8 – Pheromone
There ons was boy and him boyfrend… and the boyfrend one day said “babes do u want to go walk in woods tonite? The moon will be full moon!!!!!!”
boy said ‘yes honey’ so they went woods that nite, and drove in car until came to woods 
but car broke, “what happen to car?” boyfriend said “idk lets call car man” boy said but phone was ded
‘it ok lets juts camp and then go for walk in morning’ boy said
“ok’ said boyfriend and They Staid In Car and went 2 sleep but during night boy Woke Up boyfriend gone!!!!
‘babe “WHERE ARE YOU!!” but got no answer he open door and smell something weird smell and follow smell when he found hims boyfreind boy saw boyferind was succ an other person!!!!
he was succ demon with big HORNS and big PENIS and boy was mad “WHAT U DOING TO MY BOYFRIEND” 
“come join him ;) demon said and boy smelled weird nice thing and when he did so he was under dmeon control and he go to demon and he succ with boyfriend
“hehehehehehehehehe’ demon laughed loudly then took boy and boyfriend to hell 4ever Moral : so if u go to WOOD…. Dont smell!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Jake was doing his best not to laugh out loud. The grey tabby cat was choking on it, wearing a puckered grin on his face. It was late, and he didn’t want to have to deal with his neighbours. He had to be conscientious. And yet here he was reading shitty ‘horror’ stories at 3 a.m. It was Saturday night, he had insomnia, and he had already resigned to the fact that he wasn’t waking up any time before noon tomorrow. So, in for a penny, in for a pound.
Looking out his window, he could see the blue light of the full moon filling the room. He snorted with laughter again. He had to send this to some of his friends. They’d get a kick out of it. His friends across the ocean would definitely be awake to appreciate some sublime trash like this.
A yawn shoved its way out of his throat, catching him off guard. It made him close his eyes for a moment, and the effort it took to re-open them underscored the fact that he was pretty tired. Right. Maybe he’d be able to get to sleep this time. Staring at his screen wouldn’t work.
When he slipped into bed, the first thing he noticed was that it was still warm and toasty from when he last slipped in. It still had his scent in there too. Not an unpleasant scent, really. Earthy, just a little salty, but familiar too. He pushed himself in, wrapped his duvet around himself like a tortilla, and looked at his phone. 
3.32. He would hopefully get a fair few hours of sleep out of that.
3.38. Jake opened his eyes. The cat groaned. It felt like an eternity had passed, but he still hadn’t fallen asleep.
He sniffed. He could smell something. Was it his sheets? No, it was something else. It smelled sweet. A little bit yeasty, like freshly baking bread. Baking bread that was on the verge of burning perhaps? At first, he thought it could have just been a hallucination, but when the scent only got stronger he knew he had to investigate. Maybe it was coming from next door. He couldn’t hear any smoke alarms going off though, so things were probably okay. He figured he was dreaming. So he rolled over again and tried to put the scent out of his head.
But it was getting stronger. Not to mention more enticing strangely. What was that scent coming from? His mind would be racing all night if he didn’t figure it out. So he crawled out of bed, feeling his joints creak, and groaned. 
The scent was coming from his kitchen. Had he sleepwalked to the kitchen to make a snack and left it there? He followed his nose. As he approached, he could notice a presence. A slight warmth to the air. The sound of someone’s breathing. He froze. He looked in his immediate surroundings. Nothing was in sight that he could use as a weapon.
“Hey dude, c’mon over, it’s cool!”
The voice was laconic, languid, but there was something behind it. A growl. A crackle of flame. A whisper. It sent a chill down Jake’s spine, and his grey, black-striped fur stood on end. He held his breath. The scent wafted into his nostrils. It was even more sweet and pleasant at this distance. His legs shifted, moving in spite of himself. His face felt warm, too. So did…
Turning the corner, he saw a strange figure waiting for him. There wasn’t a hint of hair or fur on their shiny red body. They were lanky, with a bit of a pot belly, and a very tight red thong. Their eyes were small, and dark, and they had long, sharp yellow teeth, with equally sharp horns that curled outwards from their temples. The underwear left very little to the imagination, straining against what looked to be a massive package. Jake gulped as he looked down at it. 
The figure had a bag of shredded cheese in his hand, and was chowing down on it in front of the open fridge. “Hope ya don’t mind me cooling off a bit!” the figure drawled, while chowing down. “It’s way too hot down there where I’ve come from, and I worked up a bit of a sweat.”
Jake took another breath in. There was that scent. Thicker. Stronger. More… delicious. The demon in front of him was the scent’s source. Strangely, Jake felt his fear and shock was lessening from moment to moment. The more he breathed in, the more relaxed he felt. His fear was replaced with a pleasantly confused, daze, blinking slowly. He was starting to feel a little strangely hungry, with a throbbing warmth building inside his head – and between his legs.
“What’s up, man?” the demon asked. “Don’t just stand there, c’mere!”
Jake’s legs moved once again. He knew what was happening. He wanted to stop himself from getting closer. Didn’t he? No. He didn’t, not really. Every time thoughts of resistance arrived, he felt the urge to take another deep breath in. That demon smelled amazing. The scent filled his nostrils, his throat, his lungs, leaving a warm, fuzzy feeling in every bit of tissue it touched. He leaned in closer. Where was the scent coming from? His eyes zeroed in on the bulge. It twitched and throbbed, and radiated warmth. His knees buckled, and he sank down. Eye to eye with the shining red fabric, he took another deep draught. That was the source. That was the ticket.
The creature took one step forward, draping the bulge right over Jake’s face. The cat purred at that, nuzzling in, absolutely intoxicated by the corruptive aroma. 
“Bet ya didn’t think that story was real, huh?” The demon laughed, through another mouthful of mozzarella. “It’s pretty fuckin’ hilarious, don’t get me wrong, but they were right to warn you! Then again, you’re the one who summoned me by reading it in the first place.”
He shifted himself forward again. The warm, musky bulge smothered Jake, ensuring every breath he took was filtered through that pheromonal aroma. His eyes began to glow, his fur began to darken, the corruption taking hold of his woozy mind as his purr started to turn into a low growl.
Jake’s eyes rippled bright red as his fur started to melt and fall away in patches. His hanging tongue elongated, splitting at the tip into two little prongs. His tail and his pawtips grew sharp and jagged. And he let out a long, low moan, his voice taking on the same hellfire huskiness that the demon had. Each new breath of that scent soaked into his mind and body, ensuring he would never be the same again.
“There y’go, dude,” The demon said, throwing the now empty bag aside and grabbing a big bottle of soda from the fridge. He took a big long swig, smacking his lips and belching. “Just keep breathing that scent in. I’ll make a good thrall of you yet. I’ll take ya home once I’m done emptying your fridge. And that’s gonna take me a while...”
Nuzzling in, Jake felt the weight of the firm, springy flesh, bulging through the thong. He mewled, the sound turning into even more of a dark growl. The whites of his eyes turned black. His now bare, hairless flesh took on a deep red lustre. The demon that once was Jake wouldn’t even entertain the idea of complaining. Why would he? He would be perfectly happy being buried in that crotch, in that scent, serving under it forever and ever..
