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On with the show…..

When Scully stepped out of the elevator onto her floor, she saw the familiar figure of Detective Benson leaning against her door.  Her arms were folded across her chest, and she stared straight ahead.  “Can I help you?”

Olivia pushed away from the door as Scully approached, letting her arms drop to her side.  “Can we talk?”

Scully put the card key in the door and opened it.  “You need to call your partner, he’s worried about you.”

Olivia pulled out her cell phone and dialed.

Scully held the door open.  “Coming in?”

Olivia nodded and stepped inside.  “Hey Elliot.”

“Liv, where are you?”

“Taking care of something.”

“Are you going to be ok?”

“I hope so.”

“Alex and I are going to lunch, she wants to talk to you.”

“Have her call me later.”

“Are you coming back to the seminar?”

“Don’t look for me.  If I do, I’ll find you.”

Scully was in the bathroom when Olivia hung up, so she sat on the edge of the bed.  A few minutes later Scully came out with her skirt and hose in her hands, clad in jeans and her dress shirt.  She hung the skirt up and pulled out a three-quarter length black cotton shirt.  “You wanted to talk?”

Olivia tried not to stare as Scully unbuttoned her shirt; after all they were both women.  “Yeah.”

Scully turned slightly as she let her blouse fall to the floor, and pulled the other shirt on.

“You weren’t kidding about the tattoo.”  Olivia noted the snake on her left flank, along with the well-defined muscles of Scully’s back.  She could definitely hold her own.

“I wouldn’t have lied to you.”  Scully picked up the discarded blouse and hung it up.

“I know.”  Olivia said softly.  

“Look Detective Benson,” Scully spun around to face her.  The tone of her voice caused Olivia to jump.  “I don’t know what you’re afraid of, but it shouldn’t be me.  I don’t take my friendships lightly.”

Olivia didn’t say anything, and Scully lay on the unoccupied double bed, waiting for Olivia to do something.  Finally she spoke.  “I ‘m sorry Dana.”

The room fell silent again.  After few moments Scully spoke.  “Why?”

Olivia looked at her with confusion masking her face.

“What are you sorry for?”

Olivia looked at her watch.  “Are you going back to the seminar?”

“Hadn’t really planned on it.”

“I’m starved, you?”

Scully shook her head no.  “You’re avoiding my question.”

“I am, let’s get out of here.”  

Scully didn’t move as Olivia stood up.  She walked over and sat beside her on the bed.  “I didn’t mean to hurt you this morning.”

“You said you didn’t tell me because you didn’t think we’d still be friends after this week, but you never told me why you did.”

“I did last night.  I trusted you.”

“You trusted me, but you didn’t think I’d still be your friend after this week?”

“My own insecurities.”  Olivia shrugged.

“I don’t take you as the insecure type.”

“Professionally I’m not.”  Olivia knew Scully was the same way.

“So what do you see happening when this week is over?”

Olivia shrugged.  

“Do you think we’ll just go about our lives as if we never met?  Do you think we’ll keep in touch, telephone calls, and email?  Or forget our friendship except at Christmas time?”

“I don’t know.”

“Ok.  Then what do you want to happen?”

“Look I didn’t invite you out last night, because you were in New York alone if that’s what you think.”

The phone rang, and Scully rolled to her side to reach for it.  Her stomach rested against Olivia’s thigh, and Olivia closed her eyes in thought for a moment.

“Scully.”

“It’s me.”

“Of course, who else would it be?”

“The unnamed detective.”

“No.”

“How come?”

Scully rolled her eyes.  “Did you call for a reason?”

The line went dead and Scully realized she had pulled the phone cord out.  “Opps!”  She giggled, moving away from Olivia’s thigh.  She plugged the phone back in.

“I’ve got to go to the bathroom, if my partner calls back could you answer it?”

“Um, sure.”  Olivia shrugged, and no sooner then Scully closed the door the phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Who is this?”

“Detective Olivia Benson, and I could ask you the same.”

“Special Agent Fox Mulder.  What’d you do to my partner?”

“What’s so special about you?”

“It’s a title, lemme talk to Scully.”

“She’s busy.”

“Are you the Detective she went out with last night?”

“Yes.”

“Well Detective Benson, you’d better watch your step with my partner or you’ll have to answer to me?”

“Is that a threat Agent Mulder?”  Olivia looked up as Scully came back into the room.

“That’s Special Agent Mulder, and it’s a promise Detective.”

“Mulder cut the crap.”  Scully was back on the line.  “And leave her alone.”

“I don’t want anyone hurting you.”

“I don’t need your help with this Mulder, now did you call for some reason other than harassing my friend?”

“I called to see how your lecture went, and to tell you to turn your cell phone on.”

“My lecture went great, you should have been here.  And I’ll turn my cell phone on when I’m ready to turn it on.”

“Skinner tried calling you.”

“What now?”

“He just wanted to see how things were going.”

“Well, I couldn’t have it on during the lecture.”

“But it’s still off.”

“Mulder, I’m in the middle of something.”

“Oh.”

“Don’t give me that!”

“What?”

“That hurt little boy act.  You know damn well you should have come up here with me this week.  Now just because you’ve got nothing to do in Washington, doesn’t mean you have to call me every five minutes to see if I’ve turned on my cell phone.”

“Sorry.”

“Mulder?”

“Bye.”

“Mulder!  Don’t hang up.”

“What?”

“I’m sorry.”

“I just miss you.  I mean I haven’t seen your ugly mug since you left the office on Friday.”

“Ugly mug?”

“If I said anything else you might nail me for sexual harassment.”

“Oh, you’d love that wouldn’t you?”

“When can I call back?”

“I don’t know, try my cell around ten tonight.  But if anything comes up it’ll be on after I hang up.”

“Anything?”

“Anything important.  Don’t call because you’re OJ is expired.”  Scully hung up and reached for her cell phone.  “Sorry Olivia, my partner can be a little too protective sometimes.” 

“You think?”

“We’ve been through a lot together.”  That was the understatement of the century.  “I think you and I are on the same page.”

“We are?”

“I don’t take my friendships lightly.  So either we’re in this for the long haul, or we say goodbye now.”

“Ok.”  Olivia stood up and started to walk away.

“What, you’re not even going to say good bye?”

Olivia ignored her as she pulled Scully’s coat out of the closet and tossed it to her.  “Nope.  Let’s go eat.”

She couldn’t help but smile as she pulled on her coat.  Olivia was grinning from ear to ear.  

Scully drove the bureau rental she had for the week, and they decided to just go back to Olivia’s house and order Chinese.  

Olivia changed into jeans and a Sienna sweatshirt, when she came out Scully was shutting the door.  “That was quick.”

“They knew you were hungry.”  Scully sat the bags down on the coffee table.  There was enough to feed and army.  They’d ordered sweet and sour chicken, general Tao’s chicken, beef and broccoli, egg rolls, and fried rice.  When they opened their fortune cookies they’d barely made a dent in all the food.  Olivia started laughing when she read hers.

“What’s so funny?”

“We have this tradition, kind of carried over from my college days.  Anytime you read your fortune, you add in bed at the end.”

“So what’s your fortune?”

“You will make a lifetime friend.”  Olivia couldn’t add the in bed part when she read it to Scully.

“Well,” Scully sighed.  “I don’t know about the in bed part, but the rest of it’s true.”

“What’s yours say?”

“It’s pretty broad.  Interesting things will happen.”

“In bed.”  Olivia added with a smile.  There was that tongue snaking between her lips again.  Olivia started gathering the half eaten containers of food.

“Let me help you.”

“I’ve got it.  I’m just going to toss it in the fridge.”

They were sitting on the couch talking, when there was a knock at the door.  Olivia looked at the clock above her entertainment center it was just after seven.  Had they been talking that long?

Olivia got up to answer the door.  “Alex, what are you doing here?”

“I was worried about you, when you didn’t come back.”

“I just had some things to take care of.”

“I’m sorry, you’ve got company.  I didn’t mean to interrupt.”  Alex had changed out of the dress suit she was wearing earlier in the day.  She was wearing a blue Lycra shirt and jeans.  Olivia thought she looked wonderful.

“You’re not interrupting.  Dana and I were just talking, join us.”  Olivia almost pulled her into the apartment.  “Let me take your coat.  Make yourself comfortable.”

“Hi, Alex.”  Dana blushed slightly, and Olivia wondered if she should have invited Alex in after all.

“I enjoyed your lecture today.”  Alex commented as she settled in to the armchair.

“Thanks.  I really wish I’d had more time.  To be honest, I could spend the whole week doing lectures and still feel I needed more time.  There are so few ME’s out there with the proper forensic training.  Of course I think the major US cities are the lucky ones, because they can afford to hire the best.”

“Our ME is pretty competent.”  Olivia curled her right leg under her as she sat back on the couch.  

“What’s her take on the ‘inherited rape’ gene?” Scully asked.

Olivia looked at Alex and shrugged.  “I don’t think we asked her when it came up.”

“No.”  Alex said thoughtfully.  “I was shocked they tried to pull that one.”

“How did the jury find?”

“Guilty,” Olivia answered before Alex could.  “I sat in on the case, but a lot of people bought the inherent gene.”

“I think evil is taught.”

“How can you explain someone who doesn’t grow up around a such behavior doing these things?”

“Olivia, I don’t think I need to tell you there is evil everywhere.  You turn on the TV, walk down the street, kids in school.  Don’t even get me started.”

“But what makes one person a rapist and another not.  Or one person violent and another not?”

“It’s a choice.  We chose to do good, or not.”

“Right.”  Alex spoke up.  “I was reading a report where this guy tried to use the gene defense in the murder of his wife.  His father was abusive; therefore he was abusive.  The defense attorney also tried to blame environment, but the guy had a brother who was a year younger.  Grew up under the same circumstances and he had never been violent.”

The phone rang and Olivia reached over to answer it.  “Hello?”

“I’ll be right down.”  She hung up.  “That was dispatch, I’ve got to go.”

Scully stood up, but Olivia stopped her.  “Please stay here ‘til I get back.  It’s got to be more comfortable than your hotel room.”

“I’ll stay and keep you company for a little while.”  Alex offered.

“Thanks Alex.”  Olivia smiled as Scully sat back down.

“I thought Elliot was first call tonight?”  Alex asked while Olivia put her holster back on.

“He’s already out on a call.”

“Two scenes?  Guess I’ll be busy tomorrow.”  Alex sighed.

“I’ll call if I’m going to be later than ten.”  Olivia shut the door behind her.

“I hate that.”  Scully mumbled.

“Getting called out to a scene?”

“Yeah, except my partner tends to do it in the middle of the night, and it isn’t always a clear cut crime.”

“What do you mean?”

“My partner has a thing for the paranormal.  We get a lot of difficult to explain cases.”

“Paranormal, aliens, ghosts and such?”

“That would be it.”

“Do you believe that stuff?”

“Not entirely.  My partner would tell you I am a one hundred percent bonafide skeptic.  But I’ll admit I’ve see things over the years that I can’t deny.  I can’t explain them with science, but I still can’t deny them.”

They talked about their education backgrounds, work history, and family.  At ten o’clock both Olivia’s house phone and Scully’s cell phone started ringing.  “I’ll get Olivia’s.”

Scully nodded as she pulled her mobile out.  “Scully.”

“It’s me.”

“Mulder?”

“Were you expecting the pope?”

“You sound funny.”

“I think I coming down with a head cold.”

“Maybe that’s it.”

“So, are you with the detective?”

“No, the ADA.”  Scully watched as Alex talked on the phone.

“And is the ADA male or female?”

“Are you jealous Mulder?”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

“And you’re avoiding mine.”

“Answer mine so I can answer yours.”

“Is that anything like ‘show me yours and I’ll show you mine'?”  Scully watched Alex hang up.

“Come on Scully.”  He pleaded.  “Give me a name at least.”

“Female Mulder, ok?”

“Ok, and I am not jealous.”

“And if I’d said male?”

“We’d have to talk.”

“Give it up Mulder.  You’ve got your videos and I’ve got,” Scully stopped short.

“What have you got Scully?”

“Nothing, I’ve got nothing.”

“Hey, I didn’t mean to upset you.”  Mulder apologized, hearing her heart break over the line.  “Besides you’ve always got me.”

“That’s the problem Mulder.”

“What?”

“Nothing.  I’ve got to go, Alex just got a call and she’s waiting for me to hang up.”

“What happened with Olivia?”

“Everything’s cool, so you’d better leave her alone.”  Scully warned, then her tone softened.  “She’s out on a call.”

“Ok, I’ll let you go.”

“That was Elliot.”  Alex announced,   “He was calling to say Olivia was on her way home.  I need to go though, early morning with all tonight’s criminal activity.”

“I understand.  It’s been fun getting to know you.”

“Same here.”  Alex smiled as she pulled on her coat.

It wasn’t long before Olivia came in the door and forced a smile.  “Hey.”

“Hey.”  Scully returned with concern.  Olivia’s sweatshirt was missing and she was in a scrub shirt from Mercy General.  “I need to get out of these clothes and get a shower.” 

“Ok.”

“Are you staying the night?”

“I hadn’t planned to.”

“Could you?”  Olivia bit back against the tears that threatened to spill from her eyes.

“Sure.”

“The pajamas you wore last night are still on my dresser.”

Scully nodded.  She changed while Olivia was in the bathroom, and as she passed the door she thought she heard Olivia crying in the shower.  Ten minutes later Olivia walked in with wet hair clinging to her forehead, and sat down on the couch.  A couple of minutes passed before Scully spoke.  “Do you want to talk about it?”

“It was a hard call, and Elliot thinks the scenes are related.”  Olivia was almost running on automatic.  “He arrived on scene and the ME estimated the time of death as four pm.  The body was a ten-year-old girl, throat was slit, and she was dumped.  There were signs of rape.  When I arrived at the second scene the victim was still alive.”

She stopped, the vision of the innocent child still fresh in her mind.  Red hair, not unlike Scully’s and the most hauntingly crystal green eyes she’d ever seen.  “She was five.  Her neck was slit, but not as deep as the first victim.  There was nothing we could do.  The paramedics arrived seconds after I did.”

Scully slid to the center cushion of the couch, and slid a comforting arm around Olivia’s shoulders.  She lost it, and the tears made rivers down her cheeks.  “She bled out, right there, in my arms.  I couldn’t do anything.”

Olivia rolled over and fell off the couch.  She muffled an “ouch,” and looked around.  She’d done it again, cried her self to sleep in Scully’s arms.  They’d spent another night on the couch, which was too short for Olivia to stretch out on alone.  The phone rang, and Olivia picked it up.  “Hello?”

“Hey, I was just calling to see if you were up.”

“I’m, yeah, I’m up.”  She looked at Scully who was stirring on the couch.  She put her hand over the receiver.  “Sorry, didn’t mean to wake you.”

“You’re fine.”  Scully smiled, realizing the thud she’d heard was Olivia hitting the floor.

“Is Dana there?”

“Yeah, she is.”

“You know if she’s not busy the rest of the week, we could use and extra person on the case.  Munch and Fin caught another case yesterday afternoon.”

“I’m not going to ask.”  Olivia watched Scully make her way to the bathroom.

“How are you doing this morning?”

“I’m fine.”

“Ok, well I’ll see you at the office.”

Olivia hung up and went to the kitchen to heat up water for hot chocolate; Scully joined her when she was finished in the bathroom.  “Coffee, or hot chocolate?”

“Hot chocolate’s fine.”

“Good, cause I don’t have any coffee.”  Olivia smiled.  “It looks like I’m not going to make the rest of the seminars this week after all.”

“I kind of figured, duty calls.”

“It does.”

“You know, I don’t want to over step my bounds here, but if you could use an another person on this.”

“I couldn’t ask you to put yourself through this.”

“You’re not asking, I’m offering.  I am sure my supervisor would loan me to your department for the duration of the case.  Besides, I’ve worked some pretty horrific child abduction cases before.”

“I’ll talk to the Captain, see what he says.”

“I don’t need the FBI coming in and trying to tell me how to run a case.”  Cragen glared out the door at the agent.  “You of all people.”

“It’s not like that Captain.  She doesn’t want to take over.  You know all the feds aren’t jerks.”

“All the ones I’ve dealt with have been.”  Cragen opened the door.  “Agent Scully?”

Scully entered the office and was offered a seat.  She glanced at Olivia as she sat down.  “What is your interest in this case agent?”

“I’m just a warm body.  All I want to do is help you and your team if you need it.”

“Just to help out?”

“This is your case, I’m just here on loan.”

“The last guy the FBI ‘loaned’ us is still hanging out here.”

“Dr. Huang?”  Scully inquired.

“Yes.  But he is quite an asset.”

“Well, that’s all I hope to be on this case.”

“Fine, we’re wasting time here.”  Cragen led the way to the Squad room.

“Who’s the babe?”  Munch asked, a little louder then he meant.

“”Detective Munch, this is Special Agent Scully.  She’s here to help Elliot and Olivia with their case.”

“It’s a conspiracy.”  He mumbled his hello.

“You want to talk conspiracy, I’ve got a partner you’d have a field day with.”

“Really?”  Munch asked.

“Don’t get him started.”  A detective with a ponytail held out his hand.  “I’m Odafin Tutuola, they call me Fin.”

“Nice to meet you.”  Scully returned the hearty handshake, as Elliot hung up the phone.

“We’ve got another DB.”  It was late morning.

“That’s three in under twenty-four.”  Cragen pointed out.  “ME could probably use a hand.”

“I’m on it.”  Scully replied, “Just point the way.”

“You can ride with us, and meet her there.”  Elliot grabbed his coat and keys.

“What’ve you got?”  Olivia asked as they approached the ME.

“Ten to eleven year old girl, slashed neck, no rigidity, signs of sexual trauma.”

“Could you use some help in the morgue?”  Elliot inquired.

“You volunteering?”

“Not in this life time.  Agent Scully here is –“

“I know who she is.”  Warner interrupted Elliot.  “I enjoyed your lecture yesterday, and if you’re offering your services I’d be glad to take them.”

“I am.”  Scully pulled on a pair of latex gloves.  “Mind if I take a look?”

“Not at all.”  She stood up to give Scully room.

Scully looked over the body.  “What was the condition of the other kids?  Any ID made?”

“No, we’re checking with missing persons, but there are a lot of kids out there.”  Elliot answered the second question.

“You can narrow it down to kids missing in the last twenty-four to forty-eight hours.”  The ME pointed out.  “The other two kids were well dressed, clean.  These aren’t street kids, or runaways.”

“My guess from this body,” Scully looked up.  “The perp is grabbing them, doing his thing and dropping them.  Doubt he has them for more than twelve hours.”

“Really?”  Olivia wasn’t sure if it was awe or disbelief she felt.

“What’s this?”  Agent Scully rolled the arm.  “Did you notice puncture wounds in any of the other victims?”

“You know, I did.  But wasn’t sure of the correlation.  The first vic had a puncture wound to the upper thigh; the second was in the deltoid area.  Still waiting for the tox report.”

Scully stood up.  “If we’re lucky they didn’t feel too much.”

Olivia shook her head.

“What is it Detective?”  Scully asked.

“That little girl last night, she was lucid.  Despite the blood loss, she knew what was going on.”

Scully nodded.

“We’re going to see if we can get an ID on any of these girls.”

“Ok.”  Scully left with the ME.

Several hours later Elliot and Olivia showed up in the autopsy bay.  “Where’s Warner?“

“I sent her to get lunch.  She was having a hypoglycemic attack, and I thought it best she take a break.  We got the tox screen back.”

“What’d you find?”  Olivia asked.

“You’re right, they are aware of what’s happening.  He’s injecting them with a paralytic drug used during surgery, so they can’t fight back.  The horrible thing is, they feel everything he does to them.  From reviewing the other bodies, and looking at this one, he repeatedly sodomized these girls.  He sloppy though, and the lab’s running his DNA as we speak.”

“You think it’s a doctor?”  Elliot stepped around Olivia.

“No, the cuts aren’t precise enough.  The first victim’s head was almost completely severed, a doctor or surgeon would be more exact in the cut.”

“We’ve identified them all.”  Elliot held up his folder.  “The first victim is ten year old Sandra Kesley.  She was last seen leaving for school yesterday.  Her parents reported her missing when she didn’t return home.  The school has her listed as absent.”

“The second victim,” Olivia picked up where he left off;  “Is five year old Starling Meadows, she was playing with her older brother and their new puppy in central park.  Mom turned her back for two seconds and she was gone.  That was around three yesterday afternoon.”

“This morning’s victim,” Elliot was speaking again, and Scully felt like she was watching a tennis match.  “Is eleven year old Brine Lampe.  Last seen this morning also on her way to school.”

“Different schools.”  Olivia anticipated Scully’s next question.

“Ok, let me finish up here and bring Warner up to speed.  I’ll meet you both back at the squad room in a couple hours.”

“I’ve got some new evidence and theories.”  Scully announced as she walked up to the whiteboard Olivia and Elliot were looking over.

“There are barely noticeable restraint marks on the wrists and ankles of all three vics.  Meaning he’s probably using padded restraints of some sort.  My theory is; he’s using the paralytic to abduct the girls virtually unseen.  He takes them back to his ‘place,’ does his thing, and dumps the bodies.”

“There’s nothing else we can do today.”  Elliot looked at his watch.  “I’m going home and I’m hoping I don’t get called.”

“See you Elliot.”  Olivia turned back to Scully.  “Dana, why don’t you just stay with me the rest of your time here?  I do have a pull out bed, not just a couch to sleep on.”

“I really couldn’t.”

“Sure you could.  Save the bureau some money and maybe they’ll buy better coffee for the next convention.”

Scully laughed.  “I don’t know.”

“Hotel rooms are boring, besides you don’t know anyone there.  Plus I’m closer to the precinct.”

“Fine, you twisted my arm.”

The next evening Scully sat on Olivia’s couch.  “If you were trolling for a victim, where would you go?”

“You mean, if I were the perp?”

“Uh, huh.”  Scully nodded, pulling a loose thread out of her jeans.

“This time of year, I’d go to Rockefeller Center.  Lots of kids there in the late afternoon, early evening.”

“Right, so you want to go trolling for a perp?”

“Sure.”  Olivia grabbed her keys.

“I’ll drive, let the FBI foot the bill.”  Scully grinned.

“I’m going to give Elliot a call, just to let him know what we’re thinking.”

“I’ll go warm the car up.”  Scully shrugged into her coat.

“’Kay.”

A few minutes later Olivia climbed into the car.  “It’s getting colder by the second.”

“I know.  What’d Elliot say?”

“He’s going to met us.”

“Talk, dark, and not handsome at two o’clock.”  Scully muttered to the duo flanking her.  “He’s been eyeing the brunette in the pink tutu.  She keeps smiling over at the young couple standing at 9 o’clock.  Most likely her parents.”

“He’s fingering something in his pocket.”  Olivia noted.

“I like him for it.”  Elliot stepped back and crossed behind Scully and Olivia.

“I’m going around the other way.”  Olivia headed around the rink, to head him off if he ran.  Scully followed several feet behind Elliot.

“Excuse me sir?”  Elliot grabbed the man’s left elbow with one hand and flashed his badge with the other.  “I just have a few questions.”

In one swift movement the man removed his right hand from his coat and before Elliot couldn’t pull away he felt the sharp sting of the hidden syringe.  In the momentary shock that followed, the suspect pulled free and headed toward the fifth avenue entrance.  Elliot was close behind, with Scully and Olivia on his heels.

When they reached Fifth Avenue, Elliot was close enough to reach out and grab him.  Unfortunately that’s exactly when the injection took hold of his body.  Olivia and Scully watched as Elliot’s body fell to the ground like a deflated balloon.

Luckily because of the cold, the sidewalk was fairly deserted and Scully pulled her gun.  “Freeze, Federal Agent I’m armed.”

Olivia dropped to her knees next to Elliot as a shot rang out into the night.  Olivia knew it wasn’t Dana’s gun.  Immediately Scully felt the sting in her upper arm.  “Stay with Elliot.  He’s armed, I’m going after him.”

“Dana, you’re bleeding.”  She looked up from Elliot and saw the glimmer of something wet on Dana’s coat sleeve.

“I’m fine.”  She started running in the direction he’d fled.

“Let him go.”  But Scully didn’t listen, and Olivia jerked her mobile phone out of its pocket.  “Damn it!  You’re going to be ok Elliot.”

She checked him out while waiting for dispatch to pick up the line, at least he wasn’t hit, but his respirations were shallow from the paralytic coursing through his system.  “This is Olivia Benson, Manhattan SVU we’ve got shots fired.  I need back up and two buses dispatched to the Fifth Avenue entrance of Rockefeller Center.  My partner encountered an unknown substance and is unable to move, an FBI agent may have taken a minor hit.”

“Help’s on the way Elliot just keep breathing.”  Olivia was expecting to have to start rescue breathing any minute, but he was still breathing when the paramedics loaded him.

“I got here as soon as I could.”  Cragen flashed his badge and pushed past a few uniforms until he got to Olivia.  “What happened?”

“We were playing a hunch, guy looked suspicious.  Elliot approached and there was a struggle, which is when I think Elliot was injected.  We reached the sidewalk and Elliot went down.  Agent Scully pulled her gun, announcing she was a federal agent and armed.  I heard a shot, she told me to stay with Elliot and went after him.”

“Speak of the devil.”  Cragen pointed to the red head that stood talking to a uniform.

“It’s SVU’s case.”  Scully saw Olivia and Cragen walking toward her.  “Captain Cragen, I lost him.”

Olivia could see Dana mentally kicking herself.  She’d been there before.  “You did your best.  You shouldn’t have gone after him with out back up, especially considering he was armed and had already fired off one round.”

“Yeah.”  Scully had been around Mulder too long and some things just came naturally.

“Were you hit?”  Cragen asked.

“No.”  Scully watched, as he looked toward the tear in the left arm of her coat.  “He got my jacket, that’s all.  How’s Elliot?”

“He’s en route to Mercy General.”  Olivia spoke up, eying Scully’s arm.  The lamplight was casting a funny shadow over it, and since the coat was black she thought maybe she’d imagined the blood earlier.

“Is there any way we can radio ahead?  I need to let the doctor know what he’s dealing with.  If they can avoid intubating Elliot, it’ll be best for everyone.”

“Yeah.”  Cragen got on the horn and in a few seconds handed the radio to Scully.  “It’s Dr. Randolph, he’s talking with the medics in route.”

“Dr. Randolph this is Dr. Scully, I’m with the FBI.  Detective Stabler was most likely injected with Pancuronium Bromide maximum duration is 120 to 160 minutes.  If it would affect his respiratory muscles my suggestion would be to manually ventilate until the effects wear off.  Thanks, we’re on our way.”

She turned to look at Olivia.  “They are already manually ventilating him in the ambulance.  Dr. Randolph made no promises to keep him off the vent.  I told him we were on our way.”

Olivia nodded.   “I need to call Kathy.”

“I’ll call her.  You two go.”

“Thanks Cap.”  Olivia followed Scully who was already heading toward the car.

Olivia gave her directions to Mercy General.  Dr. Randolph met them in the waiting room.  “I had to intubate.  We don’t have the staff to manually ventilate.  I kept the pressure settings low, and I’ve given him mild sedative.”

“Yeah, I was thinking on the way over manually ventilating would be fine if it were shorted acting.  Unfortunately risk of hyperinflation increases with manual ventilation.  But recovery rate…”

“Like I said,” Dr. Randolph interrupted.  “I kept the pressures low.”

“Can I see him?”   Olivia questioned anxiously.

“Sure.  Follow me.”

“You coming.”  Olivia turned to face Scully.

“I need to take care of something, and someone needs to fill Cragen in when he gets here.”

Olivia nodded and headed down the hall.  Scully waited until she’d turned the corner to return to the car.  Her briefcase was in the trunk and she had some gauze and tape there.  Good thing her partner was a klutz.  After putting the paraphernalia in her coat pocket, she went back inside and found the bathroom.  She carefully removed her jacket and shirt.  The wound was deep enough she would have sutured it if it was on someone else, but steri-strips would have to do the trick.  She wiped the blood away with clean gauze and carefully pulled the edges of the wound together with the steri-strips.  She was lucky it was just a flesh wound.  She still didn’t know what she was thinking when she took off after the suspect alone.

She cleaned the blood off her jacket and dried it as best she could with the hand dryer.  When she returned to the waiting room Cragen was there talking to Olivia.

“Where were you?”  Olivia asked.

“Bathroom.”

Olivia eyed the hole in Scully’s jacket again.  She still could have sworn she saw blood earlier.  “Kathy’s mom is going to stay with the kids, and she’s on her way here.”

“How’d you sleep?”  Olivia asked as Scully sat up on the sofa bed.

“Fine.”  She moved her leg a little so Olivia could sit down.

“You lied to Cragen and you lied to me.”  Olivia stared at the blood that had soaked through the arm of Scully’s light blue pajama top.  

She followed Olivia’s gaze.  “Yes, I lied to Cragen.  I didn’t lie to you.  You never asked.”

“I didn’t think you would lie to Cragen.”

“Normally I wouldn’t.  It’s just a scratch, no big deal.” 

“Normally?  So why did you?”

“He doesn’t want the FBI coming in and taking over this case.  It goes on the record and that’s exactly what will happen.”

“Let me see it.”  Olivia reached forward.

“It’s nothing Olivia.”  Dana protectively pulled back.

“Dana.”   Olivia pulled out one of the voices she reserved for the interrogation room.  It didn’t seem to phase Scully, until Olivia grabbed her wrist.  “I want to see it.”

“Olivia, let go.”  Scully winced as pain shot through her upper arm.  

“Damn it, Dana!”  Olivia dropped her wrist.

After several minutes of uneasy silence, Scully reached up with her right hand and tried unsuccessfully to unbutton her top.  Olivia watched her struggle for a minute before leaning forward and taking over.  In a matter of seconds she had Scully’s shirt unbuttoned, she looked away as it fell open revealing bare flesh.  Scully reached up and slid the material down off her shoulder; it bunched at the crease of her elbow.  Olivia looked at the blood soaked dressing, reaching up and gently removing the tape.  Even under her tender touch, Scully jumped several times.

“Dana, it really needs to be sutured.  The steri-strips you put on aren’t holding it closed.”

“I-I can’t.”  Scully tried to pull her shirt back up, but Olivia put her hand on top of hers effectively stopping her.

“Why?”

“Because the hospital is required to report any gun shot wounds.”

“I have a friend, he owes me a favor.”

“What kind of friend?”

“An old boy friend, back from when I was still a beat cop.  He’s a doctor, he’ll do it.”

“What’d you do?”  Scully was intrigued.  She didn’t see Olivia as a crooked cop.

Olivia removed her hand from Scully’s.  “I pulled his daughter over, DUI, under age drinking, and marijuana possession.  Instead of hauling her in, I called him.  He promised to put her into a rehab, and get her help if I didn’t take her in.  So I let it slide.  Luckily it scared her enough, she’s been clean since.”

Scully nodded.

“So will you let me call him?”

“Yeah.  If you don’t mind I’m going to shower while you do that.”

Olivia was already searching her address book for his phone number and waved her on.  They were both showered and dressed by the time the doctor arrived.  “Rick Branner, this is Agent Dana Scully.  She’s also a doctor and your patient.”

“What happened?”  Rick asked as he pulled her blouse to the side.

“I was trying to dodge a bullet.”

“Trying is right.  Olivia, you know I have to report it.”  Rick pulled out his suture materials.

“I’m calling in that favor Rick.”

“You weren’t dodging one of Olivia’s bullets were you?”  He smiled before looking at the agent.

“No.”  Scully smiled.

“Then why not report it?”

“Long story.”

“I didn’t ask you twenty questions when I pulled Tara over.”  Olivia drew his attention.

Rick threw his hands up.  “Okay, but if anyone asks, you sutured it yourself.”

“Give me the thread and I will.”  Scully held out her hand.  She was completely serious.  “And skip the Lidocaine.”

Olivia’s jaw fell open.  

“I’ve got this one.”  Rick put the Lidocaine back in his bag.  “Are you sure?”

“Just sew me up doc.”

Rick removed the steri-strips and frowned before reaching into his bag.  “I’m going to have to use dissolving sutures inside.  It hit muscle.”

“Whatever you need to do.”  Scully wasn’t surprised; in fact it explained why it was hurting more than she thought it should.

He put four sutures into the muscle and another eleven to close up the wound.  “That should do the trick.”

“Thanks Rick.”  Olivia led him to the door.

“Think we could try it again, you and me?  You know, dinner?  A movie?”

“I think we’d better not.  I’ve actually got a current interest.”

“If it’s just an interest, it’s not in stone.”

“Not this time Rick.  Sorry.”

“Can’t blame a guy for trying.”  He said his goodbyes, and closed the door.  

The day was routine, except for Olivia and Scully going by the hospital to check on Elliot.  He was chomping at the bit to go home, and the nurses were thrilled when Dr. Randolph came to the floor with discharge papers.  “We’re going to head back to the precinct.  If you need anything give me a call.”

“I will, you two be careful.”  Elliot had waved as they left together.

There were no new victims, which was a relief.  They kept going over the scenes and every time came up empty-handed.  Frustrated at the end of the day, they left much the same way the had come in, knowing nothing more than what the guy looked like.

That night Olivia cooked pasta with a marinara sauce, and they had a quiet evening just getting to know each other better.  At five am a call pulled them both from sleep, another body had been found.  Scully told them not to wake Warner; she would take care of the body.  Pulling on a pair of jeans and borrowing one of Olivia sweatshirts, they went out into the frigid January temperatures.

“She looks to be about six or seven.  Throat is slashed like the others.”  Scully was searching the body as she talked.  “I’m not finding a puncture mark, but I don’t really have good light.  I’ll know more when I do the autopsy.”

In so many ways the little girl laying there looked like Emily, the daughter Scully had only known for a short time.  She told herself it was impossible and to get a grip.  When she stood up and Olivia asked her what was wrong, she brushed her off.

“Dana?”  Alex opened the door to the autopsy bay, where Scully was washing her hands.  “Olivia is helping Fin with a lead, she asked me to meet you for lunch.”

“Is it that time already?”  Scully looked at her watch.

Alex nodded.

“Ok.”  Scully smiled, and walked toward the ADA.

“I thought we’d go to the Golden Spoon, it’s a quaint little family owned place.”  Alex led her out to the street where she hailed a cab.

Quaint was right, Scully thought as they walked in.   There were a total of eight tables in a small room.

“I know it doesn’t look like much but the food here is delicious.”  Alex spoke quietly, leading her to a corner table.

“Not many people can do that.”  Scully’s voice was low.  It unnerved her slightly, that Alex could.

“Do what?”

“Read my expression.”

“You forget; I’m an ADA.  I’m trained to read people’s expressions.”  Alex returned as they sat across from one another.

“Then I’ll just remember not to let my guard down around you.”  She straightened her back.

Alex definitely couldn’t read the look Scully was giving her at the moment.  She looked away, not trusting her eyes not to wander, and picked up a menu.  “I’m not the enemy you know?”

“I never said you were, Alex. “  Scully picked up her own menu.  “I thought we were getting along wonderfully.”

“We were.”  Alex peered over her menu.

“I don’t normally care for lawyers, but DA’s and ADA’s can be a little less deceptive.  At least they are working for the right goal.”

“And what goal is that?”

“Justice.”  Dana gave her an inquisitive glance. 

“Are you trying to say you don’t trust me, Agent Scully?”  The tone of her voice was almost seductive.

“I know that look.”  Dana felt strangely intrigued by the vibe emanating from Alex.  Although she couldn’t figure out if the young ADA was flirting or if it was just part of her personality.  

“You didn’t answer my question.”  Alex ignored her last statement, as the waitress arrived.

“Can I take your order?”

“I’ll have the filet mignon, and raspberry lemonade.”  Alex handed the menu to the girl.

“I’ll take the roasted root vegetables, and ice water with lemon.”

“Would you like any meat with that?”

“No, thank you.”  Scully laid the menu on the edge of the table.  She waited until the waitress walked away before speaking.  “I trust you counselor.”

There was something about her tone that sent chills down Alex’s spine.  “Then why the statement about not letting your guard down?”

“Because I don’t let just anyone read me like a book.”  Scully smiled.  She prided herself on the fact that Fox Mulder was one of the few people who really knew what she was thinking or feeling, and even she could fool him.  “So what’s your excuse?”

“My excuse?”

“Yeah, your excuse.”  Scully refolded the cloth napkin on the table.  “You’re not easy to read either counselor.”

Alex shut her eyes and took a deep breath.  She wondered why it was such a simple title could send her world spinning.  A small smile tugged at her lips as she reopened her eyes.  “Dana, it’s Alex.”

Scully only slightly picked up on the effect it was having on her, so she backed off.  Alex was very attractive.  Even Dana wouldn’t deny that.  In fact if she were searching for a woman, Alex would definitely be on the list of candidates.  Of course, Scully wasn’t even sure if Alex was interested in women.  How could she be, when she wasn’t even sure about herself?

“My excuse?” Alex pulled her from her reverie.  “I’m just careful, have to be in my position.”

Scully nodded her understanding as their meals arrived.  Alex watched Scully as she ate, having feelings she’d only felt for two other women before now.  Their meals out of the way, Alex took it upon herself to order dessert.  “You’ll absolutely love it.”

Scully eyed the mint mousse when it arrived.  It was a pale green with chocolate sauce drizzled on top.  “It looks like…”

“Don’t ruin it, just try it.”  Alex pushed her spoon towards Scully who to her surprise accepted it.

“Mmmm.”  Scully closed her eyes, all earlier visions of infectious ooze wiped from her thoughts.

“Love it?” 

Scully opened her eyes, blushed lightly and nodded before picking up her own spoon.  When they finished dessert, she excused herself to the bathroom. Alex paid the entire bill and followed.  She was leaning lightly against the wall when Scully came out of the stall to wash her hands.

“I took care of the bill.”

“How much do I owe you?” Scully dried her hands, tossing the paper towel into the wastebasket.

Alex shook her head and stepped forward, her hand reaching up to brush an errant strand of the red hair off Scully’s forehead.  Her skin was so soft, and before Alex could stop her self she felt the other woman’s lips on hers.  They were so warm and soft. 

Scully stood there slightly stunned, not sure what to do.  She hadn’t seen it coming, although maybe if she were honest with the whole situation, she had.  It actually would have been great if it hadn’t been for the other people in her life at the moment.

 Alex could still taste the hint of mint on them.  It was at that moment someone else’s image popped in her head, and she pulled away.  “I’m sorry.”

Scully licked her bottom lip, more out of habit then anything.  “I – uh.”

“No, I shouldn’t have.”

“I’ve never kissed another woman.” Scully finished as if Alex hadn’t spoken.  

“You don’t have to say anything.  I’ve always been attracted to both sexes, and I don’t know what came over me.  Some people just have that effect.  I hope this doesn’t make things awkward between us.”

“Please, let me finish.”  Scully’s eyes pleaded with her.  “It’s not that I don’t find you attractive, because I do.  It’s just – it’s...”

“There’s someone else?”  

“Yeah.”

“Does he know?”  Alex looked away.

“It’s really complicated Alex.”  The melancholy in her voice caused Alex turn back toward her.

“Walk back to my office with me, you look like you need to talk about it.”

Scully nodded and the two women retrieved their coats in silence, before entering the cold streets of New York.  A cab pulled up and they got in.  The ride was short and before she knew it, Scully was sitting in Alex’s office.  “Who is it?”

“That’s the complicated part Alex.”  Scully looked at her hands folded neatly in her lap.  “It was my partner, but I’ve met someone recently.  I can’t explain it, but the feelings I had for him are only a fraction of what I feel for this person.  I didn’t think I could feel anymore deeply for someone than I did for him.”

“This other person, it’s a friend of mine?”

Scully nodded quietly.  A loud rap sounded on the door behind her.

“Come in.”

“Oh, there you are.”  It was Olivia, and Scully turned to meet her.  “Cragen wants us in his office at two, and Kathy called.  Elliot’s driving her crazy, she’s wishing Cragen hadn’t made him take sick leave.”

Scully smiled.  

“Olivia, can you give us a minute?”  Alex looked at her watch.  “If you’re late meeting Cragen, blame me.”

“He’s not Mr. Punctuality.”  Olivia smiled before closing the door on the two most beautiful women she knew.

“I’m not going to guess which of my friends you’ve got an interest in.  I’m just going to tell you to watch your step.”

“Are you threatening me Ms. Cabot?”  Why did that question sound so familiar?

“No, Dana.  It’s just a warning.”

Scully scoffed slightly, before standing to join Olivia in the hall.  “What was that about?”

“I’m still trying to figure it out.”  Scully pulled her coat on as they walked toward the elevator.  

“What’d she say?”

“Nothing of importance.”  Scully forced a smile, and tried to push the warning out of her mind.

