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For all the readers that like a little banter
Anything But Soft

Briar
The slanting rays of the full moon cast an ethereal glow through the arched windows, beams dancing across Arius' chiselled features. My back arches as he bottoms out inside me, the thick ridge of his cock dragging deliciously against my front wall. A strangled moan tumbles from my lips, eyes squeezing shut at the exquisite fullness as I angle my hips further up.
"Cheeky, suka," Arius growls against the shell of my ear, his muscular frame blanketing me from behind. Teeth nip playfully at the sensitive tip, counterbalanced by the feral snap of his hips burying him balls-deep once more.
I can't stifle the girlish giggle bubbling up. "You wouldn't—mmph… fuck me like you do if I was some pillow princess."
A dark chuckle rumbles through his chest. "Can't argue with that logic."
My answering laugh is breathless as he sets a relentless pace, the thick intrusion stretching me so deliciously full. Every punishing stroke steals the air from my lungs in grunts and whimpers, entire body quaking like a live wire under the onslaught of mindless pleasure.
"Tell me, duračka," Arius husks against the sweat-slicked curve of my shoulder. "Do you have any bloody clue what you do to me?"
My eyes flutter open, drinking in the sensual play of shadows flickering across his features in my peripheral. Those volatile depths glimmer with something akin to reverence, though lust still smoulders molten in their depths. Smug satisfaction curls my lips into a feline grin.
"I m-might have… some idea," I manage to pant out between harsh breaths. My hips cant further upward, rocking with his rhythm to maximize the impact, greedily milking every divine centimetre of his ruthless invasion.
"Cheeky…" He punctuates the word with an animalistic growl, fingers biting into the flare of my hip. "Infuriating… little minx."
I can't hold back the rich peal of laughter, though it fractures into a guttural moan as a particularly vicious thrust nails my neglected sweet spot.
"You… love it," I taunt breathlessly, white-hot pleasure searing through my veins. "Don't even… even try to deny it."
Arius huffs a begrudging laugh against my nape, finally giving in. "Alright… you win," he concedes gruffly. "It is bloody endearing… in an infuriatingly arousing way."
The words trip off his tongue in that sensual rasp that never fails to make my cunt clench. My laughter fades to a panted whine, pelvis grinding back into his merciless thrusts in a desperate bid for more delicious friction.
"Getting needy?" he rumbles in my ear, sounding insufferably smug about it.
I manage a half-hearted scowl over my shoulder at him. "Fuck me like you mean it, babe. I'll show you needy."
His responding grin is absolutely sinful. My knees nearly buckle at the sudden impact of his hips against my ass, shoving me forward, the tip glancing off my overworked pleasure centre with bruising force. The moan that rips through my throat is positively shameless. Every feverish nerve ending in my body ignites aflame, cunt convulsing greedily around the relentless, sublime invasion.
"Who does this pussy belong to?" Arius' gravelly timbre drips sin against my nape, the scorching lash of his tongue imprinting brands across my over-sensitised flesh.
All I can manage is a breathless whine, back curving like a taut bowstring.
Arius' answering chuckle vibrates against my sweat-slicked skin. "That's what I fuckin' thought."
The rhythm grows ragged, mindless, feral. My body succumbs completely to the hedonistic onslaught, muscles spasming with pleasure and need and that gnawing, incessant emptiness that yearns to be filled to the brim with his seed.
"Close," I whimper without reservation, knowing there's no need for pretences between us now.
His merciless grunts punctuate the slick sounds of flesh violently colliding, the salacious staccato fuelling my impending unravelling.
"Come for me, drahuška. Make a mess of my sheets." The gravelly command is my undoing.
A fractured cry tears itself from the depths of my being as release detonates through my nerve endings in a cataclysmic shock wave. Every cell bursts aflame, muscles locked in rapturous spasms as my cunt greedily milks Arius for every drop. Tectonic plates shift beneath our joined bodies, reality fragmenting at the seams in a haze of euphoric bliss.
My limbs feel deliciously leaden in the wake of that seismic release, every over-sensitised nerve ending humming with blissful aftershocks. I blink sluggishly, struggling to cut through the euphoric haze clouding my senses as Arius slows his punishing rhythm.
His thrusts become languid, sensual—each achingly deep stroke drawing out the rapturous pulsations gripping my quivering pussy. Sated flesh clings greedily to his girth as he bottoms out, swollen and slick in the aftermath. A shuddering moan slips free, back arching into the delicious friction stoking the smouldering embers of need dancing beneath my skin.
"Mmm, that's my girl," he rumbles against my nape, lips trailing salt-slicked brands down the slope of my shoulder. His tongue teases along the overworked tendon of my throat, teeth grazing the thundering pulse point. "That greedy little pussy takes me so fucking well, such a good fucking girl for me."
Heat blooms vibrant in my core at his sensual rasping, reigniting those crackling sparks licking along every nerve. Arius shifts atop me, the glide of sweat-slicked skin against skin making me shudder. Without warning, the thick heat impaling me withdraws completely, leaving me empty and aching afresh in its wake.
"Arius…" The name falls from my lips unsteadily, hovering somewhere between entreaty and protest.
A deep chuckle rumbles in his chest as lean muscle brackets my quivering form. Arius deftly rolls me onto my back, slotting one corded thigh between my splayed legs. Despite the sudden shift in position, his hips remain tantalisingly beyond reach—the leaking tip of his cock nudging my entrance with maddening indolence.
My lashes flutter open as he crawls over me, muscular frame settling between the inviting vee of my splayed thighs. I melt bonelessly into the mattress, soaking in the delicious weight pinning me in place. So inescapably possessed and all-consuming and… right. Azure meets mercury, Arius' ragged breathing ghosting across my parted lips. There's an odd glimmer in his mercury-tinted irises I can't quite read, softening the sharp lines of his rugged features.
A dazed frown tugs at my mouth as he slowly lowers himself onto flexed forearms, nose brushing featherlight against the curve of my jaw. Arius nuzzles into the sweat-dampened hollow beneath my ear with a deep inhale—almost as though committing my scent to memory.
"Y'know… as much as I tried not to let you under my skin in the beginning," he rumbles in that sensual rasp as he pulls away, "you've absolutely ruined me for anyone else."
There's an offhanded sincerity in his voice that steals the breath from my lungs. The pad of one calloused thumb traces the plush seam of my parted lips, smearing the curve of my cupid's bow with the taste of my own arousal. "Hard to believe I ever had reservations about this…"
His tone lacks any semblance of bitterness or regret, yet a flicker of sheepish recollection dances across those stormy depths. Swallowing reflexively around the lump of emotion constricting my throat, I reach up to brush the pad of my thumb along the harsh sweep of Arius' chiselled jawline. A tender gesture speaking louder than any contrived string of words could hope to convey.
"You were a total arsehole too, if I'm being honest," I murmur against the firm press of his lips. My nose traces the sharp line of his cheekbone, lips grazing the downy hair along his sideburn. "Not exactly innocent in all this, Whitlocke."
A low rumble of amusement vibrates against my pulse point as Arius nips playfully at the tendon. "Fair point," he concedes, voice dripping sin as his mouth blazes a scorching trail down the curve of my shoulder.
One arm slides beneath my lower back, lifting my hips with surprising ease until I'm canted at the perfect angle for his next bold advance. The blunt head of his cock nudges against my swollen lower lips, parting the slick petals with practised finesse.
"Though in my defence," he rumbles between featherlight kisses dusted across my collarbone, "you're an incredibly unforgiving person, dušička. Did you know that?"
I can't quite bite back the shameless giggle bubbling up from my chest, even as the ridged heat of his length sinks into my clasping depths inch by delicious inch. "I can't say you've exactly begged for forgiveness as far as I'm aware. Maybe an apology or two."
That sinful mouth curves into a wolfish grin against the swell of my breast. Hips rolling forward in a languid grind, Arius sheathes himself to the hilt with a rough groan. "Isn't all this amazing sex payment enough?"
The words are facetious, but the pad of his thumb swirling over my neglected pearl draws a strangled whine from my throat. My fingers clench in the inky strands at his nape, tugging just roughly enough to let him know exactly how that blatant teasing affects me.
Rather than seeming cowed by the warning, those smouldering depths only darken further with undisguised hunger. Arius' features contort into a mask of rapturous bliss as he withdraws almost completely, only to surge forward once more.
The thick ridge of his cockhead glances over the swollen bundle of nerves in my front wall on the upstroke, setting off dazzling sparks behind my lids. My back arches off the mattress, pelvis canting to maximise the delicious friction as my cunt clenches in spasmodic pulses.
"Fuck," I choke out around a breathless whimper—the profanity more whimper than word as Arius works the ball of that Prince Albert mercilessly over my g-spot. "You play… so goddamn dirty."
A dark chuckle rumbles through his broad chest, the low timber resonating against my flushed skin where he nuzzles into the curve of my neck. Teeth score delicious little nips and brands along the taut tendon, tongue soothing over each mark in wordless apology.
I draw in a shuddering breath as Arius' cock throbs heavily inside me, stirring up those delicious friction sparks all over again. His gravelly groan feathers across the sensitive whorls of my ear, sending a shiver rippling down my spine.
"Jesus, srdiečko." His voice is a low, rumbling rasp—pure audible sin—as he rocks into me with excruciating patience. "How are you still so fucking tight after all this?"

A breathy giggle slips free at his rhetorical query. "M-Maybe you've just… got a magic cock," I tease breathlessly, nails dragging down the taut planes of his sweat-slicked back.
Arius hisses through gritted teeth, hips canting to hilting that magnificent length impossibly deeper on the next gliding thrust. The exquisite ridge glances over my front wall with maddening precision, punching a strangled whimper from my parted lips.
"Such a filthy mouth," he growls approvingly, tongue tracing the delicate curve of my throat. Blunt teeth nip at my racing pulse point in sweet reprimand before soothing it over with a swipe of his tongue. "Not so innocent at all, are you, duračka?"
My eyes flutter open to lock gazes, azure meeting mercury in a scorching clash of fire and ice. Arius' carved features have softened into an expression of sheer rapture, muscles rippling beneath tawny skin with each languid undulation of those hips. Smug satisfaction curls my mouth into a feline smirk.
"You already know the answer to that, babe." I punctuate the thinly veiled challenge by grinding upwards, gasping at the toe-curling friction stoking those smouldering embers low in my belly.
A rakish grin tugs at the corner of Arius' lips, eyes glittering with banked hunger. He surges forward to capture my teasing mouth in a searing kiss, all tangled tongues and roaming hands. Scorching fire crackles through my veins at the taste of him on my tongue—salt and smoke and pure, undiluted sin. It's utterly intoxicating in the most dangerously addictive way.
I'm breathless and dazed by the time Arius eventually breaks the liplock, dragging his mouth along the curve of my jaw. His nose nuzzles into the damp hollow beneath my ear as his hips roll in that maddening rhythm once more, stoking those delicious embers into a bonfire.
"Fuck, Bri," he growls hotly in my ear, syllables vibrating through me in a way that has my cunt fluttering greedily around his girth. Calloused fingers ghost over the slick juncture of our joining, thumb swirling through the mess of our mingled arousal. "You're absolutely dripping all over my cock."
I can't quite bite back the wanton moan that escapes at his filthy words, cheeks flushing with a fresh surge of heat. Arius captures my lower lip between his teeth, worrying the swollen flesh just shy of pain in clear reprimand.
"Christ, d'you have… any idea… how sexy you are like this?" His darkly sensual rasp is little more than a breathless pant now, chest heaving with the effort of maintaining his iron control. "So… desperate and greedy for me? F-Fucking hell, it's eno-enough to… undo a bloke—shite."
I can only whimper in response, hands scrabbling for purchase against the sweat-slick contours of his shoulders. My core tightens around his thick invasion, every nerve ending igniting into rapturous flame at the sight of Arius coming unravelled above me.
Arius' irises have blown nearly black with lust, the feverish glaze veiling his gaze indelible proof of just how close to the edge he's teetering despite his valiant attempts at restraint. Even the hard lines of his chiselled features have softened into something almost… reverent as he drinks in the sight of me writhing beneath him.
My head lolls back, throat baring in silent offering as Arius lowers his mouth to trail a scorching path of brands along its taut curve. The change in angle forces the thick ridge of his cock to glance against that swollen little bundle of nerves hidden deep within on every sinuous upstroke, making me shudder.
He seems to sense it, adjusting to optimise the friction with an approving rumble against my overheated skin. "Bloody hell," he murmurs in that gravel-rough timbre that never fails to have me clenching around him greedily. "Don't think I've… ever met a woman with—f-fuck… su-such an insatiable appetite."
There's no derision, no mocking jeer laced through the low rasp—only a gruff sincerity that coils heat low in my belly. I force my eyes open to ensnare his lidded gaze once more, pulse thundering wildly at the raw intensity shimmering in those midnight depths.
"Is that—nngh—that a complaint, Whitlocke?" The teasing lilt quavers ever so slightly as his next gliding thrust nails my g-spot, sending sparks of scorching ecstasy lancing through my core.
"Not a… goddamn chance in hell." Arius' answering growl vibrates through me like a physical caress, stirring up fresh waves of pleasure that have my lashes fluttering closed once more. "Bloody miraculous… is what it is."
My back arches at the next languid, almost worshipful stroke of his cock, every overwrought nerve ending singing with rapture. Slick flesh glides together in an obscene tempo rife with desperate need and banked restraint.
"Arius," I whimper throatily, nails biting crescents of crimson into the tanned canvas of his shoulders. I can't bite back the wanton whine slipping free at the next purposeful friction against my aching pearl.
"Let go, drahul'ka," Arius murmurs thickly, ragged exhalations ghosting against my parted lips in a teasing caress. "I want to—fuck… need to feel that gorgeous cunt clenching around me… C'mon. One more time, baby, fucking give it to me."
His words, that sensual rasp, that intoxicating smokiness clinging to his tongue—all of it unravels the last fraying threads of restraint still binding me. I shatter into a million glass pieces with a fractured cry, splinters of burning pleasure refracting through my nerve endings like wildfire.
Every muscle spasms in rapturous release, back bowing off the mattress as my orgasm washes over me in searing, overwhelming waves. Fluttering walls convulse greedily around Arius' length in milking pulses, soaked flesh clinging and dragging at his girth in a sublime friction overload.
Vaguely, I'm aware of Arius' own harsh groan torn from between gritted teeth, his entire frame going rigid above me. The thick heat impaling me jerks and throbs, painting my spasming walls with molten spurts that only intensify the tempest roaring through me.
Reality blurs and frays at the edges, distorted by the shock waves of ecstasy rippling out from my core with each fresh rush of Arius' seed flooding my aching channel. Every inhalation is a ragged sob punched from my lungs, overwhelmed in the most euphoric sense by the force of my climax.
I don't know how much time passes lost in that blissed-out delirium before my lashes finally flutter open again. Arius still hovers above me, one corded forearm braced beside my sweat-damp crown to hold his weight off my pliant form. His lips part around ragged pants, broad chest heaving with exertion and his own lingering tremors of release.
In the aftermath, his expression is almost reverential as those piercing mercury irises sweep leisurely over my flushed form. My pulse stutters at the raw intensity veiled in their depths—so open and unguarded in a way I've never witnessed from him before this very moment.
"Christ, srdiečko," he rasps in that low, gravel-rough timbre that sends a frisson skating down my spine. "I know that I sound like a broken record, but you're fucking stunning like this." Arius drags his mouth along the fragile arch of my throat in a smouldering trail, lips brushing against the thrumming pulse point fluttering just beneath my skin. "So lush and gorgeous and utterly, exquisitely undone."
A shaky inhalation stirs the silky strands of his inky hair as I swallow around the frantic thunder in my chest. Every nerve ending still hums in the wake of that shattering climax, rendering me boneless and languid beneath the solid heat of his body.
"How are you even real?" The low murmur spills from my lips on a dreamy exhale before I can call it back. Not that I want to—not when Arius goes rigid above me, that feral intensity flaring to life in those stormy depths once more. One broad palm cups the nape of my neck, tilting my face until I'm transfixed beneath the weight of his penetrating stare.
"Maybe I'm not," he growls in that flinty rasp that shoots lightning down my spine, causing my pussy to clench around his still semi-rigid invasion in instinctive reaction. Long fingers tighten their grip with a punishing pressure that will undoubtedly leave marks come morning. "Maybe all of this isn't real and we're really just cosmic dust floating somewhere in space. At least with you, it doesn't feel like I'm constantly losing pieces of myself. Every breath in my lungs belongs to you, Briar."
His confession reverberates through my being like a physical blow, reviving the fraying threads of desire still smouldering in my core in an instant. Tension reforges itself along the hard planes of Arius' chiselled visage, banked hunger flaring behind those glittering irises.
My mouth goes dry, pulse kicking up another notch as he studies me through that hooded gaze for one protracted beat. Two. Then he surges forward to claim my mouth in a searing, demanding kiss—all scorching heat and tangled tongues and muffled whimpers swallowed down between clashing lips.
I melt beneath the onslaught, succumbing to the possessive demands of his questing mouth and roaming hands without a shred of resistance. Somehow, I already know this next round will be anything but soft.
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