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On with the show…..

Monday morning Olivia was sitting at her desk wondering why Cragen’s door had been closed for the last hour.  Elliot walked up and sat a cup of coffee on her desk.  “Thanks.”

“How was your weekend?”  He sat on the edge of his desk.

“You know the same old, same old.”  Olivia forced a smile before burying her head back in paperwork.  Elliot decided to take advantage of the lull and do the same.  Half an hour passed before Olivia heard Cragen’s door open.  Out of the corner of her eye she saw a set of thin muscular legs clad in black hose walking toward her.  They were too short to belong to Alex.  She turned her head slightly as the legs stopped beside her desk, allowing her eyes to travel the length of those lovely legs.  Just above the knee her eyes met the hem of a black skirt.  Before her eyes could travel further she heard someone whisper; “Does your girlfriend know you’re checking out other women?” 

Olivia immediately jerked her head up to meet the crystal blue eyes staring down at her.  Confusion momentarily flashed across her features.  “Dana?”

“In the flesh.” She ran her tongue along her right incisor, while Olivia examined her with her eyes.  Most of the bruising on her face and neck was gone.  The faintest outline of green remained.  The laceration above her right eye was nothing more then a reddened scar.  After enduring several minutes of visual scrutiny Dana cleared her throat.

“When did you get back?”  Olivia asked coolly.

“Last night.”

“Why didn’t you call me?  I would’ve picked you up.”  Olivia brushed her hair out of her eyes.

“I know.”  Dana smiled.  “I needed to take care of some things.”

“So is everything squared away?”

“Almost.”  Dana grinned mischievously.  “Are you on a case?”

“No, catching up on paper work.” 

“Plans tonight?”

“No.”

“Well you do now.  Wear something nice, and I’ll pick you up at seven.”  Dana turned to leave.

“Where are you going?”

“My office.”  She threw back over her shoulder.

“How come we don’t get our own offices?”  Elliot looked up from his desk.

“I don’t know.”  Olivia stood up and followed her.  “Uh, Dana?”

“Yes?”  She turned around in the small office to face Olivia.

“I haven’t seen or talked to you in three weeks.  We need to talk.”

“Tonight.  We’ll talk tonight.”

Olivia closed the office door.  “I’ve got time now.”

“Fine, have a seat.”  Dana sat on the edge of her desk right in front of Olivia, giving her a perfect view of her legs.  Olivia tried to keep her mind on what they needed to talk about.  “I really didn’t mean to just leave you hanging when I went to DC.  You worked over that night, and I had to catch my flight.  After that we just didn’t seem to connect.”

“You could have at least told me where you were.”  

Dana tilted her head, a cute wrinkle formed on her forehead.

“Abbie told me when she got back in town.”  Olivia answered the unasked question.

“How is Abbie?”

“You’re changing the subject.”  Olivia replied.  “I was worried about you.”

“I know and I’m sorry.  I had a lot to process, and figure out.”

“And you couldn’t do it here?”  She failed to hide the hurt in her voice.



“Olivia, it wasn’t because of you.”  Dana re-crossed her legs.  “I had cancer, which by some miracle went into remission.  By all rights it should have killed me.  When I found out about it, I was having frequent nosebleeds.  So you can imagine my fear when I started having them again.  I knew it wasn’t abnormal with the abuse my face had been through, but I was still scared.  I had to know if it had come back.  The best way to do that was to go back to where I had received treatment originally.  The nosebleeds were just that, nosebleeds.  But the pneumonia was progressing, and my doctor wanted to treat it in the hospital.  I didn’t call when I got out of the hospital because I had to work through the attack, and I knew I couldn’t do that here.  I couldn’t come back and pull you down to where I was.  It wasn’t fair to you.”

“What wasn’t fair to me, was leaving me here worried out of my mind.”

“I’m sorry Olivia.  I just didn’t want you to see me like that.”

“Dana, I care about you.  Nothing’s going to change that.  Not what happened to you, and definitely not because you might have gotten mad at me.”

“Can you understand that I couldn’t live with myself knowing that it was hurting you to see me like that?  I knew if I stayed and tried to work through it here, I would end up hurting you.  I couldn’t do that.”

“Can you understand that I care about you, and I need you to trust in me?  In us?”  Olivia’s eyes betrayed her expression by showing her raw emotion.

“I’m sorry.”  Dana stood up.  “Think we can start over?”

“No.”  Olivia glanced up before she smiled.  “I forgive you, but I don’t want to start over.  I love you just like you are, bad times and all.”

Dana smiled.  “Are we still on for dinner?”

“Only if we’re having dessert at my place.”  Olivia stood up, her grin growing by the second.

“Detective!”

“Save it for tonight.”  Olivia’s body ached at the tone in Dana’s voice.  She leaned forward and placed a chaste kiss on her cheek.  “I’d better get out of here before rumor’s start flying.”

“You’re looking better.”  Elliot eyed his partner who just grinned back.

Olivia opened the door to reveal Dana wearing a strapless black dress, which accentuated her figure flawlessly.  The hem fell two inches shy of her knees.  She was also wearing black hose and a pair of black Prada heels.  Her shoulder length hair was swept up into a twist.  “Are you going to stand there and gawk, or are you going to invite me in?”



Olivia laughed stepping away from the door.  “Damn you look good.  I did mention dessert, right?”

“Yes you did.”  Dana stepped in, glad to finally get a full view of Olivia.  Her hair had a little more curl to it, than her every day do.  She had on a deep plum dress, so deep Dana had mistaken it for black at first glance.  It had spaghetti straps with a flaring hem that stopped right at her knees.  Interwoven in the velvety fabric was a metallic thread giving it a nice shimmer.  “Maybe we should skip dinner and go straight for dessert?”



“You’re naughty Agent Scully.”  Olivia teased.  “I’d agree, except all I’ve had all day was a cup of coffee Elliot picked up for me.”

“I’m going to have to have a talk with him.”  Scully smiled.  “I managed to get a bagel in before meeting with Cragen this morning.”

“I’m glad to hear you’re eating again.”  Olivia smiled.

“Are you going to wear shoes?”  Dana looked down at her stocking-covered feet.

“Oh, right. Give me a second.”  Olivia ran to the bedroom and slipped on an open toed pair of dress shoes, and grabbed her matching black handbag.  “I’m ready.”

“I hope you like French cuisine.  I made reservations at this little French restaurant Alex told me about.”  Dana threw her hand up to hail a vacant cab.

“So Alex knows your back in town?”  Olivia opened the door and slid in.

“I called her last night.”  Dana pulled the door closed and gave the cabbie the address for the restaurant.

“You get back in town and the first person you call is Alex?”

“Actually it was Cragen, to let him know my flight was on time and I’d be in to work today.  And all I asked Alex was where the best place to take a beautiful brunette to dinner would be.”

“Flattery will get you no where Dana.”  Olivia smiled.

“And I was always told it would get me everywhere.”  She rested her hand on Olivia’s knee.

“You know I can check your story.”  Olivia gave her a shifty look.

“Go right ahead Detective.”  There was that sultry tone again.  “I guarantee you won’t find any holes in my story.  I’ll even pull the LUDS for you.”

“That won’t be necessary.”  Olivia sighed.  “I’m just glad you’re back.”

“Good, cause I’m not planning on going anywhere.”

“So why didn’t you call me last night?”

“Because we both needed to get some sleep.”  Dana licked her bottom lip out of habit.  “This is it.”

As the cab rolled to a stop Dana got out, and waited for Olivia to accompany her.  “Let’s get inside, it’s cold.”

Olivia nodded as the doorman opened the door for them. They were seated in a quiet corner of the elegant restaurant.  The overhead lights were dim and each table had a set of candles burning.  “Alex really knows how to pick them.” 

“Yes she does.”  Olivia looked over the menu.  “My French is rusty.”

Dana laughed.  “I slept through French class.”

“Aren’t we the pair?”  Olivia flipped to the second page of the menu to find an English version.  She then carefully reached between the candles and did the same for Dana.  “Did you sleep through English too?”



“No, I knew I would need to fall back on it when I wrote my thesis.”

“What was your thesis on?”

“The Einstein Paradox, but don’t ask me anything about it.  That was over ten years ago.”  Dana looked up as the waiter came to take their drink orders.  “We’ll take your best bottle of Merlot.”

“Certainly.”

“So aside from spending a little over a week in the hospital, what did you do in DC?”  Olivia asked as they finished their entrees.

“I stayed with mom.  Went to see the staff psychologist at headquarters.  She helped me through a lot of rough times, especially when I was diagnosed with cancer.  We talked about what happened, and I think I can deal with it now.  Then I spent the last three days running through Quantico’s different endurance tests.”

“And your doctor cleared you for this?”

“I didn’t ask his permission.  I needed to know I was back at the top of my game.”

“And are you?”

“Actually, I ran a mile in record time for me.”  Dana smiled.  “Of course I thought I was going to die when I finished.”

Olivia finished off her second glass of Merlot.  “Dessert?”

“Let me get the check.”  Dana waved the waiter over and slid a couple hundred into the check folder, leaving a generous tip.  “Shall we?”

“Of course.”  Olivia led the way out of the restaurant and grabbed an awaiting cab.

The ride back to her apartment was quiet, and Dana followed her up and into the living room.  When they walked into the living room Olivia offered her coffee.  Dana shook her head no, and sat on the couch.  Olivia slipped her shoes off and sat beside her.  “Thank you for dinner.  I had a lovely evening.”

“That’s my cue to leave.”  Before Dana could move Olivia grabbed her hand.

“No, it was a thank you.”  Olivia ran her thumb over the back of her hand.  “Unless of course, you want to leave.”

Dana gave her a full opened mouth smile.  “Of course not, Detective.”

Olivia shuddered.  “You know, that’s perfectly fine here Dana, but don’t ever do that at work.”

“Do what?”  Her tongue slipped over her bottom lip unconsciously.  “I’m completely innocent.”

Olivia leaned in and whispered playfully in her ear.  “I plan on changing that Agent.”   

Dana turned her head to the side, capturing Olivia’s lips with hers.  Merlot still lingered on her breath.  She tentatively ran the tip of her tongue along Olivia’s lips before pulling away to slow her racing heart.  It was the first time Olivia had kissed a woman in years and not imagined Alex.

“What?”  Olivia saw the amused expression on her face.

“I was thinking about Joe’s special, I think it just moved a little further down on my list.”

“And why is that?”  Olivia raised a questioning brow.

“Because your lips are better than his subs.”  Dana leaned back in, pressing her mouth to Olivia’s.  Letting her tongue take the grand tour of Olivia’s mouth.  Exploring every nook and cranny.  Tasting the warmth of her inner cheeks.  She moved one hand into Olivia’s soft hair, the other rested on the curve of her hip.  

The fingers of one of Olivia’s hands danced over her spine, leaving goose bumps in their wake.  The other hand cupped the side of her face.  For the moment she was fine with letting Dana take the lead, but she was also willing to move things along.  She slid her hand to the back of Dana’s dress easily finding the zipper and pulled it down.  Her muscles were so defined under warm flesh.  Olivia’s other hand was making its way down to her chest when a muffed ring filled the room.

“Damn.”  Dana pulled away, both of them scrambling for their handbags.

“It’s me.”  Dana held up the offending cell phone, answering it breathlessly.  “Scully – No –Yeah. – No it’s no problem. – Ok, I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

Olivia sat on the couch disappointed but amused.

“That was Fin, he wanted to know if he was interrupting something.”

“If he brings it up again tell him you were doing aerobics.”  Olivia grinned.

“Yeah.  I hate to do this, but we’re going to have to put,” she hesitated looking for the right words. “This on hold.  He and Munch are on scene with a dead guy, and Warner’s down with a case of the flu.”

“Just my luck.”  Olivia mumbled.

“I’m really sorry.”

“Do you know how many times I’ve been called out in the middle of a date?  The best scene of the movie, and I always miss it.  I understand.  Doesn’t mean I’m happy about it.”  She looked at the elegant dress that was beginning to slide off ever so slightly.  “You know, you still have clothes here if you want to change.”

“That would be good.  I think I can spare five minutes.”  She headed for the hall.  “Still in your bedroom?”

“Yes.”  Olivia smiled and moved down the hall behind her.  She stood outside the door.  “Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure.” Dana slid her dress the rest of the way off.

“Have you ever been with a woman?”

“No.”  She looked through the suitcase.  Olivia had washed her clothes while she was gone.  “You can come in you know.”

Olivia stepped through the half opened door as Dana pulled out a dark blue button down blouse.  “Are you sure?”



“About you coming in, or being with a woman?”  She smiled as she slipped into the shirt.

“Both.”

“Positive. But I take it you have.”

“Yes.”  Olivia watched her remove her panty hose, revealing silky smooth legs.

“How many?”



“A handful.”  Olivia sat on the bed and handed Dana her jeans.  “But you’re by far the best kisser I’ve ever encountered.”


“Really?”  Dana shimmied into her Levi’s.


“Yes.  I knew you were thorough in your job, but…”


“I find it pays to be thorough.”  Dana gently grabbed Olivia’s shoulders and kissed her quickly on the lips.  “One more for the road.”


“Are you coming back tonight?”


Dana looked at her watch; it was already ten thirty.  “Night’s almost over, and by the time I get the body to the morgue and start the autopsy it will be too late to pick up where we left off.”


“It’s never too late.”


“You have to remember I’m just learning the ropes, and I always give it my all.  Besides, we both have to work in the morning.”  Dana headed for the door.


“Dana?”


“Yes?”



“Be careful.”


“I will.”  She smiled.  “Sweet dreams Liv.”

“Damn, do you ever not look good?”  Munch greeted when she arrived on scene.  She had taken her hair down on the drive over.


“Call me at three in the morning and you’ll be singing a different tune.”  She knew Munch was harmless.  “What have you got?”


“According to his license, our guy is nineteen-year-old, Harold Combs.” Munch pointed to the body.  “Looks like cause of death was strangulation.”


“See Fin, you didn’t need to drag me out here.  John’s got it all figured out.”


“I knew I was interrupting something.”  Fin smirked.


“Just my nightly workout.”  Dana walked over to the body and lifted the sheet.  “You didn’t tell me about this.”


Fin turned away already knowing she was pointing to his groin area.


“Gives new meaning to loosing your manhood.”  John grimaced at the thought.


“Looks like they were removed pre-mortem.  I’ll know more when I get him in the morgue.”


“Can’t wait to read the report.”  Fin mumbled.


When Olivia entered the squad room Elliot was already sitting at his desk.  “You’re here early.”


“The twins were up at four vomiting, figured I might as well get a jump start on the day.”


“So what’s the day looking like?”  She slid her coat off, and placed it on the back of her chair.


“Munch and Fin are dumping the case they picked up last night on us.”   Elliot glanced over at Fin.


“Hey man, we’re not dumping it.  I gave you a choice.”


“Yeah some choice.  Wait for me to pick before you tell me our dead vic was robbed of his jewels.”


“Ouch.”  Olivia dropped into her chair.  “Was that the call you got last night?”


“How’d you know about that?”  Fin leaned forward.


“I was talking to Dana when the call came in.”


“She said she was working out.”


“She was, I called about two seconds before you did.”  Olivia back peddled quickly.  “Are you going to let me see the file, or are you keeping it all to yourself?”


Elliot tossed the folder across the desks.  “It’s all yours.”


“Thanks.”  She scanned the autopsy repost, before glancing at Scully’s darkened office.  “Where’s Dana?”


Elliot shrugged.


“She’s sleeping in the crib.”  Fin offered from behind his own file.  “Didn’t finish the autopsy until after four, and spent another hour typing the report.”


“You were in here that early?”  Elliot found it hard to believe.


“She was working on something when I came in a little after six.  Told me she was going to catch a couple hours sleep.  Asked me to wake her up at,” He looked at his watch.  “Now.”


“I’ll do it.”  Olivia stood up with the file in her hand.  “I want her take on this.”


“What the report wasn’t thorough enough for you?”  Elliot asked.


“The autopsy report is fine, I just want her thoughts.”


“Fine my ass.”  Fin tossed his pen on the desk.  “Warner’s good, but this girl blows her away.  I’ve never read such a comprehensive autopsy in my life, and I’ve read quiet a few.  So give her a break.”


“Oh, I’ll give her a break.”  Olivia put on quite a show for Fin.  “I want to know where this guy’s balls are.  Did you and Munch even look for them?”


“No, we were too busy making sure we still had ours.”  Munch commented as he came in.


“Whatever.”  She headed toward the crib.


“What’s up with her?”  John looked at Fin.


“Doesn’t like the female competition?  I don’t know.”


Olivia stood in the doorway watching Dana sleep.  Her shirt was slightly unbuttoned, and if she tilted her head just right she could catch a glimpse of her black lace bra.  She knew exactly how she would love to wake her up, but it would have to wait for another time and place.  She slipped quietly into the room.  Kneeling beside the lumpy cot.  Grinning to herself she ran her index finger along Dana’s jaw line causing her to stir.  “Wake up beautiful.”


Dana blinked a couple times, trying to remember where she was and why Olivia was there.  Suddenly she remembered and jumped up from the cot.  The action knocked Olivia off balance and she landed on her rear with a silent thud.  “Sorry.”


Olivia laughed as Dana did her best to smooth the wrinkles out of her blouse.  “You look fine.”


Dana offered Olivia a hand up.  “I guess I need to keep a change of clothes in my office.”


“Can we talk about this?”  Olivia held the report up.


Dana recognized the case number from the autopsy she’d recently finished.  “I thought John and Munch caught that one.”


“They’re spreading the wealth.”  She smiled.


“Let’s head to my office, we can discuss it there.”  Dana led the way.  As they crossed through the squad room Elliot looked up.


“Nice performance Liv.”


“Glad you thought so.”  She replied after making sure Munch and Fin weren’t around.


“You’ve got Fin believing you’re jealous of Agent Scully.”


“Well that’s better than what you’re thinking, Detective Stabler.”  Dana shot over her shoulder.


“Hey, I don’t think anything.”  He laughed as they continued to her office.


“Did you want to join us?”  Dana asked before walking into her office.  “You might learn something.”


Olivia laughed as Elliot jumped to his feet.  “Just wait till I tell Kathy.”


“Hey, we’re all professionals.”  Elliot leaned against the door jam.  


“You acted like you had some questions Olivia?”  Dana pointed to the empty chairs across from her desk, before sitting in her own.


Olivia sat down, and waited for Elliot to get situated.  “Well, it’s a very detailed autopsy.  So I don’t have any complaints.”


“Best autopsy report I’ve ever read.”  Elliot interjected.


Dana nodded modestly.  “So what’s the problem?”


“Well, you saw the crime scene, and I didn’t.  And something you said yesterday, made me think you might have some insight.”


“Actually, I do.  Did you notice where the body was dumped?”


Elliot nodded.  


“Not a gay bar in sight. Now, I really can’t put into my autopsy report that our vic was gay, but I’d bet my life on it.”


“You reported semen in the rectal cavity.”  Olivia observed.  “But why does that make him gay?  He could have been raped.”


“There was no evidence of assault.”


“So that automatically makes him gay?”  Elliot asked.


“No.”  She folded her hands in her lap while contemplating the best way to voice her findings.  “Most anal sphincters are tight, even post mortem.  I can’t say that I’ve examined a lot of dead gay guys rectums, but there was definitely a loss of elasticity.”


“Okay.”  Elliot shifted uncomfortably in his seat.


“Anyway, if I was going to make a guess from what I’ve seen, I’d say he cheated on a boyfriend.  Boyfriend found out, couldn’t handle it… and this is what happened.”


“Boyfriend took his package home for a souvenir?”   Elliot looked at Olivia.


“Whenever the genitals of a male are involved, you can guarantee it’s personal.”  Dana pointed out.


“We’ll start canvassing family and friends, see what we turn up.”  Olivia stood up, and looked at Elliot.  “Could you give us a minute?”


“Sure.  I’ll be at my desk.”  He shut the door on the way out.


“So when are we going to get back to last night?”  Olivia smiled as Dana’s tongue thoughtfully rolled over her teeth.  Her smile faded when Dana’s poised professional look over took her.


“Well, unfortunately with Warner out with the flu, I’m on call all week.  I looked at the schedule and you’re on call the next two nights.  If we’re lucky we could aim for next Monday when we are both off.”

 
Olivia stepped around the desk, placing her hands on the arms of Dana’s chair effectively trapping her.  “I’m not sure I can wait that long.”


Dana’s professional mask faltered long enough to propel Olivia forward.  Their lips met, if only briefly before a knock interrupted Olivia’s advance.  Dana swiveled in her chair.  “Come in.”


Alex opened the door.  “Sorry, if it’s a bad time we can come back.”


Olivia stepped out from behind the desk.  “I was just leaving.”


She smiled at Abbie as she passed.  


“Come on in.”  Dana stood up.  “What can I do for you, counselor?”


Alex shut the door before giving her a warning look.


“What the hell do you want me to call you?”  


Abbie gave them both a curious look; not realizing that Dana’s use of the title counselor had the almost same effect on Alex as hers did.  “Forget it.  It’s fine.”


“Warner’s out with the flu.”  Abbie offered in way of explanation of their visit.


“I’m aware of this.”  Dana rubbed the bridge of her nose willing the sleepiness to flee her brain.


“Well,” Alex tossed down a stack of autopsies.  “She was our expert witness for a trial that starts tomorrow.  So I guess you’ll have to do.”


“Ms. Carmichael, would you excuse us for a moment?”  Dana clenched her jaw.


“Certainly.”  Abbie stood up and gave Alex a disapproving look before walking out.


“What is your problem Ms. Cabot?”  Dana stepped out from behind the desk.


“I don’t have a problem Agent Scully.”  Alex stood up and walked briskly out of her office.


Dana didn’t miss a beat.  She was standing in the doorway, voice raised.  “Warner’s out ‘so I guess you’ll have to do’?  I don’t have to testify in court for you Ms. Cabot.”


“Like hell you don’t!”  Alex spun around face burning red.  “You work for SVU now Agent Scully, that means you help me make my case.”


At this point all activity had stopped to witness the altercation.  Captain Cragen stood quietly in his doorway.


“Fine, put me on your witness list.  See if I show up.”  She suddenly felt like a five year old, but that didn’t change the fact she was steaming mad.


“I’ll subpoena you if I have to Agent.”


“You just remember one thing Counselor, subpoena or not, I can make or break your case.  I didn’t perform those autopsies.  I don’t have to review them, in which case you’ll just look like a fool for putting me on the stand.”  Dana slammed her door, and Alex stormed passed Olivia and Elliot who hadn’t made it out of the bullpen when the argument broke out.


“Sexual tension?”



“Shut up Elliot!”  Alex continued out the door.


“What’d I do?”


“Why’d you say that?”  Abbie asked him in a hushed voice.


“You couldn’t feel it?”  Elliot replied.


“No.”  Abbie picked up her briefcase and walked out.


“Whoa.”  Olivia sighed.  She’d felt something all right.  It was radiating from Alex like stink on a dead fish.  However she hadn’t picked up the same vibe from Dana.  


As if reading her mind, Elliot smiled.  “You’ve got nothing to worry about Liv.  Let’s go follow up on Dana’s insights.  We might find out how good she really is.”


Olivia had to smile at the thought that ran through her mind.  Elliot pointed to Cragen who looked like he was on a mission.


“Come in.”  Dana looked up from her desk when the Captain knocked on her door.


“What’s going on?”  He closed the door behind him.


“Seems Cabot and I had a little misunderstanding.”  Dana answer nonchalantly.


“There was nothing little about it.  Now, in my squad there is an order to things.  Everything has its priority.  My team is number one, the victims are number two.  Now unless you can help me understand what is going on here, I’m going to tell you to shelve this disagreement and bend over backwards to help the ADA make her case.  Do I make myself clear?”


“Crystal.”  Dana answered through gritted teeth.


“Now are you going to tell me what’s going on?”  He leaned against the door.


“No.”


“Then I’ll assume you’re going to work things out and help Alex with this case.”


“I’m going to suggest she request a continuance, until Warner is able to testify.”


“Is that the best you can do?”


“Under the current circumstances, it is.”


“Fine.”  Cragen opened the door, and walked out.  He continued out of the Squad building, and didn’t stop until he was standing in front of Alex’s door.  “Can I come in?”


“Sure.”  Alex pointed to a chair, as Abbie excused herself.  


“What happened in my squad room?”


“You saw it, Agent Scully isn’t willing to pull her weight.”  Alex sat back in her chair.


“Alex?”  Cragen sounded like he was chastising a child.  “I’ve never known you to be so petty.  Agent Scully is more then willing to pull the weight of the entire squad to see justice done, if that’s what it takes.  Did you tell her you guessed she would have to do?”


“I may have.”


“Alex, either you did or you didn’t?  And if you did, I’m surprised she didn’t tell you to shove your case where the sun doesn’t shine.”


“Actually Don, she did.  Not in those words, but she basically told me what I could do with it.”


“She doesn’t see how this is easily rectifiable, and will most likely contact you later today to tell you to ask for a continuance.”  He advised.


“I can’t.  Already tried.  The right to a speedy trial prevails, who cares if you screw justice along the way.  Besides trial starts tomorrow.”


“Then it looks like you’re going to be eating crow tonight.”  Cragen stood up.  “Think about it Alex.”


Alex looked over her schedule.  She was free until a two o’clock deposition.  She needed to take a walk, clear her mind.  Just get away.


“Come in.”  Dana rubbed at her throbbing head, before looking up to see Abbie standing in front of her desk.  “Have a seat, Ms. Carmichael.”


“Its just Abbie.”  She took the proffered seat.  “Dana, I’m not the enemy.”


“Seems I’ve heard that one before, from one of your colleagues.”


“Alex gets a little over zealous sometimes.”


“She wasn’t over zealous, she was malicious.”


“I’m not trying to defend her actions Dana.  I’m here to ask you to reconsider.  We don’t have any options.”


“Oh, so you came back down here not because of my qualifications, or even any respect for our track record; but because you don’t have any other options.  I thought you were better than that.”  Dana jerked open her side drawer looking for her bottle of Tylenol.


“I came down here because you’re the best damn forensic pathologist I’ve ever put on the stand.”


“Problem is your not putting me on the stand.”  She victoriously pulled out the Tylenol and swallowed two tablets dry.


“So let Alex put you up there.  Show her you’re worth your salt.”


“I’m not going to dignify that with an answer.”  She threw the bottle back in the drawer, and closed it.  “I have work to do.”


“Cabot.”  Alex was sitting in the corner of an out of the way coffee shop she happened upon.


“Alex, it’s me.”  Olivia answered.  “Where are you?”



“Some dump in China town.”


“Give me an address.”


“Olivia, I don’t want to talk.”


“You’re going to let a sexual predator back on the streets because you don’t want to talk.”  Olivia looked at Elliot for a minute before putting the receiver back in the cradle.  “She hung up on me.”


Elliot shrugged.  “Why don’t you talk to Dana?”


“Because she has every right to be pissed at Alex right now.”  Olivia opened the file on her desk.


“I’ll never understand women.”  Munch shook his head.

That evening Olivia called Dana.  “Come over.”


“I can’t.” Dana sighed.


“You can.”


“I need some space.”


“You can tell me about it.”  Olivia pleaded.


“There’s nothing to tell. You heard most of it in the squad room.  Besides I’ve got files to review.”


“Related to Alex’s case?”


“I won’t subject myself to perjury.”


“Well, if your not going to talk to me I’m going to go bug someone else.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”


“Night Liv.”


Olivia hung up the phone and decided to go over to Alex’s apartment.  It would be harder to shut the door in her face, than to hang up on her.


“What do you want?”  Alex opened the door, still wearing her navy skirt and peach blouse from earlier in the day.


“Can I come in?”  Olivia peered over her shoulder, realizing Alex was home alone.


Alex walked back into her living room, and left the door standing open.  Olivia took that as a yes and stepped in.  She closed the door.  “Where’s Abbie?”


“Home, I guess.”


“When’s the last time you had some?”


“Excuse me?”  Alex glared at her.


“You heard me.”  Olivia dropped into the plush chair adjacent to the couch.


“You’ve got a lot of nerve coming over here for that.”


“That’s not why I came over.  I’m trying to find out what’s going on between you and Dana.”


“Absolutely nothing, she’s totally devoted to you.”


“What are you talking about?”


“Forget it.” Alex looked down at her bare feet.


“Elliot was right.”  Olivia said thoughtfully.

“Right about what?”


“You… sexual tension.”


“My sex life has nothing to do with this.”


“Alex, would you stop and just tell me what’s going on?  Just talk to me.”


“I’m confused.”


“About?”


“Everything.  You and me, Dana and me, Abbie and me.”


“You and I are the best of friends. I thought we’d figured that out.”


“Yeah.”  Alex looked up at Olivia.  “That might change though.”


“Why?”



“What would you do if I told you Dana and I kissed?”


Olivia didn’t respond.


“You were working the Farley case, and asked me to take Dana to lunch.  There was just something intriguing about her, and we ended up in the ladies room alone.”


“I don’t think I like where this is going.”  Olivia interrupted.


“Just listen.  I totally stepped out of character and kissed her.  It was unrequited, but she didn’t pull away either.  Well, not exactly.  We both kind of broke the kiss at the same time.  Someone else popped into my head at the time.  She told me she had never kissed another woman, and while she found me attractive there was someone else.  I immediately knew who it was.”


“This was before you knew I was interested?”



“Yes.”


“Who popped into your head?”


“Abbie.”


“Then why are you taking it out on Dana and sitting here alone?”


“Because I don’t know what Abbie wants.”


“Have you asked her?”


“No.”



“Well, she sure as hell didn’t move back to New York for the traffic.”  Olivia picked up Alex’s phone and dialed a number.  “Hey, what are you doing?  -  Good come over to Alex’s apartment.”


“Where are you going?”  Alex asked as Olivia opened the front door.


“Home, to my lonely apartment.  You need to figure out things before you really mess up your life.”


“What?”  Alex couldn’t believe her ears.


“You’re going to end up screwing up your career because you can’t figure out what’s going on between you and Abbie.  You’re projecting her on everyone else.”


“When did you get a degree in psych?”


“I’ve been there Alex.  I know the signs.  Forget about the DA’s chair, because if you don’t figure out things between you and Abbie, you’ll be lucky to continue as an ADA.”  Olivia shut the door, hoping Alex could look past the hurt to see the truth in her words.


Twenty minutes later Abbie knocked on the door, Alex was in tears when she opened the door.  Abbie stood there in shock, having never seen Alex cry before.  She stepped in and wrapped her arms around Alex.  “What’s wrong?”


“Do you love me?”



“Do frogs croak?”


Alex pulled away from her and slumped back onto the couch.  Abbie closed the door and turned the deadbolt over.  “Talk to me.”


Alex curled her legs under her and stared at the wall for several minutes.  “You’ve never said it.”


“Said what?”  Abbie sat down on the couch, still giving Alex some distance.


“That you love me.”


“Is this why Olivia called, and what was she doing here anyway?”


“You’re jealous.”  The corner of Alex’s mouth turned up in amusement.


“Of you, who wouldn’t be?”  Abbie smiled.  “So why was she here?”


“Trying to find out what happened today.”


“You know you’re screwed.”  Abbie stated, as if Alex wasn't already fully aware of this fact.  “You’ve got to be in court tomorrow at nine, and I couldn’t convince Dana to change her mind.”


“I can get her on the stand.”


“Yes, but like she said, she doesn’t have to review those files.  She’s a good person to have in your corner Alex.  Smart as hell.  But you went in there today and pretty much insulted her right off the bat, she’s not going to just let that slide.  ADA or not.”


“Ok, she hasn’t reviewed the case, big deal.  I point out case facts and ask her professional opinion.”


“And she can tell you with out reviewing the case, she couldn’t really speculate.  Whose the defense attorney on this one?”


“Tobias Woodward the third.”


“He’s a sly one.  Damn Alex, I knew you were screwed, but this is bad.”


 “I’ll figure it out.”   Alex rubbed her neck, remembering what Olivia had said.  “Can we get back to us?”



“What about us?”  Abbie looked at her watch.


“Never mind Abbie.”  She looked defeated, and it wasn’t just the weight of the upcoming case.


“I just don’t think there’s anything to talk about.  I came back from DC just to be closer to you.”


“And I thought it was because you didn’t like the US Attorney.”  Alex retorted.


“Well, he wouldn’t look as sexy in that skirt as you do.”  Abbie leaned over and kissed Alex on the lips, before moving her mouth up to her ear.  “Why don’t I just show you why I came back, Counselor?”


As soon as the word came out of her mouth Abbie fell back on the couch, shock evident on her face.


“What?”  Alex turned to face her, her newfound excitement suddenly gone.


“I know what this whole thing is about.  Elliot hit the nail on the head.”


“How?”


“Sexual tension between you and Dana.  How could I be so blind?”



“You are blind if you think that’s where the tension lies.”  


“Well, then please explain it to me Alexandra.”  Abbie folded her arms across her chest, and waited for an explanation.


“You’ve been gone for two years, and in those two years you couldn’t even call me, send me a postcard, a Christmas card, nothing.  You broke off all contact.  In fact you didn’t even let me know you were leaving.  I had to hear that from Jack.”


“I was going to tell you.”


“When the night before you left?”


“I was afraid you would react the way you did.”


“I wouldn’t have if you would have just told me.  We had been intimate for just over a month, you didn’t think I would care you were leaving?”


“I already told you I was sorry.”


“I know.”  Alex nodded.  “In the two years you were gone, I didn’t date anyone.  I was only attracted to two other women, or so I thought.  One of them I kept at arms length because she’s one of my best friends and I honestly didn’t know she was bisexual.  The other one, I don’t know what came over me.  I thought for sure she was straight.  I think she did too.  But I kissed her, and when I did, I saw you.  I wanted it to be you Abbie.”


“You kissed Dana?” She knew immediately from the straight comment, because she too would have bet her life on Dana’s being heterosexual.  “Is that why you insulted her?”


“Abbie, I have the highest respect for her, as long as she doesn’t hurt Olivia.  I really can’t tell you what made me say that to her today.  I know why I said what I did in the squad room, but I really don’t know what sparked the ‘guess you’ll have to do’ comment.”



“My guess, you just had to keep up your reputation as a bitch.”  Abbie smiled.  “But you’re still screwed.”


“I know.  I don’t want to think about that right now.”


“Back to taking care of your tension?”  She teased.


“Uh uh.”  Alex reached for the waste on Abbie’s jeans as she leaned into her.  “I’m going to take care of yours.”


After unzipping her pants Alex’s hands found their way inside Abbie’s shirt.  All the while her tongue was wrestling with Abbie’s in a series of unbridled kisses.  After several minutes a breathless Alex pulled away.  “Follow me and lose the t-shirt.”


Abbie was on her feet in seconds, following Alex down the hall.  Tossing her t-shirt behind her, it hit the edge of the couch before landing on the floor.  Her left shoe lay in the middle of the hall’s entryway, and her right one at the foot of Alex’s bed.  Alex pulled her in for another kiss. 

 “You were wonderful.” Abbie spoke when she finally regained her breath.


Alex just quietly nodded as Abbie rolled on her side to face her.  She planted a few chaste kisses on her cheek as her hand wandered down to the hem of Alex’s skirt.  Her thin fingers were snaking their way under it, when Alex’s hand stopped them.


“I want to reciprocate.”  Abbie looked at her with desire burning in her brown eyes.


“Later.”  Alex pulled her hand up and kissed the back of it.  “I want to keep my edge for this case.”


Abbie laughed.  “You’re not being fair.  I want to be able to cross examine you.”


“You know I don’t like to talk shop in bed.”  Alex grinned.  “You’ll get your chance, just let me finish this case first.”


Abbie nodded, knowing if things went as badly as she expected them too, Alex was going to need more than a good cross exam by her.  “Have I ever told you I love you?”


“No Abbie, you haven’t.”


“Good.”  Abbie smiled, and kissed Alex on the lips.  She then snuggled her head into the space between Alex’s chin and shoulder, and before drifting off to sleep she whispered.  “I love you Alexandra Cabot.”


Alex smiled to herself and planted a goodnight kiss in Abbie’s dark brown hair.

