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A Question of Why, Part I





Prologue








Georgetown Memorial Hospital


Present Day








"Because I can."





Those three words tumbled endlessly in his brain.  His eyes twitched behind closed lids, his body jerking beneath the sheets of the hospital bed.  Images of the last few days assaulted his mind.  The bright, white room, the mad doctor, Scully curled on the floor in pain…





Mulder lunged up in the bed, arms screaming with the effort, the veins in his neck knotted cords, sweat beading on his forehead.  He bellowed her name, forcefully.





"SCULLY!!!"





Hands were there then, pushing him firmly back onto the mattress.  A nurse spoke soothing words, bathing his forehead with a cool cloth.  He struggled against the hands that held him down, but it was useless.  They were too strong, and he was too weak.  He chanted her name, over and over again, like a litany, until the words ran together.





"Scullyscullyscullyscullyscully…"





Mulder became aware of Skinner, somewhere in the room.  He craned his neck, eyes rolling frantically, trying to see him.





Skinner’s voice was firm.  He managed to make his words both an order, and a matter-of-fact statement meant to alleviate Mulder’s distress.  "Agent Mulder, calm down.  She’s here."





Mulder felt a prick on his arm, and his eyes became heavy.  His head sank back down on the pillow; he was unable to hold it up.  His body slowly relaxed.





His next word was whispered as he descended into blackness.





"Scully."





***





Washington, D.C.


State Courthouse


Three Days Earlier








Mulder stepped out of the men’s room and headed down the long hallway back to Scully, who was talking to Agent Sue Storm of the Violent Crimes Unit.  They were several feet from the door of the courtroom where they and the other agents assigned to the case had spent the last four hours, observing the remainder of the trial of Jimmy Lee Corliss, convicted on six counts of murder in the first degree.





Mulder studied the two female agents as he walked towards them.  





Physically, they were as different as night and day.  Agent Storm was tall, almost six feet, with long, chestnut hair, twisted in a braid of sorts.  She was very attractive, with deep, dark brown eyes, but Mulder found his glance straying back to his partner.  Scully’s red hair was in its normal short bob, and she was wearing her usual attire of a business suit, in charcoal gray today.  Nothing had changed in her appearance, but for some reason lately, he had been seeing Scully with new eyes.  He admitted to himself that the kiss they had shared on New Year’s Eve probably had something to do with it.  It had been a chaste kiss, a pleasant kiss, the lips of two friends meeting to celebrate the continuance of life, and their shared memories of the past.  There had been no declarations of love or great passion, and both had walked away comfortable with what had just occurred.  But things had become different.





As Mulder neared, he realized he was not the only man who found the two female agents pleasing to the eye, noting several men giving them the once over with approving looks as they passed by.  Both Scully and Agent Storm appeared oblivious to the attention.





Scully’s eyes flicked briefly to meet his as he came up behind them, and he saw weariness there, mixed with relief that the trial was finally over.  Mulder knew the same could be seen in his eyes as well.





Corliss, an ex-convict before the outcome of this trial, had gone seeking revenge on those


"who done him wrong".  He had brutally tortured and murdered a former buddy of his who had testified against him on an attempted murder charge four years ago, two witnesses to that same charge, and the original investigating officer, as well as his former lawyer and his probation officer.  Both he and Scully had been temporarily assigned to the VCU to help apprehend Corliss, an unknown suspect at the time.  It had been through their diligent work and Mulder’s psychological profile that Corliss had first been identified and then later arrested.





Mulder was thankful it was all over.  The hours spent on the Corliss case had been long and arduous, and he had spent most of them immersed in the brutal life of their suspect.  He shook his head to banish the images of that life that tried to form in his mind.  He wanted nothing more than to sink his teeth into a good, old-fashioned X-file.  He stood, just behind Agent Storm, across from Scully, hands jiggling in his pockets, toying with the few sunflower seeds left from his afternoon snack.  He smirked to himself as he remembered Scully shooting daggers at him with her blue eyes as he carefully shelled them in the courtroom.  





He was anxious to go home, get a bite to eat, and collapse on the couch.  Maybe even watch a movie, one of the ones that weren’t his.





Mulder absently watched the people streaming out of the courtroom.  It always amazed him that so many people came willingly to these kinds of trials, as if it were some kind of entertainment.  Of course, the trial had been highly publicized, and the attention of the media seemed to draw people out of the woodwork.





He glanced at Scully again and saw her looking at him, a plea in her eyes.  Save me.


He nodded slightly, shifting his eyes in Agent Storm’s direction, one brow raised slightly.  Message received.





Mulder stepped forward, about to place his hand on the other agent’s shoulder, but froze in mid-action when he spied someone staring at them from behind Scully.  It was an older man, about Mulder’s height, with bespectacled eyes, and wearing a tweed coat.  He clutched a notepad and pen in his hands and was watching them quite avidly, his eyes darting from Scully to himself.





Mulder groaned inwardly, convinced the man was a reporter, and decided it would be prudent to make his move now.  Laying his hand lightly on Agent Storm’s shoulder, he leaned in and murmured, "We need to be going, Agent Storm.  Assistant Director Skinner wanted to meet with Agent Scully and I as soon as we were finished here."  He lied smoothly, with absolutely no guilt whatsoever.





Agent Storm turned to face him and over her shoulder Mulder could see Scully’s blue eyes widen in shock at his blatant lie for just a moment.  A small, reticent smile crossed her lips and she shook her head slightly, looking away, but not before Mulder saw amusement replace the shock.





"I understand, Agent Mulder," Agent Storm replied, her voice low and melodious.  She reached out and touched his hand lightly.  "Maybe we can get together another time and…discuss the case."  She made no move to include Scully, who had turned away slightly.  He was sure he saw Scully roll her eyes. 





The deliberate pause in her sentence had him adjusting his shirt collar with one finger and shifting on his feet. He smiled nervously, and answered with a non-committal, "Uh-hmm."





Scully and Agent Storm exchanged final pleasantries, and then the dark-haired agent made her way back inside the courtroom, presumably to collect her partner, with one last lingering look at Mulder.





Mulder grasped Scully’s elbow to guide her down the hallway towards the elevator, his hand almost immediately dropping away to return seconds later to the small of her back.





Scully barely managed to control her shiver.   It was amazing what one simple touch from his hand could do to her.  She continued walking, confident Mulder had not noticed her reaction, willing her thoughts away from the warmth centered on one spot on her back.





 Mulder glanced behind them, but could no longer see the reporter who had been watching them in the crush of people now exiting from another courtroom.  He was thankful, for he did not deal with reporters very well.





He felt Scully’s eyes on him as they walked, and looked down to see her watching him musingly.  He bent his head down when she opened her mouth to speak.  He could hear the laughter in her voice as she commented, "Spooky Mulder and the Invisible Girl.  Interesting combination."





Mulder could not keep the surprise of his face and heard her pleased chuckle.  "Mulder, I do have two brothers, remember?  I even read some of their Fantastic Four comic books on occasion.  I’m surprised you held back all this time, though, Mulder."





Mulder looked sheepish all of a sudden and she raised an eyebrow at him.  "Well, actually," he began, clearing his throat.  "I made one, tiny little joke when her partner introduced us and I swear, Scully, her look could have froze me solid.  Kind of like some of your looks, actually."  He muffled a grunt when she jabbed him in the ribs, and had to double-step to get back in stride.





Scully shot him another look and continued, "Seriously though, Mulder, I think Agent Storm was more than a little interested in you."





They had reached the elevators by then, and joined the people already waiting there.





Mulder only shrugged his shoulders and quietly said, "She’s not my type."





The elevators opened with a muted ding, and Scully lost the opportunity to ask him exactly who was his type as they stepped inside.  She was curious, and slightly gratified that he was not interested in the lovely Agent Storm.  She resolutely pushed that thought away, telling herself it was none of her business whom Mulder dated.





The elevator stopped at the underground parking garage and they made their way to Mulder’s car.  Mulder opened his door, climbed inside, and stretched over to unlock Scully’s door.





Scully climbed in, placed her things on the floor, and sank into her seat with a sigh.  She reached tiredly for her seatbelt and snapped it into place.  Mulder followed suit a moment later, and started the car.





***





Mulder’s Car


Washington, D.C.





There was a comfortable silence in the car as they drove.  Each knew the other was tired, and the day too long for idle conversation.  Nor did they want to discuss the case, knowing they would be meeting with A.D. Skinner first thing in the morning for just that purpose.





Scully relaxed further into her seat, rolling her head from side to side to ease the stiffness of her neck.  She wished she could ask Mulder for a neck rub, but held back shyly.  She knew he would agree immediately and was almost tempted to ask him up to her apartment when he dropped her off.  She mentally shook her head, chiding herself at her thoughts.  Out of the corner of her eye she saw Mulder reach up with one hand to rub at his own neck.  She could reciprocate, she thought, and then told herself firmly to stop.





The traffic was reasonably heavy at this time, the early evening rush of commuters heading home at the end of the workday, but Mulder skillfully navigated the streets and in no time he was pulling the car up in front of her building.





Mulder watched as Scully unbuckled her seat belt and gathered her briefcase and purse from the floor.  She opened the door and turned her head to look at Mulder.  "Goodnight, Mulder.  See you tomorrow."  Throwing him one last tired smile, and receiving one in return, she climbed out of the car and shut the door.





She headed towards the front door of her building, conscious of Mulder watching her go.  She could not remember when he had begun doing that, waiting for her to get safely inside, and found she had come to depend on it.  It made her feel safe and cherished.





Mulder sat, the engine idling, and watched Scully go up the walk and inside the building.  He knew she was perfectly capable of taking care of her self, but felt better when he could see her get inside, and the lights of her apartment come on.





The lights did come on a few minutes later, and Mulder saw Scully silhouetted in one of the windows.  Her hand parted the curtains and then lifted in a wave, and he flicked the headlights once in response before slowly pulling from the curb.  He drove towards his apartment and was startled some time later by the large growl that emanated from his stomach.  He recalled with a groan that Papa Mulder’s cupboard was bare, and pulled into the market halfway between his building and Scully’s.





Parking the car, he jogged to the entrance and scooped up a basket.  He nodded at the evening clerk, a young guy named Dennis, who responded with a friendly, "Hey, Mr. Mulder!" 





Mulder walked the aisles quickly, grabbing items here and there, and dropping them in the basket.  Realizing he had forgotten to grab some milk, he went back to the dairy section and grabbed a carton.  At the checkout, he grabbed several packages of sunflower seeds; he was getting low on those too.





Dennis rang his purchases through with efficiency, their conversation light and easy.  The clerk bagged Mulder’s things and handed them over with one last smile.  Mulder tossed a wave over his shoulder and headed out.





Mulder stopped in front of his car, fumbling for his keys. He pulled them out of his pocket finally, with a grunt.  He juggled his grocery bags awkwardly, bending his knees slightly to try and fit the key in the lock.  He sensed someone coming up behind him and started to turn his head.  He felt a prick in his arm, the one holding the groceries, followed by a stinging sensation.





The groceries slid from his suddenly weak arm, falling to the ground, the sharp crash of a breaking glass jar loud in the nearly empty parking lot.  His knees buckled, and he followed suit, crumpling to the ground.





His eyes felt heavy, and he blinked slowly, his cheek pressed into the gravelly pavement.  A figure crouched down beside him and just before he slid into darkness, Mulder blurrily recognized the reporter from the courthouse, the one who had been watching him and Scully.





<Scully> he thought, and then there was nothing.





***





Mike’s Market


Parking Lot








The man, who was not a reporter, glanced around quickly.  The area was quiet, but he did not know for how long.  He picked up the fallen man’s keys and tried several before he finally opened the car door.





He reached in and unlocked the back door of the sedan.  Pulling it open, he awkwardly lifted the unconscious man, and alternately pushed and tugged him into the back seat of the car, omitting occasional grunts as he labored.  Finally, Agent Mulder was all the way in, and the man made sure the agent’s feet were clear before he shut the door.





With another quick look around, he climbed into the driver’s seat, started the car, and drove away.





Not five minutes after the man had driven off, Dennis, the evening clerk from the market, came out through the employee door at the side of the building for a quick smoke.  The store was empty, and he knew it might be his only chance until after hours.





He lit his cigarette and inhaled deeply, the tip glowing brightly in the darkness.  He exhaled slowly, tipping his back to blow smoke rings into the sky.





When he finally straightened, his gaze was caught by the glimmer of white, and what looked to be spilled groceries.  With a quick look around, he jogged over and studied the mess on the ground.  He immediately recognized the items as having been those purchased by Mr. Mulder, the really cool FBI guy, when he spotted the bags of sunflower seeds lying amongst the other things.





Thinking Mr. Mulder must have gotten an important call and had to rush off, like that one time he was at the market a few months ago and had to abandon all his things in the checkout line, Dennis gathered them up as best he could, kicking the broken glass aside, and put them back inside the bags.





Flicking his cigarette butt away, he returned to the thankfully empty store, placing Mr. Mulder’s groceries behind the counter for safekeeping.  He immediately forgot all about them.





***





Dana Scully’s Apartment


Georgetown, D.C.





Scully watched as Mulder’s car pulled away from the curb and then turned away from the window with a tired sigh, the curtains fluttering shut as she did.  Flicking her computer on at her desk to check her e-mails, she then crossed the room to her answering machine while the computer booted up.  She had noticed the message light flashing when she had first entered, but had merely given it a quick glance as she walked to the window to wave at Mulder, dropping her coat, briefcase and purse on one end of the sofa as she had passed it.  She had also kicked off her heels with a relieved sigh, her toes wiggling with their newfound freedom.





There were two messages, both brief, and she pressed erase after listening to them, making a mental note to call her mother and her sister-in-law Tara later in the evening.  She returned to her computer and sat down, quickly accessing her e-mail.  She read through them, replied to one from a colleague from Quantico, and could not hold back her laughter at the sexually explicit joke from Frohike.  She deleted it when she was finished, shaking her head with a smile.  Although Mulder denied it vehemently, she knew he had given her e-mail address to the little man.  She did not mind really, but refused to let either one know she enjoyed the messages Frohike sent immensely.





That was the last of them, and she shut down her computer before rising with a small yawn, stretching her arms out and rotating her head from side to side to ease the kinks.





Scully was torn between a nice, hot bubble bath or having dinner, but decided the first order of business was to get out of her suit.  The waistband was cutting into her stomach, the holster and gun not helping much either, and she pulled her blouse out of her skirt, running her fingers under the band to pull it away from her flesh.  Her pantyhose were annoying her as well, and she inwardly cursed the man who had invented them as she went down the hallway to her bedroom.  Her stomach emitted a large, hungry growl, and she rubbed it, her decision made.  Comfortable clothes first, dinner next, and her bubble bath would have to come last.





Scully changed into her favorite pair of leggings, their heather gray colour faded from many washings, and pulled on her navy blue FBI Academy sweatshirt, fluffing her hands through her hair to neaten it.  She hung up the suit and tucked her blouse in the laundry bag she reserved for the dry cleaners, shivering with a brief chill as her bare feet encountered the cold, hardwood floor.  She grabbed a pair of white sweat socks from her drawer and sat on the edge of her bed to pull them on.  





The bed was soft, and very tempting.  It would be so easy to just lie back and sink into sleep.  Her stomach voiced its protest and she hauled herself to her feet with a weary sigh, picking her holstered gun up off the bed from where she had placed it as she undressed.  She placed it on her dresser, jammed her socked feet into her moccasin slippers, and trudged down the hall.





Hungry as she was, Scully really did not feel like fixing an elaborate meal, and eying the contents of her fridge, decided to make a sandwich and re-heat some of the soup her mother had made for her.





Preparations did not take long, and she was soon ensconced on the sofa in front of the television, enjoying her meal.  A mindless sit-com was playing, and she glanced at it occasionally, not really interested.  As she ate the last bite of her sandwich she remembered her mail that she had grabbed on her way up, and reaching over, plucked it from the side pocket of her briefcase where she had stuffed it.  She flicked through it, seeing nothing of vital importance.  She tossed it on the coffee table to deal with later, and finished the last of her soup.





Scully carried her dishes into the kitchen and tidied up.  She debated on whether or not to make a cup of tea and decided against it.  She really wanted that bath.





She went back into the living room and over to her large wooden armoire, where her stereo was.  Opening the doors, she flicked it on to one of her pre-set stations, one that played classical music, and turned it up a bit, liking the piece that was currently playing, although she did not know the composer.





Humming along as she went into the bathroom, she bent to turn the taps on for the tub, running the water for a few moments until it was hot, before plugging the drain.  She straightened and dried her hands on a towel, and then selected her favorite bubble bath from the assortment of bottles and tubes on the counter, pouring in a generous amount.





Scully stood there and stared mindlessly at the water filling the tub, at the multitude of bubbles that began to form.  She decided a glass of wine would be the perfect compliment to her relaxing bath and headed back to the kitchen.





Grabbing a goblet from the cupboard, she placed it on the counter and retrieved the wine bottle from the fridge.  She poured the glass full, placing the bottle on the counter, and lifted the wine to her mouth, taking a small sip.  It was cool and tart on her tongue.    She slowly walked back to the bathroom, carrying the wine glass with her.





The tub was pretty close to being full, and she took another sip of her wine before placing the glass down on the floor beside it, within easy reach.  She waited a few more seconds and then turned the taps off.  She was just about to peel her socks off when her phone rang.





Scully briefly considered ignoring it, and then thought, maybe it's Mulder…She darted into her bedroom, where her portable phone was resting on her night table.  She grabbed it on the fourth ring and gasped, "Scully," into the receiver.





She fully expected to hear Mulder’s warm chuckle at her hurried greeting, her heart beating just a little faster in anticipation, and was surprised when her mother’s voice responded.  "Hello, Dana.  Did I catch you at a bad time?"





Scully sank onto her bed, feeling a wave of disappointment that it was not Mulder, and replied, "Hi, Mom.  Actually, I was just about to have a bath."





She listened to her mother’s tinkling laugh from the other end and smiled to herself.  She heard her mother start to speak, "Well, I know how much you love your baths, so I..."





There was a knock at her door and she interrupted her mother with a quick, "Mom, I’ll call you back later, okay?  There’s someone at the door."





She clicked disconnect over her mother’s farewell, and tossing the phone onto her bed, moved quickly down the hall to the door. < Mulder> she was thinking.  He had also recently begun showing up unannounced more frequently, and often with take-out in hand.





Scully had a smile on her face as she opened the door, not bothering with the peep hole, ready to playfully chastise Mulder for interrupting her bath.





Her eyes barely registered the strange man pushing inside as she was suddenly forced back, feeling a sharp sting in her arm.  Her eyes blurred and the muscles in her legs turned liquid, dropping her to the floor.  The sound of the door closing echoed loudly in her ears, and her eyes drifted shut.  





One last thought lingered feebly…it’s not Mulder.





***





Dana Scully’s Apartment


Georgetown, D.C.








The man in the tweed coat stared down at Agent Scully for a moment, admiring the spill of her red hair fanning out on the floor where she lay.  With a start, he realized he needed to get moving and went back to her door.  He opened it enough to stick his head out and quickly looked both ways down the hall.





It was empty, so he swiftly bent down and grabbed Agent Scully around the waist, lifting her to a standing position leaning against him.  She was much lighter than her partner, and far easier to maneuver.  In seconds he had her arranged as if she were standing close beside him, her arm slung over his shoulder, and his tightly around her waist.





He moved out into the hallway, supporting her body against his, and shut her door quietly behind him.  He walked swiftly, straining a little with the effort of half-pulling, half-carrying her dead weight with him, her feet dragging slightly.  He pushed the button for the elevator, staring fixedly at it, mumbling an anxious prayer under his breath that it would be empty.  He had a concocted story ready in his head if it were not, but luck was with him.  He let out an audible sigh of relief as the door opened to reveal the empty car, and dragged her inside.





As the elevator door closed behind them, down the hall at the apartment across from Scully’s, there was a quiet click as another door was pushed shut.  The woman behind it, who had a nosy habit of watching her neighbors, shook her head curiously at the strange scene she had just witnessed.  As she shuffled back to her easy chair in front of the TV, she told herself she should be used to it by now, what with the woman being an FBI agent and all, but had to admit that had been the oddest by far.  She sank down into her chair with a muffled grunt, and was soon engrossed with her show. 








End Part I























