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Things had been getting crazy aboard Moya. What Crichton referred to as stir crazy, only nobody had the faintest idea what he meant. As usual. D'Argo had retired to his room to work out with his Qualta blade, Aeryn had gone to beat her frustrations out of the punch bag, Zhaan was deep in meditation, Rygel and Chiana were playing some odious little game of their own in the Hynerian Dominar's quarters and Crichton had donned his t-shirt and shorts and gone for a run. So far as Crichton knew the only ones not going up the wall were Pilot and Moya. He thanked God for small mercies. Wherever she was. He knew the tensions were being caused by them all being couped up on the same ship for monens on end with not a suitable commerce planet in sight for light years. Or whatever passed for light years in the Unchartered Territories. As soon as Moya found a suitable planet they were out of here. 

Only when he could run no more did Crichton make his way back to his quarters. Sweat soaked through his grey t-shirt and glistened on his face and bare arms. He already felt calmer from the exercise. He walked the last few yards back to his quarters but as he stepped inside was surprised to see Aeryn waiting just inside. She had an unreadable PeaceKeeper look on her face. He noticed that she was not even breathing heavily though she must have jogged hard to get there before him. He had seen her busy with the punch bag during his last circuit. He had got his breath back now and gave her a smile of welcome as he stepped up to her. "Hey! Enjoy your workout?" 

She frowned at him. Another reference that translated as who-knows-what through the translation microbes. Aeryn did not say anything but stepped round him. Puzzled he frowned and started to turn to face her. She now had her back to the door and was looking at him with that same fixed expression. He started to frown, thinking he must have done something to really piss her off but unable for the life of him to think what it could be this time. "Look, if I've said or done anything..." 

"Shut up!" She snapped in a calm commanding voice. 

He was so startled he stopped speaking. The next moment she grabbed him and rammed him back into the wall of his quarters both surprising him and knocking some of the wind out of him. He was more annoyed than hurt. "Aeryn, what the hell..." 

She drew him away from the wall and looked at him hard. He swallowed what he had been about to say, trying to fathom out the look in her eyes. Waiting for an explanation. It had better be a good one. That was when she slammed him back into the wall a second time. He was really getting pissed off by now and started to push back. Something that might have been a smile flattened out across her lips. Her voice was muted when she spoke, puzzling him. "Crichton, you talk too much." 

Then the impossible happened. Aeryn kissed him. A full hard kiss that devoured him and sucked all the air out of his lungs. He started to kiss her back and for a moment, the struggle between them was forgotten, each lost in their own sensations. He started to relax and lose himself in the kiss, wrapping his arms around her. Mistake. The next thing he knew he was flying sideways through the air, Aeryn following him like some predator on a hunt with him as the prey. What the hell was the matter with this woman? If she wanted him why didn't she just say so? It wasn't as if he was hard to find. Did she have to break every bone in his body first? Or was this the PeaceKeeper version of foreplay? That was when she brought him to the ground. Not the bed, the ground. Flattened beneath her he was relieved to see that at least she had the good grace to be a little winded. It was not much of a sop to his ego but it would have to do. She had him pinned beneath her, legs astride his hips, hands holding his upper arms flat against the floor. He could have continued to fight, shrug her off, and the round of almost-fighting would continue he was sure of it. But he was curious to see what she was going to do now that she had him where she presumably wanted him. When she did not do or say anything he risked a question, trying to tease her into some kind of explanation. "Wouldn't we be more comfortable on the bed, Aeryn?" 

A smile crept across her face. This time he did not make the mistake of relaxing. He watched her carefully, ready to get physical if she decided to beat the crap out of him. "I'm sorry, Crichton." 

He was so stunned by the apology that it took him a moment to realise she was getting up. Once on her feet she grinned apologetically down at him and offered him a hand. Well. That was more like it. He smiled back, her rough treatment momentarily forgotten and took her hand. His natural good nature reasserting itself. She put her hands on his shoulders as he regained his feet and smiled at him. The tactic threw him. "You're right, Crichton." She said softly, then propelled him backwards until he tumbled on to the bed. 

"You PeaceKeepers aren't exactly subtle, are you?" 

She was sitting astride him again but this time he was not struggling. He had a pretty good idea what she wanted. Even a slow dim-witted human like him could take the hint after a while. 

"Ex-PeaceKeeper." She corrected him as she stripped off her top and watched him looking up at her. 

"Aeryn, are you sure you want to do this?" 

She leaned down and ran both hands up under his vest and before he knew it his vest was off. Not that he struggled that hard. He was slow but he wasn't stupid. Then Aeryn dipped her head and started to kiss him, not slowly, but like someone at a banquet who had not eaten for days. Crichton had a thousand questions, so many things he wanted to say to her, share with her. Like. Why couldn't he be the one on top? But with Aeryn you had to play it by ear and go with the flow. Right now the flow was just fine. He tried to slow down her kiss, draw her deeper and further. Her tongue fought him, her passion doing things to his mind that made him delerious with delight. She wanted him. He could hardly believe it. After all this time of tip-toeing around each other. She really wanted him. Really cared. His heart melted and he tried to pull away just a little so he could see her face but Aeryn just picked up the pace. The only way he could slow her down was to stay right in there. Vaguely he was aware that she had removed the rest of her clothes. When had she done that? Then his shorts were being slid down and she helped him kick them off along with his Calvin's. He started to move beneath her, wanting to flip her over but she was braced and kept him on his back. 

Aeryn broke the kiss and leaned back, her hands running down Crichton's sides as she looked at him. He reached for her and gently stroked her breasts. She smiled and leaned down a little. Taking the invitation he captured a breast in his mouth, his tongue playing with the nipple while his other hand teased the other one pinching the nipple erect between his fingers. She arched into him, her hands finding his erection hard beneath her. Her smile widened. She pulled back slightly from him and he frowned as the breast popped out of his mouth, thinking something was wrong but she was smiling at him. "I'm ready, John." She said softly. 

He was startled by her sudden change in tack, the softening of her mood like her voice, the use of his first name, the look she was giving him. Everything she was doing was really turning him on but he did not want to rush this, did not want to ruin anything. He wanted to love her, long, slow, and deep. He wanted her to know just how much she meant to him, everything he felt he wanted her to share. 

Aeryn raised her hips and he felt the cold air waft between them. She was holding him in both hands now, stroking him evenly and applying just enough pressure to make his breath catch and hiss between his teeth as she worked to find the right rhythm. 

"Aeryn, I think..." 

"Don't think, John." 

He shut up and felt her guide his penis into her moist opening, surprised by the ease with which she accommodated him, the way in which her walls gripped him and seemed to suck him up inside her. He shuddered, the feeling was incredible, so erotic and arousing that it was like nothing he had ever felt before. She rocked oh so gently back and forth, her tight walls massaging him, the muscles rippling up and down his penis as he shivered beneath her, a faint perspiration on her brow as she concentrated. He had the vague thought can't you even relax when you make love, Aeryn? Does everything you do have to come straight out of the PeaceKeeper Manual? But the thought was no sooner in his mind than it evaporated as his breath hitched, the feelings and sensations she was arousing in him bringing him close to orgasm so quickly that it shook him how little control he had. He moaned and closed his eyes, he was close, so close. He tried to hang on, wanted to hang on for Aeryn, and for a while she spun it out letting him dangle in the delerium of ecstasy as she kept bringing him back to the brink then easing off just enough to make him ache for release. It was the weirdest most erotic and beautiful sensation he had ever felt, her muscled walls gripping him and massaging him like well oiled hands. Oh God. The orgasm tore through him like the midnight express, his body shook and his spine snapped. He could feel Aeryn riding his cock from the inside out, sucking every last drop out of him as she worked him harder and harder then came in a warm rush of fluids that mingled with his own in a hot explosion that left them both weak. 

He felt her sigh as she slid off him. He wanted to say something but had no breath to speak so he drew her gently against his chest and kissed her forehead. She looked weary but happy. No. Content. That was the word. Content. When he got back enough breath to speak he stroked the hair away from her face and gently curled it around her ear so he could look into her eyes. "That was incredible, Aeryn. Thank you." 

She smiled. "It was..." She paused as if searching for the right word. "Adequate." 

He felt stung and stared at her in disbelief. "Adequate? How can you say that when..." He broke off, she was now grinning at him. He realised she was teasing him. That was almost as amazing as what they had just done. Almost but not quite. He kissed her gently. "Now it's my turn." 

She frowned. "Your turn?" 

"Yeah. This time I'm going to show you how we do it - earth style." 

A look of uncertainty came into her eyes. He laughed lightly and touched her face. "You'll like it, sunshine. I promise. It's just, you need to learn a little thing or two about foreplay." 

"Foreplay?" She asked, puzzled. What the frell was foreplay? 

Gently he rolled her onto her back and started to kiss her oh so softly, so gently. All his movements were slow, drawn out and gentle. At first it irritated her. What did he think he was doing? If he kept this up he would send her to sleep. She tried to stiffle a yawn. He ignored the yawn and carried on, kissing her more deeply but still gently, his tongue exploring her as his hands described the contours of her flesh and sent little ripples of sensation through her body. Ah, this was better. Maybe it would not be so bad. Aeryn was surprised at how thorough he was, how tender, how loving. Yes, that was the word she was sure of it. Did that mean John really did love her or that he simply wanted her? His touch was sweeping between her legs now, then up and across her belly, then down again. Then he was following the trail left by his hands, licking, kissing and sucking at her flesh as she trembled and wondered what he was going to do. She found the anticipation, the not knowing, pleasant. Exciting even. This was the longest time he had been quiet, totally absorbed in what he was doing. Aeryn smiled and closed her eyes, intending to drift off to sleep while he gently loved her. She was not sure when she felt his tongue enter her, play with her and delve into her so sweetly that her eyes opened. What was he doing? Then he was in deeper, drawing feelings and sensations that were new to her. He took his time and for once she did not want to hurry him. No one had ever done this to her. PeaceKeepers rarely mated out of love, seldom with affection. It was a function of the body, no more. So why was this so different? Why did she find herself caring so much about making him happy? He was just a human after all. A lesser species. Well. She amended. Lesser in most areas except one. She smiled a smutty smile and caught her breath as he teased her close to another orgasm. Her back arched with surprise and pleasure then she shook as she came, her body shuddering as he drank her juices, his hands a caress that carried her with him every inch of the way. 

Afterwards she lay in his arms and they spoke occasionally in quiet whispers. Niether of them wanting to shatter the mood, the peace that now lay between them. Aeryn reluctantly started to stir in his arms. John looked at her. "What is it, sunshine?" 

"I have to go. It's my turn to relieve D'Argo." 

Crichton smiled. "D'Argo's a big boy, he can relieve himself." 

Aeryn frowned not understanding the reference. Crichton sighed and reluctantly let her go with a kiss. Immediately Aeryn became all business again and he felt as if he had just lost all the ground they had covered. "Aeryn?" 

She looked up as she dressed quickly. "Yes?" 

"Why did you come here last night?" 

She looked puzzled. "Where else was I supposed to go? There are no other Sebaceans on Moya and human physiology is the nearest match." 

The nearest match. His happy mood vanished. Something in the way his expression froze told Aeryn she had somehow hurt him though she had no idea why. "What?" 

"Are you saying you just wanted to take off the edge? Is that what you're saying, Aeryn?" 

"Crichton, I have no idea what the frell you are talking about." 

Uh oh, it was back to Crichton again. Definitely not a good sign. He should back off, let her cool down, but he couldn't. He had to know. "When people get sexually frustrated back home, they need to get it out of their system. It's called taking off the edge. Easing the pressure. You can't always be with your partner or in a loving relationship. The most common way to do it is by exerting yourself, you know physical activity. Exercise. Sometimes you find a willing partner and you have sex." She nodded. He felt his heart sink but managed to nod back. "Glad to have been of use." He said without inflection. 

She was not sure what that meant, not sure why his mood had changed so suddenly but she had no time to dwell on it. She would have to hurry as it was. Luxans were not known for their patience. When she had left, Crichton lay back on his bed and threw his right arm over his face letting the sense of loss and grief wash over him. His heart ached. He had come so close he was sure of it. Had almost made that connection. Maybe it was not possible for someone like Aeryn who had been born and raised a PeaceKeeper to know what it was to love, really love. He was sure she had not meant to hurt him but she had. He did not want to simply have sex with her. He wanted her to love him. To return all the feelings that he had growing inside his heart for her. A love that answered only to her name. He lay there for arns, not stirring. Unaware of when his silent tears faded as he fell into a sad and weary sleep... 

THE END 

