like the way it tends to exaggerate my
virtues. I can’t seem to do without it these days.

“Would you like a drink, April? I'll join you.”
“I think T would. Make mine a double, please.”
“Here you go. Now, what are your ideas?”

“I want to do a video expose on the house and
spread it on the web for all to see. It is going to take a
special person to be interested in this house. It will be a
fishing expedition, but all I need is the right person to
take the bait.”

“You took my advice and dressed down April.
How do you feel?”

“May I have another one please?”

“Of course, my dear. I like the idea, April. Use what
ever you need to get the job done and keep me posted
about your progress. How do you feel, April?”

“Feel, Duncan?” The trigger words made her mind
go blank

“Come over here, April.”

April moved to the other side of the desk. She
looked down at his groin and said, “I feel hungry,
Duncan. May I service you?



