The Serpent's Corruption

Written by TwistedSnakes

The golden double doors of the Silver Serpent open up to you, revealing an expansive lobby laid with marble tiles and alabaster pillars. A giant chandelier made out of hundreds of crystal bulbs hangs from the high ceiling, casting a soft orange glow over the entire hall.

You can't help but sense your own anticipation as you walk up to the front desk. Ever since you saw an internet advertisement for the b̌iggest bondage casin̊o in the world, you've been hoping for the opportunity to experience the Silver Serpent. It's no surprise then that when your company decides to send you on an all-expenses-paid business trip in the area, you went with the Silver Serpent's hotel, built right above the casino itself.

Checking in is as smooth as you could possibly imagine: just a simple identification with a face scan and you're handed your room card that doubles as a casino pass.

"We can send your luggage up to your room first if you'd like to check out our games," the hotel staff offers, flashing you an understanding smile.

"Sure, that'll be great," you nod back. The service here is amazing.

A drone immediately comes up to your luggage bags, completely clad in a skin-tight rubber suit that left nothing to imagination, except for his faceless latex hood. He pushes away your luggage bags without saying a word, leaving you free to explore on your own.

You walk down the lavish corridors, coming to a high-ceilinged hall with various casino games arranged in neat clusters throughout the room: poker, craps, roulette, and many other games that you don't recognize.

You settle for a quick game of blackjack. Placing your casino pass onto the marked area in the table in front of you, you are greeted with your casino credits. The dealer hands you two cards and you begin playing.

After a few games, a snake takes the seat next to you and joins the game. He's wearing a navy blue suit that complements his jet-black scales, and the scent of his perfume fills your nose: a soft, lavender smell with a subtler, masculine oak.

A few more games go on before he nods to catch your attention.

"You play well," he compliments you.

"Thanks, you don't fare too badly either," you grin back, turning to face him. Pure charm seems to emanate from his body, from his confident smile to his well-fitted suit, from his polished scales to his streamlined form. His deep blue eyes seemͤ to draw you into them and you feel almost like you're falling down a long tunnel, plungin̈́ͅg deeper and deeper.

"Me?" he chuckles, snapping you out of your trance, "Nah, I'm a casual player."

"You? No way," you sneer incredulously, trying to conceal the fact that you were distracted.

"Haha," he throws up his hands in feigned resignation, "Tell you what, since you're so confident in my skills, let's play one more game: if I'm closer to twenty-one than you–without going over, of course–I'll admit defeat."

"And what do I win?"

"I'll bring you to my room and I'll show you a good time," he flashes you a million-dollar smile without skipping a beat.

You're taken aback by what could possibly be the most direct invitation you've ever received. "Sure," you try to look nonchalant about the prospects of finding yourself alone with him. Feeling his muscular form with your fingertips. His strong arms around you.

You break out of your reverie as two cards are dealt to you. A jack and a ten. That makes a twenty. You have half a mind to take another card to go bust but the dealer comes to you almost immediately. Before you can react, your instincts kick in and you blurt out "Pass" before you can stop yourself.

You fight the urge to kick yourself. "It's fine," you tell yourself, "It wouldn't have been in the spirit of the wager to lose on purpose."

But you quickly regret your choice as you give the snake another sideways glance. Maybe you could ask him out later.

He points his finger to his pair of cards and the dealer hands him one more which he picks up and adds to his hand.

The dealer goes around for a few more turns until all the other players at the table stand or went bust. The dealer's hand is revealed, showing a total of eighteen. You show your hand of twenty. At least you walk away with your winnings.

Beside you, the serpent flips his cards to show a total of twenty-one. You almost do a double-take and your heart begins beating faster in anticipation.

He turns to you and shrugs, "Guess I lose the bet, huh?"

After watching the credits pour into your card, you follow the serpent as he leaves the table.

"Let me properly introduce myself," he turns to you with his hand outstretched, "I'm Sephos, but you can call me Seth for short."

You return the handshake and introduce yourself.

"Pleased to meet you," he smiles, leading you down the maze of corridors to a lift lobby. He taps his hotel card against a scanner in the wall and a lift opens up with Sephos' floor already lit up on the panel of numbered buttons.

"Ahh, the wonders of technology," he grins.

Indeed, the Silver Serpent seems to have spared no expenses to integrate technology to automate everything that could possibly automated. With a soft chime, the elevator doors open and Sephos takes the lead, bringing you to his hotel room.

Another tap of the keycard opens up the door and you step in after him. The spacious living room is furnished with a sleek coffee table, surrounded by modern couches. A widescreen television panel is built into the wall in front of the couches, and a grand piano sits in a corner of the room. The back of the room opens up to a huge balcony where a blue-lit swimming pool overlooks the night cityscape of the town.

"Wow," you gasp quietly.

"Impressive, isn't it?" Sephos takes off his suit jacket and folds it up, hanging it on the back of the couch, "I'd say the extra ten thousand a night makes this worth it. Tried the room service earlier; they came within thirty seconds of me tapping the button."

"What do you think?" he turns to face you.

"I think it's amazing," you utter. He comes up to you until he's face to face with you. He stands slightly taller than you, teasingly stroking a finger against your crotch where your bulge rested.

"Mmm..." you silently moan.

"Excited too," the serpent gives you a grin. He takes off his shirt and pants, leaving him in a pair of rubber trunks, "Join me in the pool?" he nods.

"W-wait!" you stutter.

"Hmm?"

"I...I don't have my trunks with me," you admit bashfully.

"Is that it?" he smiles reassuringly before tapping on the room service button, "Could you bring up a pair of swimwear for my friend over here?"

You find yourself changed into a set of swimming trunks, standing on the edge of the pool feeling somewhat exposed. Sephos is already seated on an underwater ledge, letting jets of water massage his scaled body. He puts down his wine glass and pours another one for you.

"Surely your idea of a good time goes beyond standing naked at the side of a pool," he jests.

You hesitate for a moment and he seems to sense your reservation.

"Don't worry about it, nobody's looking," he reassures you. You nod and step into the pool.

As you sit down beside him, you feel your body pressed from all sides by the strong water currents. He hands you your glass of wine. "And if they are, let them watch," he finishes.

You blush from his suggestive allusion. He has quite the way with words. You lean back and enjoy the pulsating jets of water against your body. You haven't noticed how tense your muscles were until you begin relaxing in the pool.

Slowly adjusting your sitting position, you steal a glance at him, barely able to make out his body under the moving surface of the water.His̛̖ gaze catches yo͞urs and you can't help but stare in̝ͫto his eyes. His blue eyes pull you into them again; his hypnotic gaze immobilizi̕ng you.

"Go on," he seems to tell you silently. Did he actually say it out? Or wą̆s it a figment of your imagination, further fueled by your suppre̗ssed d̽ͯesires? Either waỷ, your hand slides over to him, s͖̬troking his defined obliques with deliberate movements. Your other hand joins in, moving up his body to his pecs.

Your member presses against the form-fitting lycra of your swimming trunks; pent-up, just like you are. You feel every inch of his sculpted body under the water, making out with your sense of touch where your sense of sight could not perceive. The serpent's body was impossibly perfect. Michelangelo would've ignored David and sculpted a statue of Sephos instead, if only he lived in the Renaissance period.

Sephos watches you silently and you can almost sense the air of confidence around him. He's enjoying the attention you are giving his body and you know that very well. He returns the favour as he reaches out and slides his finger down your crotch, stroking your eager cock through the thin lycra. You barely suppress a moan from the startling but welcome caress.

A few hours ago you'd have thought such a scenario impossible; laughable, even. But now you're locked in an embrace with a handsome snake, squeezing his firm butt like there was no tomorrow. Something about him just seems so enticing, so irresistible. Something that goes beyond his good lucks, his suave demeanour. Something within you wants him, no, needs him.

Before you know it, your hands are all over his latex trunks, tracing the edges of his sizable dick with fervent motions. You can barely ignore the allure of his throbbing shaft through the skin-tight rubber as you begin to rub his firm flesh through the trunks.

With a swift swoop, Sephos lifts you out of the water with his arms. His broad tail helps him keep his balance as he carries you into his bedroom. The bedroom ceiling is just as high as the living room, making it feel like a giant chapel with its painted ceiling murals. If you closed your eyes, you can almost hear the choirs of angels singing.

The both of you are drenched, dripping pool water over the thick carpet. He throws you down on the bed where you bounce on the soft, springy mattress. The comfy sheets press against your body, drying you out as you gaze at the ceiling. Sephos joins you, planting his palms on either side of your head, pinning you down with his body.

Your hands rise to trace every curve of his firm chest. Everything you do feels natural. Instinctive. As if deep inside, you've always wanted this for yourself. His smooth scales rub against your chest as he pushes your hands aside and grinds his bulge against yours. You can barely contain your moans as he does so, the underside of your needy cock feeling the firmness of the entire length of his shaft.

Sephos teases you more, nuzzling his snout under your jaw and down the side of your neck. You shudder from the sensual pleasure his soft scales give you as he uses his forked tongue to explore your erogenous zones. He liḟ̩ts his head up to face you and your eyes meet his.

You want this.

You k̦now you do.

He swoops in for your lips, givi̳ͬnͥͮg ỵou a lon̹͕g, intense kiss as he take̿s the lead, gently sucking on your lips as his tongue dances around yours. He puľls awaȳͪ and he looks d̷̏eeply in͑to you. Then he có̻mes back in for another͈ union of lips. His hands are exploring all over your body, pressing down on you as your hands wrap around his neck̶ͥ, feeling his muscuĺar neck hood its sides.

After what feels like aͯ͒n eternity of you two locked in each other's embrace, his lip̎͒s depart yours̉. You're out of breath but Sephos still looks composed a̢̾s if the show of intimacy was an effortless̓ͯ endeavour foŕ him. Pụshing himself up so that he's kneeling ove̶͑r you, he pulls off his̿ shiny latex trunks, rev̚ealing his full-lengthed dick. It stands in front of you perfectly erec̳̍t, more enthralling now that yo̫u see it with your own eyes.

You know what you must do next. You crawl over to him and press your lips against the tapered tip of his cock.

You freeze as your senses suddenly hit you like a solid break to the side of your head; you're not supposed to be doing this. Getting into bed with a stranger you've only met an hour or so ago. This isn't right.

You want to pull back but the serpent grabs your head and pulls you in. His member enters your maw and his musk fills your nose, interrupting your thoughts. You're enjoying yourself anyway.

There's̃̉̊͝ not͇̐̄͠hing tȏ̵̑͟ worry̪̖̲͟ about.
Your tongue explores his flesh as he thrusts into your mouth. Exactly the way you want it. You want his cock. Every inch of it. His precum fills your mouth like sweet nectar and you suck fervently on it, licking up every last drop.

Fuck.

You're filled with mixed feelings. The sight. The feel. The taste. The smell. All of it overwhelming your sensations as it floods you with pure, erotic pleasure. But at the same time, you want mơ̧̨ͣ͊re. M̲̽̆̓̽̇͂ͮO͇ͨ͟Ṛ̡̛̥̇̔E̹̘̣̹̦ͩ͋͞.

Something heavy splatters over the top of your head, breaking your lust-filled trance. Another drop hits the white sheets, staining it black with a shiny liquid.

What's going on?
You try to pull back but Sephos holds your head, forcing you to stay on his dick as you gag on it.

"S̯̱̊̄ͅt̤̖́̅͒aͬͩ͗̕ỹ̗̔ͨͨ͢," his voice fills your mind. A firm instruction.

Your heart skips a beat and you panic. You still don't know what that dark goo is.

"S̤ͣ͆͊t͖̓̀͊̏a̴̜̲̒y̶͓ͨ," his voice repeats. Somehow you're hearing his words as if he's guiding your instincts rather than speaking through your ear. You calm down and focus. Focus on the cock in front of you. The only thing that matters.

More goo drips down over your head, flowing in steady streams down your head but you concentrate on the task at hand: giving your full attention to Sephos' sceptre.

"Ǵͩ̃̀̕o̢̮͂o̴̯͗͆d̗͔͗ b̄̌ͩ̚̕o̮͑͊y̾̔ͮ̀ͬ," the serpent's voice purrs into your head, filling your mind with vibrant bursts of happy colours. His hands rub all over your head, smearing liquid latex all over you.

Was it coming from his scales?
Youȓ̞ eyes can't see but it doesn't matter; your hands move to grasp his shaft and you wͬ͑ork his cock with yo̳͞ur sense of touch. Your arms are coated wit̀̿h̝̉ the viscous rubber too as you contiͦ͂nue stroking them all over Sephos' body.

Your eyes can see again̐͝ as the se̤̪rpent pushes th̵ͧe goo away. He continues to press the latex against͆͠ your muzzle, moulding it. H͗̈̏e gives you a draconic maw, shaping sharp jaws ouṯ̍ of where your muzzle once wa̔͞͞s.

T̓͗he sight snaps y̱ou back to your senses. Wà̍s he͍̚ transforming you?

You need to get out.

"Mfft!" yo̙ͦ̕u s͎̔͐t̫ͤ͡ruggle against his iron grip. Sephos looks displeased but that's none of your concern.

But you're o̵̞nly lying to yourself.

His displeaš͈ũͫrȅ̠̊ is your concern, as is his pleasure.

You want this.

You know you do.

The moment you saw the adverti̵̼sement for the Silver Serpent was the moment you knew you want this.

You've̋̚ wanted this̏̌̇ from the start.

There's no stoppḭ͎̚ng t͠his.

There's no turnin̦̤̮g back.

You ferv̍͌ent̪͕ly engulf the cock in front of you; the ö̞́͝nly thing that matte̗̭rs í̶̷n the co̗͋llec̜̪͢tive ensemble of reality. Pleasure. His p̨̲̟l͍̼̕e̝̤̳ͯasurề is your pleasure. And all you had to do was to let go. Ĺ̞ͮ̄et̒͊̇ go of all your inhibitions̰̓͑̾ an͆ͭd attune yourself to your deepest desires.

Sephos' hands g̮͆rasp the top of your head and squeezes. Hor̖ͣns start to press through t̖he top of your head and the serpent͂͒͡ shapes them, forming sharp, sleek spͦike̼̓s. You're turning into a dṛ̘͆ag͔͍ͅon. His dragon.

Your rub̦̽ͮͤber-coa̗̠ͫted arms sḩͧ́͝ift into muscular limbs from under the rubber and your h̵̯͖͋ands t͖͒̐urn into sharp claws. A darkne̞̞͆ss has spread á̤̟̅ll over the white bedsheets, tu͔̜͈͑rning them black as yỏ͍ͅu claw into them, lost in your zealous pursuit of pleasure. Tͣ̉̊̊he rest of the latex spreads over the lower half of your body, turning your fe͎̱̔͞et into dŗ̱̜̯ͮacõ̤ͦ͠ṇ̝̇͗̐ic claws and your̴̀ͫ tail into a thick, muscul̫̑̌̀a̟ͣͮ̓ṛ̛ͤ̔͌ appendage.

Seph͍̍̑̎os lets out a loud moan: a song of pleasu̾̍͟re͊̑ͦ͢͡ in your ears as h̟̫ͪ́͢e spills his warm, rich seed down your throat. You lap up every last drop of it, letting his nectar feed y̷̪̰ou. Fe̩͓ͮed yo̝̐ͮ̒̃ur soul. And you hunger for more.

M͉̘̔̐̓o͔̮̪̽̀ͤ̃ͥ̏͟r̷̷͗̔̔ͨȩ͉̰̊.

M̦̟̯̜͇̋͌̀̋͗O̧̥͑̈́͊ͭ̌͆͠͞R̸͔̹̙̅͐̑̓̉͂E͔̟̜̰̽͗͊̓͡͠.

Y̴̛̝̙͎̣̆͌͆͠Ǫ̵̵̰̻ͪͬ͌̃̓Ṳ̶̸̼̩̲̈͑̆̏ W͍̲̰ͭ̓ͪ͌̃̕͡A͈̮̓̃̉̒ͮ̏͞͠N͖̯͖̞̳̯͌̎ͫ̀Ţ̬͉̟̘̭̗̂̆͂ M̡͈͇̝͎̯͇̖̱ͣ͑͐͠ͅO̱̬̙̖ͨͭ̂̆̚ͅR̥̘̬ͧ́ͣ͊̓̐͒E̖͍̖̒̒́ͨ̄̚ͅ.

Sephos grabs your latex-dripping͉̗ͤ͞ form, lifting you up e͈̟̱ffortlessly as he stands at his full height̮̋̀̃.

Hi͖ͭ͗s c̲ock.

Yo̤͑͢͠u wanť̪̚͢ his c̠͎̱͌̌o̦ͩͦck.
Every t̴̝̂͒hought you think m̾͋͢aterializ̖͑̆ͯͅes inͤ̓̚ your̡̘ͪ͒̃ throat as a deep, gut̳͗̏tural voic͖̲͊ͨ͗e.

BU̼̹̳ͬ͊̔̂͑ͣ͞T Y̵̤̟ͩ̿́͐̍͟O̴̲͍̰̙ͤU̡̹ͫ̉́ WÅ̜̹̾̇ͧ̌͟NT̡̼͔͖́̇͗ EVȨ͓̣̝̰ͬͨ̂́͂̉̿͌R̷̩͖̙̻ͮͫ͗ͣ̈ͤ̀Y IŅ͓̩̓͒C̫̙͉͇̍ͦͥ͝H OF̸̷̛̬̠̬̜̐̃ HIS̩͎ͯͯͤ̂ͨ͞ GL̴̛͉̭̩ͩ̿ͨ̀̚͢O̸̳̭̘̖̦̾ͪ̒ͨRĪ̩̬͔͔̇ͪ͋͟͝OUS̛̙̲̮ͨ̾͗͞ CO̯͔͓͕̍̐ͬCKͦͮ̿́͡ Ĩ̪̖͉̥̑ͭͯͧ͑ͧ͡NŚ͈̫͓͗̍̊̀̕IDE̶̠̝͖̪̔͑̄̓̕ YOƯ̷̪ͯ̆͆.

É̶̶̮͖̻̠͖̪VE̷̲͖͍̱̝̖͇͍̥͋ͯ̃ͤRY FUCKǏ̴̮͍̙͔̫͖̿̽NG Ī̠͕̙̅ͣ͠N̷̤̎̔͂CḨ̷̽̂̚͟͠.

His shaf̳́̃t stands upright and you know you want it.

YOU͠ WÃͅṈ͐T HIM͋ͫ T͇̀ͨ͌O͇̳̊ GIV̞̕É̞ Ȋ͠T tO YOU. PLEA̛ͥSÊͥ̂, MASTE̡̞͖̤̕R̝̦. H̬Eͥ̈́ͩ TURṊ̦̎S Y̧̱oU Â̸̩̂̕RO̓UŅ̆̐D. YOUR͎ͩ́ BAC̛̫K̭̤̠̏͗ A͔̣̦GA̴̪͆IN̾̂̔ST̡ͥ H̝̱́IS̠͍̅ CHĒ̲S̼͡T̖̘̐. He L͇̙̯̗̙̠ͤOW̨͎͈EͬRS YͥoU. YES̄ͫ. Y̡̳̥̬͡ES. YES! H̖̜͊IS̟͖͝ FUC̖ͨ̐K̫ING COC̭͍ͨK A̫ͩgĀͮiN̻ͬ̈́̑͟ST Y̳̟ͯ̀͑̾͟O͎͎̖UR T̛AiLH̵͌O̡̱̐ͮͯ̿LE. IN. H̵̪͞Ế̶̷̙̪͉̙ SH̨OVES͎͓̰̒̕ IT IN. Y̷͝oU'RE BȨͭgG̉I̵̻̹̙ͩͫ͐nG FoR Him tO̤͋ͩ͗͠ H̶̿ͩ̏IĻT̸̤̍ YOU̩ͥ.

YoUr BoDy WiLl Be ThE uNhOlY tEmpLE tO SEPHOS, yOuR mAsTeR. yOuR tAi▗hoLE wilL bE tHe SaCrIfIcIaL oFfErI▙G fOr HiS sWo͎rD aNd ScEpTrE. hIs CoCk WiLl̑ bE yOuR gRaTiFyInG tHrO̦ͧnE fOr YoUr AsS. eVeR▗ Iͯ̔nCh. In. AlL oF iT. yOu FeE̼ͣl▗hĬ̏m PuM▗InG▜Yo̪͇U. fIlLiN▜ OuT ▖OuR tIg̢̦Hţ̮͞ vIr̛̬̂gIn Ta̲̔IlH̻ͣoLe. A̦̽͢N eCsTaCy YoU'Ve NeVeRͪ̂ f▜l  Be▚oR̭̣▝. LaT▜X. y▚▚R sEnS̜̑iTiVe ▖uScLeS̨̱̖▟iN hArMoNy▙wI▝H hIs͈̆̐ͦ F̯̥̾͝lḚ̀ͣ͊sH͎̆̅͢. aN͓ͪͩ̿d Al▚ y̙ͯ͐̒▛u W̡̞͋͂a̭̓͋̂N▛ Is MoRe.▗mA̴̩͍ͪ tEr ShAl̥̠͒  iN̡̆͞StRuCt ThE █Be͖̻̪ͤD▘E̔̌ͩNt. ▙ȧ͎̪̰ ▜eR s̖ͬ̔͢HaL̵̨̞͡l̮͍̀̊ ▟eW▜Rd ▖h̶̨̭ͧ̅e Fa̯͗̔iT̢̥ͨHf͐̏ͦuL̙̠̽̑. aNd Y̧̯͊̀͋Ou'r̰̬͖ͫ̂ẽ͕͍̈ HiS █O̠̅ͮ͞yAl Sų̵̝̋B͓ͮ͟ͅͅJeCt̜̭͑͝. Hi̠̤͇ͩ▖ dĖ̱͎̂v̶̴̹̫Oț̆ͫ̄▛d▝sLa̸̖̞͓Ve. Lu̢̳͈͂S̸̭̈ͨ͐T▛ PlE▙S▗R▙.  IbIdO. aNd̛̒̿̾͠▝HiS cO█K͇̼̣̟͑ SaTi̫̰ͤ̌͑sFi̧͕̯̎͞▗S l̶̥̬͌̿i▞e No OtHeR.
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HIS͌ CUM ENTERS YOU. YO̸͎UR REWARD AND GIFT AS YOU RAISE YOUR NEW DRACONIC WÎ͟NGS IN PRIDȆ. HE LETS YOU FALL TO THE FLOOR. YOU'RE PANTING Ő̦͑N THE GROUND. TRANSFORMATION CON̷ͧ̎SUMATE̪̙͒D. A FULL DEM̲͍͠ONIC DRAGON. YOU STAND UP TO F͉̫͒ACE YOUR DIVINE MASTER. HE'S A GOD. YOUR̘̊ͭ GOD.

HE WILL SOON REIGN OVER T̶̬ͬHIS WORLD.

AND Y͒̒͟OU SHA̤͉LL SER͖ͪV̩ͤ̽E BESIDE̫̖̮ HIS̈́ TḨ̬͠R̶ON̼E F̧O͝R̗̽ THE RESͬ́T͠ͅ OF YOUR LIF̸̕͝Eͩ.

~ End ~

