


          Crichton's Realized Reality
                           
          It was Aeryn’s hands that traveled down his chest to the flat of his belly as she pulled him free from 
          the last of his garments leaving him weak and trembling from her magic touch.
            
          It was Aeryn’s lips that feathered kisses along the side of his neck, nipping every so often  
          causing him to shudder in carnal gratification.

          It was Aeryn’s tongue that dueled with his so ardently making him breathless and wanting for more.  

          It was Aeryn’s hair he held tight as he grabbed her mouth again for another scorching kiss.  

          It was Aeryn’s body that draped his as she played like a symphony over his body, moving in 
          harmony with his. 

          It was Aeryn’s sighs he heard as he flipped her over on to her back and began his own assault on her. 

          It was Aeryn’s breasts he fondled with hands and lips.  Her nipples made hard by his tongue twirling 
          over each one leaving the sweetest taste in his mouth.
          
          It was Aeryn’s breath that mingled with his as he continued to labor over her lips with his own.  

          It was Aeryn’s thighs he felt as his hands caressed them, parting them, pushing them farther
           apart giving him easy access to the secrets she held there.

          It was Aeryn’s wetness he felt as he slid inside her, her moans he heard as she fit herself  
          more securely around him. 

          It was Aeryn’s legs that wrapped his torso tightly as she began to move beneath him. 

          It was Aeryn’s voice urging him on to go deeper, harder and faster.

          It was Aeryn’s cries he captured with his lips as he felt the beginnings of her orgasm.

          It was Aeryn’s neck he nestled his nose and mouth into as he felt himself come hard and long
           inside her sweet body filling her completely and sucking him dry.

          It was Aeryn’s name he screamed as he thrust one last time.

          It was Aeryn’s heart he heard beating in time with his as he rolled off her and slumped down 
          on his back.

          Completely sated he sought the blue gray eyes that held his heart but instead met eyes of violet.

          The naked form glistening with sweat as she moved from his side had not been Aeryn at all.
 
          He had spent the last hour and half fucking Grayza. 

          The Peacekeeper bitch had taken his free will and bent it to her own.

          It was Grayza who had taken his self control and used it for her gain.

          It was Grayza’s perfumed sweat that cast him in a daze allowing her to take his body while 
          having no resistance in stopping her.  

          It was Grayza who caused the wave of nausea to hit him like a ton of bricks.  

          It was Grayza that made him feel lost and violated.

          He tried to gulp back the bile that was making its way up from his belly to his throat but it 
          was too late. 

          There was no stopping the revulsion he felt. 

          There was no stopping the rush of vomit expelling from his mouth as he hung his head over
           the side of the stone slab from where he lay. 

          She had reduced him to a quivering hunk of flesh whose only need was to rut like an animal.   

         The daze that had shrouded his mind and body was slowly dissipating bringing with it a resolve          
         to find a way to free him from her grasp.

         The numbness that he had felt now gave way to a burning hatred searing his very soul.
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