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On with the show…..

 “Hello?”  Olivia answered the phone while squinting at the red digital read out on her alarm clock, the numbers announcing the time as twelve-thirty.  


“Did I wake you?”  Dana asked.


“It’s ok.  What’s wrong?”   Olivia snapped to attention at the sound of her voice.


“Nothing.”  Dana silently cursed herself for waking Olivia.


“Something’s wrong, or you wouldn’t have called.”


“I… I just can’t sleep.”  She didn’t even know what had prompted her to call.  She knew she didn’t want to tell Olivia about the nightmares.  “I’m exhausted, but I can’t sleep for more than ten to fifteen minutes.”


As if reading her mind, Olivia responded.  “I’ll come over.”


Five minutes later the doorbell rang.  Clad in dark gray sweat pants and a navy 

FBI t-shirt Dana opened the door.  “That was qui-” She stopped short seeing Alex standing there in disarray.  


She was wearing the same light gray dress suit she’d worn that day, with a red silk blouse under it.  The suit coat hung haphazardly on her shoulders and she wreaked of alcohol.  “Alex, you’re drunk.”


“Just a little.”  She giggled, holding her thumb and forefinger in the air unable to get them to meet.


Dana pulled her into the entry way and shut the door, before leading the staggering ADA to her couch.  “Why’d you stop by?”


“To talk.”  Alex became overly serious, an effect of too much Gold Schlager running through her system.  “You know you can be a real bitch.”


“Look who’s talking.”  Dana mumbled.  Although she realized Alex was right.  She wasn’t normally one to hold a grudge, unless there was a really good reason.  Alex’s behavior while completely uncalled for and malicious was not entirely unforgivable.  Of course she still had yet to apologize.  And Dana wasn’t about to accept an apology from a drunk Alex Cabot.  “You shouldn’t be here.”


“I came by to set the record straight.”  Her speech was slurred and slow.


“It’s the middle of the night.”  Dana stood up when she heard the doorbell ring.


“Come in!”  Alex yelled forgetting it wasn’t her home.


“Olivia.”  Dana forced a smile.


“Did I hear Alex?”  Olivia stepped inside, pushing the door shut.


“Welcome to the party Liv!”


“She’s drunk.”  Dana rolled her eyes as they walked into the living room.


“I am not drunk.”  She protested.


Olivia had never seen Alex drunk.  “Why is she here?”


“Your guess is as good as mine.”  Dana shrugged.


“If you two don’t want me here, I’ll leave.”  Alex stood up only to fall back onto the couch.


“No Alex.”  Dana dropped into the armchair.  


“I came by to apologize.”  She swung her arms wildly in the air.  Her motor functions were completely out of her control.


“If you were sober Alex, I might be willing to accept it.”


“I’ve never seen you this drunk Alex.  What’s wrong?”  Olivia sat beside her on the couch.  It wasn’t so much Alex’s being drunk that bothered her.  She had never seen the ADA look so unkempt.  “Problems with Abbie?”


“No.”  She whispered in Olivia’s ear.  “Tell her not to be mad at me.”


“Who?”  Olivia pulled away to see Alex looking at Dana, tears in her eyes.


“I think I like loud, happy drunk Alex better than a crying one.”  Dana pushed herself off the chair.  “So much for sleeping tonight.”


Alex mumbled something through heavy lidded eyes, before slumping over onto Olivia’s shoulder.  She had slipped into a drunken sleep.  Olivia carefully pushed her over onto the couch, stretching her long slim legs down the length of it.


“She’ll be out for a while.”  Olivia observed.  “Let’s see if we can’t get you to do the same.”


Dana realized this was the first time Olivia had been over.  “I should give you the grand tour.”


Olivia looked around realizing she hadn’t even paid attention to anything except the tired red head and drunk blonde since she came in.  The apartment was cozy, with light hardwood floors.  The walls were a crème color, with white woodwork.  Dana’s furniture looked like it had been hand picked for this exact setting, but Olivia knew it was furniture she’d had for years.  “Grand tour later.  You need sleep now.”


Dana nodded and led her to the bedroom.  The walls were painted in a light olive green, and the woodwork was the same crème as the walls in the living room.  Olivia watched as she climbed into the sleigh bed.  She patted the empty side of the bed, and Olivia got in, jeans and all.


An hour later Dana seemed to be sleeping soundly, and Olivia snuck out to the living room.  She called Abbie, apologized for waking her and asked her to come get Alex.  She knew the last thing Alex and Dana’s estranged relationship needed, was for Alex to still be there when Dana woke up.  When the doorbell rang twenty minutes later she didn’t bother to check the peephole, and was totally shocked to see a tall lanky man standing there.  “Agent Mulder?”


“Great the dyke.”  He mumbled under his breath.


“Excuse me?”


“Where’s Dana?”  He pushed his way into the apartment, as if he had every right to be there in the middle of the night.

“She’s sleeping, and I’ll not have you wake her.”

Spotting Alex asleep on the couch, he grinned.  “Damn, I must have just missed the orgy.”


“This isn’t one of your porno flicks.  We don’t live in your sick fantasy world.”  Olivia turned back toward the door when she a soft knock.  “Come on in Abbie.”


Abbie stepped through the door Olivia was holding open for her, as Mulder turned to see her.   “Actually it looks like I’m just in time.  Ms. Carmichael I didn’t know you were into dykes.”


“Well if it isn’t Agent Mulder.  Been probed lately?  Oh that’s right, you can’t even get an alien to have sex with you.”  Abbie retorted as she walked over to Alex on the couch.  “Alex, wake up sweetie.  We need to get you out of here before the shit starts to fly.”


Olivia watched as Abbie helped the still half asleep and more than drunk Alex to her feet.  “Do you need help?”


“No, I’m illegally parked right out front.”  Abbie did little to steady the staggering gait of the beautiful blonde.  “Good luck.  You’re going to need it with this asshole.”

Olivia closed the door and found Mulder sitting on the couch, as if he belonged there.  She scoffed lightly as she took a seat in the armchair.  “Why did you come by Agent Mulder?”


“To talk to Scully, but since you’re here,” He leaned forward resting his elbows on his thighs.  “You know you’re just some fling, don’t you?  Scully doesn’t love you.”

“I think that’s up to her to decide don’t you?”  Olivia refused to turn this into a battle.

“You don’t get it, do you detective?”  Mulder saw the doubt flash in her eyes, and like a hungry lion, he pounced on it.  “She is going through a midlife crisis, albeit a very early one.  You’re an experiment, a curiosity.  Nothing more.  Scully could never truly love another woman.  She just wants to see what the sex is like, and when she gets bored she’s going to come back to me.”

Olivia refused to cry in front of him, but he had definitely hit on a nerve.  She stood up quietly and found her keys.  Without a word she left.  Mulder sat on the couch feeling only a little guilty for stooping so low, a self-satisfied grin on his face.

Dana awoke with a start and realized the bed was empty.  She’d been asleep about an hour and a half, a new record for the books of the last two weeks.  She wandered into the living room.  “Mulder?”

“Scully.”  He smiled.

“Where’s Olivia?”  

“She just left.”  He glanced toward the entryway.  “Nice digs.”

“Thanks.”  She glanced around, Olivia’s scent still lingered.  “How’d you find me?”

“You’re mom.  I told her you wouldn’t return my calls and I was worried.  She hadn’t heard from you in two weeks so she asked me to come check on you.”

“I’ve been working for the last twelve days straight, without much sleep.  I haven’t had time for pleasantries.”

“But you’ve had time to screw around with Detective Benson.”  Mulder smirked.

“Not that’s it’s any of your business,” Her voice stayed calm.  “But Olivia and I have not been intimate.”

“Second thoughts?”  He was a little too hopeful.

“No Mulder.  I’ve been through a lot.”  She took a deep breath, and through clenched teeth said,  “But you wouldn’t know about that.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

She sat down in the armchair, curling her legs under her.  “I thought we were friends Mulder.”

“We are.”

“Than why did you leave New York with out so much as a good bye?  The last time I tried call you, you didn’t even want to talk to me.”

“I was in the middle of a case.”  He shrugged.

“And I had just been…” Her voice trailed off.

“You had just been what?”  He leaned forward.

“Nothing Mulder, it’s not important.”  She shook her head.

“Yes it is.”  He begged.

“I was assaulted.”  She looked away.

“Raped?”  He sat up straight.

“Forced oral cop.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

Her head snapped back in his direction.  “Because you didn’t give me a chance!  You were too busy blowing me off.”

“Is this why you think you’re a dyke?”

“I had feelings for Olivia long before this happened.”

“How can you have feelings for her?  You don’t even know her.”

“I can guarantee I know more about her than you know about me and we’ve know each other for seven years.”

“I doubt that.”

“I don’t.  And I’m sure she knows more about me than you do.”

“No way.”  Mulder jeered.

“Mulder what’s my favorite color?”

“Black.”

“It’s blue.  Favorite band?”

“Bare Naked Ladies.”

“That’s yours.  I prefer Dashboard Confessional.”

“Favorite movie?”

“Star Wars.”

“No.  See Mulder, Olivia knows all these things about me.”

“Yeah, but does she know about the cancer?  Did she hold you when you cried after you lost Emily?  Did she lose sleep when you were abducted?”

“She knows about the cancer.  She knows I miss the daughter I didn’t even know I had, and only knew for a short time.  When I can’t sleep at night, she’s the one to come over and hold the demons at bay.”  Well, at least she would have if Alex and Mulder hadn’t shown up.  “And she saved my life Mulder.  She’s the one I love.”

“I saved your life.”  Mulder didn’t hide his defeat.

“More times than I care to remember Mulder.  And I love you, but I am in love with her?”

“What does she have that I don’t?  Besides a vagina?”

Scully laughed lightly, before softly replying.  “She’s got my heart, and I’ve got hers.”

“I had your heart.”  Mulder looked down at his empty hands.

“You were always too busy running after the next big case to ever really have anything Mulder.”  She could see him mentally kicking himself.  “It’s not your fault Mulder.  I will always care about you.”

She got up and sat beside him on the couch, carefully wrapping her arms around him.  “Is there anything I can do to get you to change your mind?”

“No Mulder.”

He pulled away.  “Well then, I need to get on the next flight to DC.  I have an alien to track down.”

Scully nodded silently.

“Don’t worry Scully, I’ll always love you too.”  He gave her a reassuring smile before disappearing out the door.

It was still dark and clouds hid the moon when she slipped out into the cover of night.  The frigid air stole her breath and made her chest hurt, but she didn’t care.  She couldn’t sleep, and Olivia wasn’t answering her phone.  She didn’t know what Mulder told her, but she knew he was to blame for her hasty retreat.

Dana Scully watched her breath turn to fog before dissipating in front of her.  She stretched out briefly before jogging down the deserted street.

Olivia lay in bed listening to the phone ring.  The answering machine picked up and she heard Dana pleading with her to pick up.  She couldn’t.  Maybe Fox Mulder was right, and then what would happen?

Mest’s “Is This The End” played quietly from a small CD player on her nightstand.  


Don't let people's opinions change you


You must be strong


Cuz if your environment gets you


Your sanity won't last that long


Is this the end?

Olivia knew exactly what would happen.  She would be left broken-hearted.  Not that her heart wasn’t already laying on the floor in pieces, but it would be worse if she let Dana get any closer.  No, she wouldn’t answer the phone.

Is this the end?

The doorbell rang at eight o’clock.  Alex cursed, while grabbing her head, whoever invented alcohol, should be shot.  Abbie reached over with sleep still tugging at her brain and picked up the phone.  “Hello?”

The dial tone sounded in her ear, as the doorbell sounded again.  She slid out of bed, leaving Alex groaning.  Wrapping her robe around her she opened the door.  “Dana?”

Dana stood there with her hands behind her back, and two uniformed officers flanking her.  Her head hung in embarrassment.  The officer on her right spoke.  “Ms. Carmichael, the ADA.”

“Yes. I’m Abbie Carmichael.”  She pulled her ID from a nearby table and held it up.

“We found her asleep on a bench in Central Park, she was carrying this.”  He held up Dana’s federal service weapon.  “She didn’t have any ID, and claims she’s FBI.  She told us you could vouch for her.”

“I can.”  Abbie shook her head.  “She’s who she says she is.”

“Sorry for any inconvenience, Ms. Scully.”  Officer Andrews bent down behind her and unlocked the cuffs.  

The other officer looked to Abbie.  “We thought she was drunk but the Breathalyzer was negative.  You might want to keep her here until she sleeps off what ever it is she took.”

“Just what are you insinuating?”  Dana demanded, snatching her weapon from Officer Andrews.

Before the second officer could respond, Abbie stepped up in her defense.  “Agent Scully just finished pulling twelve days straight down at SVU, and hasn’t had an adequate amount of sleep in the past two weeks.  She’ll be fine, and I personally would appreciate your discretion in this matter.”

“Certainly, Ms. Carmichael.”  Both officers answered as Abbie ushered Dana into her apartment.

“Thank you.”  She shut the door and turned back to look at Dana.  “You look worse than Alex did last night.  I can see why they thought you were some drunk vagrant.”

“I’m too tired to be offended.”  Dana closed her eyes as her body wavered, ready to collapse from exhaustion.

“Come on.”  Abbie escorted her down the hall to her bedroom.  “Alex?”
”I really need to go home.”  Dana argued wearily.

“No, you need sleep.”  Abbie shook Alex firmly.  “Alex?”

“I don’t wanna go to school.”  She pulled a pillow over her head.

“Alexandra, wake up.”  Abbie jerked the pillow away from her.  “You deserve whatever you’re feeling this morning.  How much did you drink?” 

Dana thought it would be funny if her own head didn’t hurt so much.  She turned to walk out, as Abbie told Alex to move to the couch.

“Where do you think you’re going?”  Abbie grasped her shoulder.

“Home.”  Dana rubbed at her right temple, as Alex stumbled past them.

“Those officers from the one-two left you in my care.  So until you’ve had a decent nap, you’re not going anywhere.”  Abbie pointed to the bed and with her best, ‘I am mother hear me roar’ voice stated.  “Now get in that bed.”

Dana shed her coat when Abbie finally let go of her shoulder, and complied.  


At ten o’clock Dana slipped her coat and shoes on.  After grabbing her glock from the night table she entered the living room, prepared to use force if needed.  Both Abbie and Alex were lying awkwardly on the couch asleep.  She tiptoed by and snuck quietly out the door.  As the click resounded in the hall, Dana realized she’d left her keys on the nightstand.  The door was securely locked, only one thing to do.


An hour earlier when Dana had pounded on the door, she refused to answer.  Olivia wasn’t ready to talk about it.  She didn’t know if she would be.  Olivia’s stomach grumbled, and she figured it had been long enough that the coast was clear.  Checking the peephole just to be sure, she opened the door and bounded out almost tripping over the body curled up in front of her.  “Damn it.”


Dana didn’t move, which was a good thing.  All Olivia had to do was step over her and go about her business.  She wanted to do just that.  She wanted to forget Dana Scully even existed, didn’t she?  “Dana?”


Olivia watched her for several minutes to determine if she was still breathing.  When she decided she wasn’t dead, Olivia shook her gently.  “Dana?  Wake up.”


The shaking elicited an ineffective grunt and anemic wave of her hand.


“Great.”  Olivia mumbled, bending over to pick the smaller woman up.  She cradled her virtually limp body, and carried her into the bedroom.  Struggling for several minutes before she successfully removed Dana’s coat.  After tugging her running shoes off she pulled the covers up, tucking her in.  Why did she have to care so much?


As she walked into the living room her ringing phone interrupted thoughts.  “Hello?”


“Liv, it’s Abbie.  Is Dana with you?”


“Yeah, I just put her to bed.  Why?”


“She left her keys over here.   I didn’t think she could get back in her apartment without them.”


“What was she doing over there?”


“She was picked up in central park, uniforms from the one-two thought she was a vagrant.  Found a concealed weapon, no ID.  She said I could vouch for her.  She was so tired they thought she was drunk, so I made Alex move to the couch and put her to bed.  When I went in a few minutes ago she was gone, figured I’d check with you before calling the different precincts.”  Abbie chuckled lightly.  


“What was she doing in Central Park?” Olivia slumped into the couch.


“Sleeping on a bench, beyond that you’d have to ask her.”


“I’d ask, but things are strange and she’s out like a light.”


“Strange, in what way?”


“I don’t know Abbie.  I think I fell too fast.  Didn’t use my head.”


“You can’t be serious?”


“Abbie, she’s a good little catholic girl who is confused.”


“No, not according to Alex she isn’t.  And from what I’ve seen, she really likes you Liv.”

“Yeah, and when she realizes it’s nothing more I’m the one left alone.”

“You know what I meant Liv.  She loves you.  I’ve seen the way she interacts with you.  It’s not just some lusty fling.”  Abbie paused in thought for a minute.  “Does this have anything to do with Fox Mulder’s visit last night?”

“Abbie, I really don’t want to talk about it.”  Olivia sighed.

“Fine.  You don’t have to talk to me Liv, but you need to talk to her.  If you don’t you may quite possibly ruin the best thing that could happen in your life.  Don’t let a jerk like Fox Mulder help you make that mistake.  I’ve got to go check on Alex.”

“How is Alex doing today?”

“She’s got one hell of a hangover.  Nothing another round of Tylenol and several more hours of sleep won’t cure.  If you need to talk, give me a call.”

“Thanks Abbie.”  Olivia hung up the phone and decided to take advantage of the quiet, and catch up on her own lost sleep

Sunday morning Dana woke up to music filtering into the bedroom.  She quickly realized she was in Olivia’s bedroom, and for the life of her she couldn’t remember how she got there.  Her bladder was screaming for relief and she stumbled into the bathroom.

One of us won’t last the night

Between you and me it’s no surprise,

There’s two of us, both can’t be right.

Neither will move till it’s over.

“Guster?”  Dana stood in just inside the living room.  Olivia jumped at the sound of her voice.  “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

Olivia nodded.  “‘Center of Attention’, you’ve heard of Guster?”

“I have a few of their albums.”  She walked over to the couch where Olivia sat.  “Do you mind?”

“No.”  Olivia shrugged.

Dana situated herself on the couch, pulling her legs up so she was sitting Indian style.  She shifted so she could face Olivia while they talked.  “How come you didn’t stay last night?”

“Actually, it was Friday night.”  Olivia corrected.  “In case you didn’t notice, you’ve been asleep for the last twenty-two hours.  I was getting ready to call Warner to make sure you were still alive.”

Dana smiled at Olivia’s joke.  “Twenty-two hours huh?  How’d I get here?”

“You don’t remember?”

“Last thing I coherently remember is leaving my apartment for a jog right after Mulder left.  Sometime around four in the morning.”

“So you don’t remember getting picked up by two uniforms in Central Park, sleeping at Abbie’s place for an hour or so before sneaking out undetected to come here and fall asleep on my door mat.”  Olivia left out pounding on her door.

“I did not?”  Dana shook her head in disbelief.

“You did.  I found you barely responsive in front of my door.  I can see why they thought you were drunk.”

“Maybe it’s better I don’t remember.”  Dana blushed.

“Well, for future reference don’t go any where without your ID.”

“I never leave without it.”  Of course she had to admit to herself she was upset and a little more than distracted when she’d left her apartment.  “Are you avoiding my question?”

“Actually I am.”  Olivia answered honestly.  “I’m not sure I know how to answer that question.”

“Well Olivia, I don’t know what Mulder said to make you leave, but we need to talk about it.”  Dana ran her hand through her hair.

“We’ve got three days till we have to be back at work, we can talk about it later.”

Dana reached over and took the stereo remote out of Olivia’s hand.  She pointed it at the sensor and pressed the off button.  “Unless you have pressing plans, I think we need to talk about it now.”

“Ok, fine.”  Olivia mirrored Dana’s position on the couch.  “Mulder said some things that got me thinking about the reality of you and me.”

“And what reality is that?”

“It’ll never work Dana.  I’m not going to lie to you, there is no way things will work out between us.”

“Why?”

“Because they won’t.  We are too different.”

“Opposites attract.”

“Exactly,” Olivia smiled slightly at the opening.  “So you should be with some guy, not another woman.”

“People who are complete opposites also have a higher divorce rate.”  Dana pointed out.  “We are different enough to make it work, and we are similar enough to make it last.”

“Why do you think you want this?”

“I don’t think I want this.  I know I do.”  Dana’s forehead had that cute little wrinkle in it again.  “What exactly did Mulder say to you?”

“It’s not important.”

“Let me guess he told you that I could never truly be in love with you.  You’re just a fling, and I’ll always love him.”

“Not in so many words.”

“And you believed him?”

“Truth hurts Dana.”

“It isn’t true.  Yes, I’ll always love Mulder.  He’s like another brother.  I’m not in love with Mulder.”  

“Why do you want to be with me?”  Olivia pulled her knees up to her chest.

“Because I want to ravish your body.”  Dana smiled, but realized it wasn’t exactly the time for jokes.  “Olivia, I could care less if we ever had sex.  Ok, maybe I’d care a little bit.  I want to be with you because I love you.”

“You can’t love me.”  Olivia hugged her knees tighter.

“Why is it so hard for you to believe that someone could love you?”

“Look at me.”  Tears filled Olivia’s eyes, and she cursed herself for letting Dana inside her protective barriers.  “I’m a product of one of the most horrible acts a person could commit.”

“So that automatically makes you unlovable?”

“Do you know how many times I saw the look of disgust in my mother’s eyes?  My own mother.  She never said she didn’t love me, and I think she thought she did love me.  But every time she looked at me, she was reminded of that horrible night.”  Olivia wiped at her eyes.  “I’m sure she wondered if I would be just like him.  Heck, I still wonder it.  What if I am like him?”

“You’re not like him.  Olivia, you could never be like that.  It’s not who you are.”

“Who am I then?”

“Well, let me tell you what I see, and why I love you.  You are a very beautiful woman.  Everything about you screams confidence, you know how to carry yourself professionally.  You’ve got a heart the size of the galaxy.  You’ve got to be one of the most compassionate, caring people I have ever met.  You’re funny, and you roll with the punches.  And that’s just for starters.  Olivia you are so much more than you give yourself credit for.”  Dana’s arms reached out to span the distance between them.  Pulling her into a big hug.  “So, do you think you can love me?”

Olivia nodded, enveloping the smaller woman in her embrace.  “I never stopped loving you.”

She held Olivia for several minutes, before Olivia extracted herself.  “Fin called yesterday afternoon while you were still sleeping.  He just wanted to let us know Cradley was still in custody.”

“Yeah, well since he lawyered up, he’s Alex’s problem now.”  Dana’s body immediately stiffened.

“Fin just wanted us to know, after what happened with Farley.”

“Oh, since Cradley had us marked as targets he thought we’d be worried he’d escape too?”

“He just didn’t want us to worry, that’s all.”

Dana propelled herself off the couch.  “That’s just great.”

“What?”  Olivia looked up, her brown eyes confused at Dana’s sudden agitation.

“New kid on the squad can’t watch her own ass.  Everybody has to watch Agent Scully’s ass or she might let the perp attack her again.”

“Nobody thinks that Dana.  We are a team, a family.  The squad watches out for each other.”

“I can take care of myself.”  Dana stormed off toward the bedroom.  A few minutes later Olivia heard her slightly raised voice exclaim; “Shit!”

Olivia found her way down the hall and saw Dana sitting on the bed.  One arm lay limply across her lap, her hand gripping her coat.  The other elbow rested on her thigh and she cradled her head in her hand.  “You ok?”

Dana nodded without changing position.  “My keys?”

“You left them at Abbie’s.”  Olivia could see the tension double in Dana’s back.  “What is it?”

“Alex.” She sighed.

“You’ve got to face her sooner or later.”

“I vote later.”  Dana mumbled.

“I’ll drive you home.  We’ll swing by Abbie’s on the way and I’ll run up and get your keys.”

“I live down the street.  Abbie lives across town.”

“So we’ll take the scenic route.”  Olivia smiled and pulled Dana to her feet. 

Dana closed the door behind her, dropping several bags of groceries on the way to the kitchen.  Earlier in the day Olivia dropped her off and went home to get a shower, and catch up on things she hadn’t been able to do for the past two weeks.  Mainly pay bills, and balance her checkbook.  They’d made plans for Olivia to come back at six for a quiet home cooked meal.  

Dana put a medium roast into a pan, before adding carrots, onions, celery and potatoes to the mix.  Smothering the top of the beef with a can of golden mushroom soup, she covered it and put it in the oven to cook.  She put the frozen rolls in a muffin pan to rise, and went to take a long relaxing bath.  

At five o’clock she put the rolls in.  When the doorbell rang five minutes later, she hoped it was Olivia.  Woman’s intuition told her otherwise, and she stood on her tiptoes to peer through the peephole.  “Alex.”  She sighed, her hand hesitating on the doorknob.

Alex watched the doorknob slowly turn and Agent Scully giving her the once over.  She was clad in an old pair of jeans and one of Abbie’s old college sweatshirts.  “Can I come in?”

“I’m expecting company.”  Dana returned.

“I’ll only take a minute.”  Alex promised.

“Fine.”  Dana stepped to the side, allowing Alex entrance.

“Nice place.”  Alex looked around.

“It’s nothing like yours.”  Dana moved to the living room and offered Alex a seat.

“I wanted to apologize for last night.”  Alex sat down.

Dana nodded silently.  

“I shouldn’t have stopped by so late, or when I had been drinking.”

“Why did you stop by Counselor?”  There was an icy quality to her voice.

The title didn’t send the normal shock waves through Alex; instead she had to suppress the urge to flee.  “I came by to apologize for the way I acted your second official day with SVU.”

“I need to go check the rolls.”  Dana retreated to the kitchen.

Alex stood unobserved in the doorway.  She watched Dana pull the rolls and roast from the oven.  As she started to turn Alex spoke.  “Look Dana, I don’t expect you to just accept my apology and go on like I did nothing.  I do expect you to at least hear me out.”

Dana closed her eyes.  “Would you just leave Alex?  Please?”

After eating and cleaning up dishes, Dana and Olivia retired to the living room.  Olivia sat on the couch beside Dana, and rubbed her belly.  “I am stuffed.  Dinner was wonderful.”

“Thanks.”  Dana blushed modestly.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”  Dana shook her head to reinforce her statement.

“You hardly said two words over dinner.  Something is bothering you.”  Olivia slid an arm around her shoulders.  “You’re so tense.”

Dana rested her head in her hands as Olivia began rubbing her back.  As good as it felt; it wasn’t helping her loosen up at all.  After several minutes Olivia noticed she wasn’t getting any results.  She pulled back.  “Is it me?”

Dana laughed dryly.  “No.  Alex stopped by just before you came over.”

“And?”

Dana shook her head silently.


“She had to stop by for a reason.”  Olivia gently prodded.


“She did.”  Dana sighed.  “She wanted to apologize.”


“And?”


“And I let her.  Just before I kicked her out.”


“Dana!”


“I know, and I feel really bad.”


“Well, so does Alex.  I’ve never seen her as out of sorts as she was the other night.”


“She was drunk.”


“Because you won’t give her the time of day to apologize.”


“Would you forgive her?”  Dana asked, still not looking up.


“She said the wrong thing in the heat of the moment.”


“There wasn’t any heat when she said I’d have to do.”


“Have you asked her why she said it?”


“No.”


Olivia reached for the phone.  “I’m not going to have my girlfriend and my best friend fighting, if there is any was around it.  In the very least you two have to work together.”  She listened to the phone ring.  “Hey Alex, it’s Liv … I’m at Dana’s, could you come over?  …  Thanks.”


“What are you doing?”  Dana looked up at Olivia.


“Do you have a spare bedroom?”


“It’s my office.”  Dana nodded.


“Good.”  Olivia smiled, as she got up.  “I’m going to give myself the grand tour.”


Thirty minutes later Alex knocked on the door, and Olivia let her in.  “Follow me.”


Alex followed Olivia through the living room, past a quiet Dana, and down the hallway to the spare room.  Olivia had taken two chairs from the living room and put them in the office facing each other.  She instructed Alex to have a seat.  Then she retreated back to the living room.  She took Dana by the hand and led her to office.  Dana stopped in the doorway.  “I’m going to ask again.  What are you doing?”


“Something I should have done two weeks ago.”  Olivia gave her a nudge into the room.  “I don’t care how long it takes; you two are staying in here until you reach a truce or you kill each other.”


“Olivia, this is my apartment.”


“Yes it is.” Olivia looked at Alex.  “Just don’t kiss her.”


“That won’t be a problem.”  Alex answered before Olivia pulled the door shut.


“You can’t do this!”  Dana jiggled the doorknob.  Olivia had reversed it, so she could lock the two women in together.  “Damn it Olivia.”  


“I don’t think she’s going to listen to you Dana.”  Alex offered.


“You told her you kissed me?”  Dana turned toward her.


“Yeah, Olivia and I don’t have many secrets.  I wasn’t going to let it come out later and cause problems between us.”  Alex paused for a moment.  “You didn’t tell her?”


Dana leaned against the door, and slid down to the floor.  After a minute she responded.  “It wasn’t important.  It happened before we told each other how we felt, and it meant nothing to me.”


Alex took a deep breath.  “It meant nothing?”


Dana nodded.  “I thought you…”


“No, you’re right.  It meant nothing.”

Dana could feel the tension crackling around them.  “Then what’s the problem?”


“There isn’t a problem.”


“Damn it, Alex.”  Dana slammed her fist against the wall, causing the blonde to jump in her seat.  “You treat me like shit, and now you tell me there isn’t a problem.  Either there is a problem, or you really are the cold-hearted bitch you portray in the courtroom.  And if that’s the case, I think I need to brush up on my profiling skills.”


“Look,” Alex wiggled uncomfortably in her chair.  “What happened in that restaurant has nothing to do with what is going on now.”


“Doesn’t it?”


“No.”  Alex didn’t hesitate, but then she didn’t elaborate either.  At least fifteen minutes of uncomfortable silence passed between them before Alex finally spoke.  “Look Dana, I’m sorry.  I don’t know what else to say, or what to do to make up for what I said to you.  I didn’t mean it.”


“If you didn’t mean it, you wouldn’t have said it Alex.”


“I was upset.”


“Why because your star expert was out with the flu?  Or because you’re jealous of my relationship with Olivia?”


Alex decided to ignore the last question.  “I’m not going to make excuses.  I didn’t mean to make you feel incompetent.  You weren’t the original ME on the case, and so effectively you had to do as a stand in.  I didn’t mean you weren’t capable.”


“You’re tone indicated otherwise.”


“I’m aware of this.”  Alex glanced around the office.  Everything was neatly arranged.  It reminded her of her own office at work.  She knew she couldn’t avoid the subject any longer.  “Maybe it had something to do with a misguided attraction, or...”

When Alex didn’t continue her thought, Dana did it for her.  “Or you’re jealous.”

“Yes, Dana.”  Alex raised her voice for the first time that evening.  “Is that what you want to hear?  I’m jealous?”

“I want to hear the truth Alex.  Something you seem so adept at pulling out of others, but hiding from yourself.”

“I’m not jealous, at least not of what you and Olivia have.  I love Abbie.”  Alex swallowed the lump in her throat.  “I want Olivia to be happy, and you make her happy.  The only regret I have is I sometimes feel I’ve lost my best friend.”

“Olivia is still your friend.”  Dana bit her bottom lip.  “I could have been your friend if you hadn’t been such bitch.  You insulted me Alex, on a professional level.”

“I never once doubted your ability as a professional.  And if I had, you proved me wrong by not allowing this grudge affect the prosecution of a serial rapist.”


“I do my job Alex.”


“No, from everything I’ve seen and heard you go far and beyond.”  She saw the confused look on Dana’s face.  “Captain Cragen can’t stop singing your praises.  Even if you went behind his back and typed up your own autopsy reports when he gave you direct orders to sleep.”


“The job comes first.”  Dana inwardly cringed at the revelation that Cragen knew she had typed up her own reports.  She made a silent mental note to be more careful when defying orders.


“George says you have an anti-hero complex.”


“I give credit were credit is due.”


“Elliot’s glad Olivia’s got a fellow female in the unit, and says you’re the bomb when it comes to autopsies.”

“He just wants to sound cool using his kids’ lingo.”

“Fin thinks you’re the female terminator.”  Alex was ignoring Dana’s modest statements.  “Munch says you are some type of super soldier, and God’s gift to man.”


“Yeah and you thought I was his gift to women.”  Dana laughed lightly.


“I wouldn’t go that far, agent.”  Alex’s sapphire eyes smiled.  “I’m in love with Abbie, and Detective Benson is head over heals for you.  So I’m not sure if I trust her judgment of your professional skills.  But you must be pretty damn special for her to trust you with her heart.”


“And what do you think Counselor?”


“I think they are all right about you.  I wish you would give me another shot at building a rapport with you.  Be it professional, friendly or both.”


Dana sat there silently for several minutes.  Finally she pulled her knees up to her chest and rested her chin between them.  Alex couldn’t help but think she looked like she needed protecting when she was in that position, something she’d never thought she’d think about Dana.  “What more can I say?”


Dana glanced up, hearing for the first time the raw emotion in Alex’s voice.  “Nothing.”


Alex watched as Dana gracefully pushed herself to her feet and walked towards her.  She stopped just in front of her, clearing her throat to get Alex to look up.  When she did, Alex was rewarded with a smile.  “I forgive you.  Just don’t let it happen again.”


“Friends?”


“I’d like that, but it may take a while.  We’ve got your jealously issues to work through.”  A small smile pulled at Dana’s lips.


Alex nodded as a look of relief flooded her face.  A flash of fear flickered in her eyes.  “You’re not just doing this to get out of here are you?”


“No.”  Dana lifted the back of her shirt revealing her holstered weapon.  “If I’d wanted to get out that bad, I would have just shot you.”

Alex relaxed when Dana laughed.  “You really need to lighten up Counselor.  Now, let’s get Olivia back.”

Alex nodded and listened to the game plan.

“Olivia, if you don’t open this door now I’m going to blow Cabot’s brains all over the wall!”  Dana yelled through the door.

“It’s not going to work.”  Olivia called back.

“Liv, she’s serious.”  Alex’s voice quivered.

Olivia pulled her own weapon out and slowly opened the door to find the two women sitting on the floor laughing so hard they were crying.  “You guys suck.”

“You ever lock me a room with anyone again, I’ll blow your brains out.”  Dana warned, but couldn’t wipe the grin off her face.  “Um, do you mind pointing that thing somewhere else?”

Olivia smiled as she re-holstered her gun.  “Did it work?”

“Yeah.”  Alex nodded.  “We were talking about getting drinks together sometime.  But I’d better get home before Abbie thinks she did kill me.”

Before getting to her feet Alex leaned in and whispered something in Dana’s ear.  She blushed as Alex stood up and thanked Olivia.

After Alex left, Dana pulled Olivia into the bedroom.  “I think we have some unfinished business detective.”

Olivia mirrored the sly grin Dana was giving her.  “I think you’re right.  Where did we leave off?”

“Here…” Dana covered her mouth with hers, pulling her into a passionate kiss.  She let her tongue slide between Olivia’s slightly open lips, carefully sucking her tongue into her own mouth.  After a few minutes she backed away.  “I seem to remember you being a better kisser than that?”

Olivia stood there with a slightly shocked look still plaguing her face.  Olivia shook her head for a second and reached to her side.  “I think we need to get rid of these.”

Olivia held her holstered weapon up, laid it on the dresser.  As Dana reached behind her back, Olivia’s arms snaked around her waist.  “Let me.”

Dana moved her hands out of the way, as Olivia made short work of removing the glock and placing it beside hers.  Her hands again found Dana’s waist, and she gently pulled her t-shirt free of her Levis pulling it over Dana’s head and tossing it aside.  She admired the black lace bra.  “My favorite color.”

“I thought your favorite color was purple?”  Dana teased, reaching for Olivia’s shirt only to have her hands pushed away.

“Patience Dana.”  She smiled and unzipped Dana’s Levis.  All the while she was talking in the smooth ivory skin lying over perfectly toned muscles.  She slowly slid the jeans to the floor, relishing the feel of her hands against Dana’s legs.  When she stood back up, Olivia pushed Dana back onto the bed.  “If I start to go to fast, let me know.”

Dana nodded.  “You’re doing just fine Liv.”

“Good.”  Olivia smirked as she pulled her shirt over her head.  Dana licked her lips, sending a shiver down Olivia’s spine.  She ignored the burning in her lower abdomen as she slid her own jeans off, adding them to the pile of discarded clothes.  Dana loved her olive skin tones, her perfect body.

“I think purple just became my new favorite color.”  Dana reached for Olivia’s hand and pulled her onto the bed.  Lying back as she went, Olivia ended up on top of her.  Dana lifted her thigh until it made contact with the warm satiny material between Olivia’s legs.

Olivia lurched forward and forced her tongue into Dana’s mouth.  Tasting every inch over and over again.  Dana’s thigh pressed into her a little harder, and she could feel the wetness seeping through.  As she slid her hands around Olivia’s back and unfastened her bra, she felt her own juices begin to increase.  She massaged Olivia’s breasts in her palms.  

Ecstasy ensued, at least for Olivia, every time she would start to touch Dana, Dana would find some way to thwart her efforts.  While still feeling the effects, of the tenderest lovemaking she’d ever experienced, Olivia pulled Dana down beside her.  Dana rested her head on Olivia’s chest listening to her heart thundering away.  Olivia’s breathing slowly returned to a normal rhythm.

“I think you lied to me.”  Olivia smiled when Dana cocked her head to the side in confusion.  “You said you’ve never been with another woman.”

“I haven’t.”  Dana curled up beside her.

“Well, you sure could have fooled me.”  Olivia kissed her lips lightly.  “I can’t take all the credit.”

“What do you mean?”  Olivia’s hands slid under Dana’s arms, as she deftly unfastened her bra.

Dana threw her head back.  “Alex’s make up gift.”

Olivia pulled away.  “Alex’s make up gift?”

Dana nodded.  “As a peace offering, before she left she told me to hum.”

“She told you to hum Mr. Sandman down there?”  Olivia laughed.

“No.”  Dana grinned.  “All she said was hum.  I did the rest.”

“Remind me to thank her later.”  Olivia’s hands traveled down Dana’s sides until her fingers brushed across the scars left by Farley.  A sharp intake of breath drew Olivia’s attention.  It wasn’t a gasp of intense pleasure, like the ones that had recently escaped her lips.  She instinctively pulled back at the sound.  Her eyes searched Dana’s face.  “We don’t have to do this.”

“I’m fine.”

Olivia heard the words, but she also saw the flash of fear, as storm clouds seemed to darken Dana’s once clear blue pools.  “No, you’re not.”

“I am.”  Dana insisted as Olivia moved completely out of her space.

“I can’t do this?”

“You don’t want me?”  Dana’s voice cracked.

“I want you more than you could possibly know.”  Olivia pulled on her shirt, while sweeping the floor for her discarded bra.  “But I won’t do this.  Not now.  Not like this.”

“Don’t leave.”  Dana’s voice was timid.

“I need…” Olivia thought for a minute, as she pulled on her jeans wondering what could have happened to her underwear.  “I’ll be in the living room.”

A few minutes later Dana walked into the darkened living room.  A robe wrapped tightly around her.  There was a blue glow from the muted TV.  “I see you found the entertainment center.”

“I found the remote first.”  Olivia commented quietly. The TV was hidden in an antique armoire.  “Why did you…”

After several minutes of waiting for Olivia to finish the question, Dana finally decided to answer anyway.  “Because I thought… because I wanted to, and I thought you wanted to too.”

“I am perfectly content just being with you.  You don’t have to push your limits with me or try to prove anything to me.”

“I wasn’t trying to prove anything.”

“Don’t lie to me.”  Olivia said quietly, looking at images of some long forgotten love story dance across the screen.  It was rather ironic when she thought about it.

“I’m not lying to you.”  Dana picked up the remote and turned off the TV.  She didn’t want the distraction.  

“You said you were fine, and you’re not fine Dana.”

“I was fine with finishing what I started.”  She answered.

“I saw your eyes.  You can’t lie to me.  If you can’t be honest with your feelings, I… I don’t know what will happen to our relationship.”

“My feelings?”  Dana scoffed.  “I’ve never been so open with my feelings.  Besides, who’s the one who didn’t want to talk about her feelings?  You were just going to let Fox Mulder dictate how our relationship should be.  I can’t keep scaling these walls.”

“Maybe this relationship isn’t meant to be after all.”  Olivia stood up.

“Oh, so now I’m your one night stand.  Is that all I am to you?”

“This just isn’t working out.”  Olivia was heading for the entryway.

“And if you walk out that door, it will never work out.”

Olivia stood with her hand on the knob for several minutes.  She wanted to run and never look back, at least her pride did.  Her heart was another story.  She wanted to love Dana without question. She needed her.  

  “Why did you stop?”

Olivia wasn’t sure how long she had been standing at the door, unmoving.  And she knew Dana wasn’t asking why she was still there.  “Because, I heard you gasp.  I saw the fear in your eyes.”

“The scars a still tender, that’s all.”

Olivia felt thin arms slide under her own, and wrap around to the front of her waist.  Dana embraced her from behind, resting her head on Olivia’s shoulder blade.  “I’m not afraid of you Liv.”

“I should have been there.  This shouldn’t have happened to you.”

“I don’t believe we are having this conversation.  Not here.  Not now.”  Dana pulled away, but instead of just walking away she took Olivia’s hand and led her into the living room.  “We are going to end this right here, and right now.”

Olivia sat down on the couch beside Dana, who never let go of her hand.  “You are not responsible for this.  I told you this before, and you have to know that.  Chad Farley was a sick, sick man.  If anything, you saved me.  He would have killed me if you hadn’t fired.”

“If I had been there, none of this would have happened.”

“You’re right, Olivia.”  Dana paused.  “None of this would have happened.  Who knows, we both might be dead.  But we’re not.  We are both here, and we have each other.  The only person I blame is Chad Farley.  It’s his doing and his alone.  We can’t control what other people do.”

“But you were afraid.”  Olivia’s head dropped.

“You misread my pain as fear.”  Dana cupped Olivia’s chin with her hand and lifted it so they were looking eye to eye.  “I know what you are thinking.  You are not him, you never will be.  I’m not afraid of you Olivia.  I could never be afraid of you.”

An hour later, after promising to be completely open with each other about what they were feeling, lest their relationship crumble to ruins; Dana was letting the hot water run down her back and had her eyes closed when she felt a hand slip between her legs.  She smiled as she opened her eyes to see Olivia standing in front of her.  Olivia pulled her into a passionate kiss, as she expertly brought her to climax.  

They took turns helping each other get clean, and drying each other off.  Olivia then led Dana back to the bedroom.   Dana climbed into the clean bed and Olivia pulled her smaller body into the curve of hers.  She pressed her lips to Dana’s ear, “I think I love you.”

“It’s just the sex Detective.”  Dana replied.

“No, I know I love the sex.”  Olivia laughed.  “You’re the greatest in bed.  I’d hate to see how good you’d be if you were experienced.  But I really do think I love you.”

“Well, in that case…” Dana’s voice trailed off as she pulled Olivia’s arms tighter around her body.  “I am pretty certain I love you too, Liv.”

Finally contented, having made love, having felt love, and now sharing a bed, the two women drifted off to sleep.

“Nooooo!”  Dana’s screams pierced through the dark of night.  Olivia was immediately torn from her own peaceful sleep at the sound.  She looked across the bed at the still sleeping red head.  Her body was tense and she was whining the word no, over and over again.

Olivia reached over and touched her shoulder.  “Dana, wake up.”  When she didn’t respond she shook her.  “It’s just a dream honey, wake up.”

Dana rolled towards her.  “Did I wake you?”

Olivia nodded.  “Yes.  Want to tell me about it?”

“No.”  Dana curled up against her body, and Olivia couldn’t help but pull her into her strong embrace.

“It’s ok.”  Olivia reassured her, as she rubbed small circles into her back.  She slowly rocked the smaller woman in her arms.

Dana wished she hadn’t forgiven Alex; at least then her nightmares would only be plagued with visions of Olivia’s mangled and tortured body.  Not that those visions weren’t bad enough, but now the serial killer in her dreams was killing everyone.  Tonight she had walked into a room with several naked and headless bodies.  The first two bodies had been male and as she made it further into the chilly basement she came across three female bodies.  She heard a sound and turned, sweeping the area with her gun and flashlight.  The image still burned at the back of her eyes.

Olivia held her even tighter as she began to shiver.  “It’ll help to talk about it.”

Dana nodded and pulled herself away from Olivia.  “It’s really bad though.”

“I think I can handle it.”  Olivia smiled calmly into the darkness.

Dana told her how the dream began, and about hearing the noise.  “When I turned, there were heads against the wall.  The first one my beam landed on was Elliot, the second was Abbie.”  She swallowed the lump in the throat.  “Then I came to Alex, her beautiful hair was all matted with blood, and she was missing an eye.”

She cried for several minutes, and Olivia took hold of her hand.  She waited patiently for Dana to continue.  “I moved the flashlight a little further and Mulder was, the back of his head was bashed in.  I could see his brain.”

“It was just a dream Dana.”  Olivia squeezed her hand reassuringly.

“That’s not all.  The last head was yours.”  She pulled her hand away and covered her face.  “The pain in your eyes, it was so real.  And I heard the sound again.  I thought your bodiless head was trying to talk to me.  Something was moving behind your lips, but when your mouth opened a large gray rat climbed out.  I just couldn’t take it.  I can’t bear the thought of loosing you.”

Olivia pulled her back into her arms.  “I’m not going anywhere honey.  I’ll always be right here Dana.”

But they both knew it was a promise no one could keep.  There were too many unknowns in the world to ensure anyone was one hundred percent safe.

