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There was blood, a lot of blood.  Scully lay screaming on the table, the pain ripping through her.  She begged Krycek to save her, to do something.  There wasn’t supposed to be this much blood.  He only laughed and walked away, leaving her alone.

“Mulder!” She screamed.  “Mulder!”

^^^^

Mulder woke up with sweat oozing out of his every pore.  He sat up in bed and fought to get regain control of his breathing.  It was the same dream he had had every night since Scully had been taken aboard the Rebel ship.

Swinging his feet over the side of the bed, he got up and went to the bathroom, splashing cold water on his face. He looked at himself in the mirror and felt the helplessness overwhelming him again.  He had managed a couple of hours sleep this night, which was a good thing.  He was starting to feel nauseous from the lack of it.  He sighed and turned on the shower, shedding his pajama bottoms and kicking them into the dusty corner. In a few hours he had to attend John Doggett’s wedding and he dreaded it.  He didn’t want to see the two lovers joined in wedlock when that’s what he so wanted for himself and Scully.  He didn’t know where she was, what was happening to her, or to their baby.  He knew that her due date had come and gone, and that she must have had the baby by now, yet he hadn’t heard from her. He was tormented by the thought that they had killed her and taken the baby with them.  

Mulder stood in the shower letting the water pour over him and cried silently. When would this nightmare end?  Was he to go from years of searching for his sister to years of searching for Scully and their child?  It seemed to be his fate, for he knew he would never give up until he found them.
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Skinner exited the church, Mulder walking morosely by his side.

“You could at least act happy for him,” Skinner said to him as they paused on the sidewalk and turned to toss birdseed at the happy couple.  Doggett looked very content, the years erased from his face.  Kate lifted the train of her old-fashioned wedding gown and waved as she climbed into the limo.  Doggett stopped in front of Skinner and Mulder and shook their hands.

“Congratulations,” Skinner told him, smiling.  “See you in a couple of weeks.”

“Thank you,” Doggett said, and turned to Mulder.  “When I get back, I’ll continue helping you search, Agent Mulder.” He said.  Mulder nodded and tried to paste a smile on his face.  He watched as the limo pulled away, and then he walked to his car.

Skinner hesitated, and then followed him.  “Mulder, you can’t go on living like this.”

Mulder kept walking, not acknowledging his boss’s words.

“Mulder, it’s been three months since they took her.  The Bureau isn’t going to fund your search for her much longer.  The only reason they are doing it now is because they think she was kidnapped by Alex Krycek under more normal circumstances.”

“Then I’ll quit,” Mulder said, and climbed into his car, starting the engine.  Skinner stood at the curb staring after him, shaking his head. Slowly he turned and walked away.
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2 weeks later

Alexandria, VA

Mulder kicked his shoes off and opened the box of pizza, taking a thin greasy slice out and holding it up over his head as he bit off a piece of it.  He turned on the TV, quickly bypassing the Playboy channel.  Erotica held no interest for him anymore.  He settled for a John Wayne movie and settled back on the couch, putting his stocking feet up on the coffee table.

Opening a can of beer, he gulped down half of it and then continued eating his pizza.  Stacks of papers cluttered his desk beside his new computer; all of them attempts at locating Alex Krycek.  He had hit dead end after dead end and no longer knew where to look.  The lone gunmen had tried to help him, but had finally backed off as his attitude worsened.  No one could stand to be around him anymore, and he had officially been suspended from the FBI when he continued his search after being told it had been called off.

A knock on the door caused him to look away from the TV and he yelled for whoever it was to come in, the door was unlocked. Who cared if someone came in and shot him? He was a walking dead man as it was.

Doggett entered the room, looking around with a combination of dismay and distaste at all of the litter scattered about the apartment.

“Did a garbage truck explode in here or something?” he asked in his distinct New York accent.

Mulder only grunted and offered him a beer.

“How was the honeymoon?” he asked, not really caring, but not quite beyond the point of civil conversation. Yet.

“It was good.” Doggett cleared a pile of clothes off of the couch and sat down beside him.  “I got back to work this morning to find you’ve been suspended without pay.  What’s up with that?”


“I’m sure you know,” Mulder said, picking up another slice of pizza. “They want me to stop looking for her.  I won’t.”

Doggett nodded slowly. “Any new leads?”


“No.”  Mulder threw the slice back into the box and wiped his hands on his jeans.  Leaning his head back onto the couch, he closed his eyes.

Doggett reached into his pocket and pulled out a piece of paper.  “You got a call just before I left work today.  It was a woman, and she refused to identify herself.”

Mulder’s head shot up and he looked at Doggett, the hope in his eyes painful to see.

“It wasn’t her,” he told him and looked away so as not to witness the disappointment pouring over his features.  He continued, “She said she was an old friend of yours and that she had some information for you.  She gave me this address.”  He handed the paper to Mulder, who looked down at it tiredly.  The address was in Florida.  He looked up at Doggett, his eyes questioning.

Doggett stared at him a long moment and then said, “She told me you will find Scully there.”
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Alex Krycek entered the house and tossed his leather jacket onto the chair.

“I’m home!” He called into the kitchen as he crossed to the sofa and sat down.  He leaned his head back and worked the kinks out of his neck, then reached for the remote control.  He’d had a particularly grueling day at the warehouse and he needed this downtime.

“Donna!” He called out, and a few minutes later, Scully appeared carrying a beer.  

“Here you are,” she said to him, smiling faintly.  “The baby’s asleep, so please don’t shout.”

“Sorry,” Krycek mumbled, opening his beer and taking a long swig. He glanced over at Scully, inwardly sneering at her disheveled appearance.  She wore a pair of jeans and one of his T-shirts, and her feet were bare.  He suppressed a laugh.  Yeah, she should be barefoot and pregnant, and then they’d really be living the stereotypical lower-class life.

Seeing the normally well-dressed and full-of-herself Agent Dana Scully looking like a redneck housewife gave him particular pleasure.  He set his beer down and patted the sofa.  She sat down next to him and he pulled her against his chest, kissing her thoroughly on the mouth.  She didn’t resist, but she didn’t participate, either.  He casually felt under her shirt and she went rigid.

“What’s the matter?” he asked huskily in her ear.  “I’ve been more than patient with you, Donna, and you haven’t been very forthcoming.”

Scully pulled away and blushed.  “Perhaps it’s just a post partem thing, Ajax.”

Alex smiled broadly.  He liked the name he had taken.  It sounded very manly.  He had been unbelievably patient with Dana so far, but he was not waiting much longer.  He needed her to warm his bed.  He had always found her attractive, and it was getting harder for him to sleep by himself.  “How is little Alex?” he asked her, changing the subject.  He now wished he hadn’t chosen to give the baby his name.  At the time it had felt like a wonderful joke, naming Mulder’s bastard child after himself.  But lately the charge he had gotten from it had faded.  It was too late now, though, to change it to something else.  

He watched Dana smile and tell him that the baby had gurgled today, or something equally boring. She stood up and he admired her curves.  He wanted to grab her and rip off all of her clothes, forcing himself on her, but he knew that he had to gain her trust.  She thought she was his wife and that she had been ill and that’s why she didn’t remember everything.  He had had the chip removed from her neck and her memory wiped clean.  Of course, she wouldn’t be able to have anymore children now, and her cancer might come back, but that was the price paid for their lives.  

When the Rebels had taken enough samples of the baby’s blood and the DNA from the umbilical cord, they announced that that was all they needed, and Dana and the child could be disposed of.  For some reason, Alex had balked at that.  He didn’t want to see Dana dead, and he rather liked the idea of raising Mulder’s child as his own. Perhaps his protests alone wouldn’t have changed their minds, but there was another who voted in Dana’s favor.  So, they’d bargained for their lives, removed her chip, and he’d brought them here to Tallahassee, Florida to begin their lives anew. 

If he didn’t have to work in that stinking warehouse and they didn’t have to live in this slum of a house, things might be pretty good.  He finished his beer and stood up, stretching.  His well-muscled body rippled as he moved, and Dana couldn’t help but notice.  She wondered what was wrong with her, holding her handsome husband at bay.  Why couldn’t she remember their life before?  He was familiar to her, yet she carried a sense of reticence when he was around.  On top of that, sometimes he didn’t seem to know her very well, or their baby.  He didn’t act like he loved two-month-old Alex at all, and the baby looked nothing like him.  He had a curly cap of dark hair, a complexion more olive in tone than her pale one, and expressive, hazel eyes.  His little lips were perfect, the lower one large and pouty. In some ways he reminded Donna of someone, but she didn’t know whom.

That was another thing.  Her name.  ‘Donna’ just didn’t sit right with her. It was as if when someone called to her by her name, she would automatically respond to it, but feel a sense of incorrectness at the same time.

Most alarming of all was the look that she sometimes caught in Ajax’s eyes.  It was somehow malevolent, and it made her afraid.
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“Skinner has ordered me to go to Tallahassee with Mulder,” Doggett told Kate that night in bed.  She raised up her head.  

“Well, I hope you’ll be careful, John.  That Mulder guy is a lunatic.”

John threw his head back and laughed, then planted several kisses on Kate’s neck and on down her body.

“He’s just crazy in love, Cookie.  Just like I am with you!” His voice was low and throaty with lust.

Kate laughed and threaded her fingers through is hair.  “Well, then you find this Scully woman so that we can have some kind of a normal life.”

Their dog Lady bounded into the room and leapt up on the bed, licking Doggett in the face.

“I think Lady wants out, John,” Kate said, beginning to pant harder than Lady was.  Pretty soon she’d be passing her in the drooling department, too.  Doggett sighed and released her, getting up from the bed and striding across the room, naked as the day he was born, but much better endowed.  “We’ll finish this up in a minute,” he said, winking at Kate.  She smiled.  She knew they would and a shiver of anticipation ran up her spine.  Tomorrow he would go with Mulder to find Agent Scully, but tonight he was all hers.
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Alex was determined that tonight would be the night.  He had made reservations at an intimate little restaurant, and he was taking Dana there.  He’d found a baby-sitter and everything.  He hoped that when they returned late that night after dinner and dancing, she might give it up in bed.  He grew stiff just thinking about it.

“A baby-sitter?” Scully said when he told her after work.  “But…Alex isn’t old enough to leave with a sitter.”

“Nonsense!  Now go upstairs and get dressed in your best outfit.  We are going to have a wonderful time.”  He pulled her to him and kissed her, trying to be gentle and not hungry like he felt.  He thought he felt her give a little this time, at least she opened her mouth and allowed his tongue in.  He smiled at her.  She really was beautiful.  “Now, go get dressed, the sitter will be here in an hour.”

Scully tried to smile.  He was trying so hard to win her back.  It wasn’t his fault that something had happened to her and she didn’t remember her past.  She turned and went upstairs, determined to try harder.
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Ajax took her to a large, very popular Italian restaurant that was dimly lit and had a dance floor with a live band. Scully enjoyed the meal, and Ajax made light conversation, telling her about work and people he knew there.  Every time she tried to turn the conversation to the baby, though, he’d say “Come on, Donna.  Tonight is for us.”  She just didn’t understand why he wasn’t interested in their child.

When they were finished eating, and the band began playing a slow song, Ajax led her out onto the dance floor and pulled her close to him.  His aftershave was musky and smelled good, and she laid her face against his chest and rocked against him as he led her around the floor.  She felt good, and was having a nice evening, but nothing about it seemed familiar to her.  Not the restaurant, dancing with her husband, or anything else.

Then the band announced they were taking a break and they piped in some music.  As it began to play, the couple started to dance again, and then Scully stopped.

“What is it?” Ajax asked her.

“What’s the name of this song?” She asked, tilting her head to listen.

Ajax thought a moment and then said, “That’s Elvis Presley.  Are You Lonesome Tonight.  Why?”

“It just seems really familiar, somehow.” She couldn’t shake the feeling that she had listened to this at another time.  Or maybe it was just the singer.

Ajax frowned.  “Well, of course, darling.  That’s our song!”

Scully looked up at him. “It is?”

He smiled.  “Yes.  You love Elvis Presley, and we played that at our wedding.”  He began leading her around the floor again.  Scully placed her head back on his chest and frowned.  That explanation didn’t satisfy her at all.
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Doggett and Mulder went straight from the airport to the address on the piece of paper.  When they had parked in front of the small house in the lower-class neighborhood, they sat and looked at it.

“You think she’s in there?” Doggett finally asked.  Mulder shrugged.  He didn’t know what to think.  Who had called and left the information?  He wished he had been there to take the call.  He couldn’t think of an old female friend that might have known where to find Scully.  

Gathering up his nerve, he opened the door to the rental car and got out, Doggett following suit.  They strode up the front steps and Mulder rang the bell.  He stood staring at the peeling paint on the door, wondering if Scully was really here, and if she was, why she hadn’t contacted him.  After a few moments, he rang the bell again, quickly becoming impatient.  Doggett stood quietly beside him.

It seemed forever before the door opened to reveal a small teenage girl with braces on her teeth and a Walkman around her neck.  She raised her eyebrows.

“They aren’t home.  You’ll have to come back later.”

Mulder stuck his hand out and stopped the door from closing.

“Hey!  I’ll call the police!”  The girl looked suddenly scared, and Doggett quickly flashed his badge.

“Agents Doggett and Mulder with the FBI. Who lives here?”

“The Silvers.  I’m just baby-sitting.”

At those words, Mulder’s heart speeded up and he looked over the girl’s head into the drab living room.  “Baby-sitting?” he asked, his voice hoarse and shaking slightly.

“Who are the Silvers?” Doggett asked the girl.  “What age?  Can you describe them? What’s the baby’s age?”  He was barking questions at her so fast, the girl looked confused.

“Listen, I haven’t done anything wrong. I’m just the baby-sitter!  Mr. Silvers works with my Dad.”  She looked from one man to the other.  The one with his hand on the door looked frantic.

“Ajax Silvers is in his late thirties, I guess. He’s a lot younger than my dad is.  He’s a real hunk, too.  His wife Donna is small, pretty.  Redheaded.  Alex is the baby, and he’s two-months-old.” She noticed the frantic guy looked like he was going to pass out.  “Is he okay?”

Doggett took Mulder by the arm.  “Let’s get him inside to sit down.”

The girl looked over her shoulder.  “Well, I guess it’s okay, since you’re FBI agents and all.”  She opened the door wider and motioned for them to come in.  Doggett led Mulder into the living room, and pushed him down onto the threadbare sofa.  

“Get him some water, would you?” Doggett asked the girl, and she disappeared into the kitchen.  He looked down at Mulder, who was regaining some color in his face.

“We don’t know for sure, Mulder.”

He looked up at him.  “It’s got to be her!  The baby’s gender and age!  And his name!”  He put his head in his hands. He wanted to kill Alex Krycek.  Just then, they heard the sound of crying from another room, and Mulder’s head snapped up.  He stood and walked toward it, unable to do anything else.  He reached a room that looked like the nursery and saw the crib in the corner.  The cries were coming from there.  His heart was in his throat as he walked forward and looked down at the baby inside.  He hadn’t realized that Doggett was behind him, and he heard his intake of breath.

“He’s yours, all right,” he said, and Mulder reached down with shaky hands and lifted the infant from the crib.  He immediately stopped crying, and looked up at the man holding him with wide hazel eyes.  Drool began spilling out of his pouty mouth.  Mulder swallowed and looked down at his son. It was like looking at his own baby pictures. He knew that this was his son and he held him close to him, breathing in his sweet infant smell.

“What are you doing?” The baby-sitter was standing in the doorway, holding a glass of water.

Mulder turned and looked at her, tears standing in his eyes.  Doggett cleared his throat.  “We need to wait until the Silvers return home in order to speak with them.  When are they expected?”

The girl shrugged.  “Mr. Silvers said it was a special night. He said they might stay in a hotel, so I brought my stuff.”

Doggett looked at Mulder, who had an odd expression on his face.  “Well, do you happen to know where they were going to eat?”

“Yeah, it is an Italian place downtown.  Real fancy. I can tell you how to get to it.”  She walked over and held her arms out for the baby.  Mulder appeared reluctant to give him up, but finally handed him to the girl.  He moved away from the crib and walked to the bathroom, shutting the door.

“What’s with that guy?” The girl asked Doggett.  He looked at her but ignored the question.  “Tell me how to get to this restaurant.”
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Krycek pulled at Scully’s hand. “Come on,” he said softly. “This night isn’t over yet, Donna.”  She allowed him to lead her off of the dance floor and they went back to their table, finishing off the bottle of wine he had ordered.  Scully couldn’t believe how much money Ajax was spending.  She knew they could hardly afford it.  She was beginning to feel heady with the wine, and when he suggested they leave, she stood up readily.  

In the parking lot, Ajax held her close and told her he had another something planned for the evening.

“What is it?” Scully asked him, looking into his handsome face and feeling pretty mellow from the drink.

He unlocked the car door and helped her in.  “You’ll see.” Hopping into the driver’s side, he started the engine and pulled out of the lot, then slung his arm over the seat of the car and idly played with the hair on the back of her neck. It sent shivers up Scully’s spine.  The way things were going, she doubted she would be able to turn Ajax down again tonight.  When she saw that they were pulling up to a motel room, she knew for certain where things were headed.

As they opened the motel room door, Scully stood transfixed, her eyes glued to the number on the door. 42. She blinked, trying to clear her head, but the memories wouldn’t come.   Ajax pushed open the door and tugged her inside, immediately taking her mouth in a passionate kiss.  His lips moved down to her neck and Scully sucked in her breath.  “The baby…” she finally managed to blurt out after 15 minutes of kissing and touching. 

“Why don’t you go into the bathroom and freshen up…” he produced something from his pocket and handed it to her.  “I brought this for you.  And I will call home and check on the baby.”  He winked at her, and Scully walked into the small restroom, closing the door behind her.  She looked down at the bag in her hand and opened it up.  Inside she found a bright red thong and some nipple tassels.  Was he kidding?  She looked at herself in the mirror and saw that her face was flushed with desire.  She glanced back at the outfit in her hand. She shrugged.  They were married, and he had waited patiently since the baby was born…perhaps she used to wear this kind of stuff for him?

After another moment’s consideration, Scully set the garments down and unzipped her dress.  If this was what her husband wanted, she would give it to him.

Krycek sat down on the bed and picked up the phone. If he had to check on the little brat to make his lovely ‘wife’ feel ready for some action in the sack, then that is what he would do.  He dialed the number and when the baby-sitter answered, he asked how Alex was.

“Oh, Mr. Silvers…there were two FBI agents here…they asked where you were!”

Krycek got up from the bed and put his hand to his forehead.  “What?!  Did you tell them?”

“I was afraid not to!”  The sitter started to cry.  “They are going to the restaurant. They left twenty minutes ago.”

Krycek cursed.  “Listen here.  You bring the baby to the Starlight hotel.  Pack its bag full of stuff.  Hurry!  Room 42.”

He hung up the phone and started pacing the room. In another moment, Scully opened the bathroom door and stood there wearing the red thong, the tassels hanging enticingly from her breasts.  Krycek stopped in his tracks and swallowed hard.  Maybe he had a few minutes to bang her before the sitter or the FBI got there…Damn!  There was no way!

“What’s the matter, Ajax?”  Scully looked concerned.  

“Get your coat on, Donna.  The sitter is bringing Alex.  We’ve got to get out of here.”

“What’s wrong?” She asked as he helped her into her overcoat.

“I’ll explain when we get going.  She’ll be here anytime now.”  He paused and then kissed her longingly.  “I knew you would look unbelievable in that outfit.  As soon as things settle down, I’ll make you scream, baby.”

Scully flinched slightly at his crude words, but her mind was reeling from the fact that he obviously felt they had to escape something.  She moved to the window and looked nervously out.  That’s when the car stopped in front of the motel and two tall men exited it. Her heart started beating wildly in her chest.  She knew them!  The dark-headed, brooding one was someone very important to her, she was certain of it.  Her mouth went dry when she realized the resemblance he bore to her infant son. She turned suspicious eyes on Krycek and gasped when she saw he was holding a gun on her.

“I had hoped you wouldn’t regain your memory, Dana, but I can see it happening.”  He grabbed her by the arm and pulled her into the bathroom.  Locking the door, he shoved open the window and climbed out of it backward, keeping his gun trained on her.  Then he motioned for her to follow.  When she stepped down onto the pavement beside him, he roughly jerked her close to his side, burying the gun painfully into her ribcage.  They set across the back lot at a fast clip and, when they reached the main road, Krycek hailed a cab.  Just before he shoved her into the back seat, everything came rushing back to Scully in a flood of memories and she let out a loud yell.

“MULDER!”

Mulder heard her cry as he walked across the parking lot to the motel office.  Grabbing his gun out of its holster, he raced around to the back of the building just in time to see a cab pulling away down a back road.  Doggett had been right behind him, and he circled back and jumped into the rental car, his tires squealing as he took after the taxi.  Mulder stood staring for a moment and then, noticing the open window, walked over to it and peered inside.  Putting away his gun, he climbed in.

A dress and pantyhose were lying on the floor next to the bathtub.  He walked through the rest of the motel room, finding nothing.  As he opened the front door, he found himself face to face with the baby-sitter holding his son in her arms.  She looked at him in shock, and then backed away.

“Hand him to me,” Mulder ordered, and after a moment’s hesitation, she did so.  “Give me the bag, too.  What are you doing here?”

“Mr. Silvers called and when I told him about your visit, he told me to get the baby’s stuff together and meet him here.”  She looked nervously behind him into the room.

“Well, he’s made a break for it. Write down your name and where I can reach you, and then go home,” Mulder said, staring down at the sleeping baby in his arms.  The girl nodded and did what he told her.  When she had gone, Mulder sat down and watched his son sleeping on his lap for a long time.
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Scully knelt in the seat and watched as the car Doggett was driving got closer to the cab.  She looked over at Krycek, who had started to sweat.  He unrolled the window and stuck his gun out, firing at the car behind them.

“No!” Scully shouted, grabbing at his arm, but he pushed her away.

“Hey!  What’s going on?” the cabby shouted.

“You shut up, or I’ll blow your brains out!” Alex told him, then shot out the window again.  This time he hit the front tire of Doggett’s rental car and it spun out of control, hitting a guardrail and then sliding across the road into the opposite lane.  

Scully sat back in her seat and bit her lip.  She glared at Krycek as he settled back down next to her.  

“What have you done?  Why couldn’t I remember anything?”

“We had your chip removed.” He told her, wiping the sweat off his upper lip.  “You’re lucky to be alive.  The Rebels wanted to kill you.”

Scully took a minute to digest that bit of information, and then said, “Just let me go home.  What more can I possibly offer you?” She looked at him with hatred and his gaze traveled downward to where her coat parted and he could see the tassels bouncing as the car moved.

“Let’s just say I’ve become fond of you, Dana.  Fortunately for us, there is a place we can go.” He leaned up and muttered something to the cabby, then sat back and pointed the gun at Scully.  “And I suggest that you be a good little girl, or your Agent Mulder will come to an untimely end.  By now he’s got your son, and I’m sure that will make him happy as a clam.  He’ll get over the loss of you sooner or later.  You just do as I say and you have a chance to live out the rest of your days, my red headed vixen.”

Scully just stared at him, unsure of what to say.  She needed time to think.

To Scully’s disappointment, the cab pulled up at the airport and Krycek bought them tickets to fly to Chicago.  She kept her overcoat securely closed, only too aware of what she had on and how very much she didn’t. She kept her eyes open for a way to escape, but Krycek firmly took her hand in his and led her to some seats in the corner.

“Don’t entertain any thoughts of leaving me, Dana,” he whispered slyly in her ear once they were settled.  “The minute you do, I’ll call my contact and Fox will be deader than a doornail.”

Scully narrowed her eyes and clenched her teeth.  “You are nothing but a piece of shit, Alex Krycek.”

He laughed at her. “You’re very feisty, Dana.  That’s what I like about you.  You are going to have to get it through your head that I want you, and you’re with me now.  You could actually enjoy life if you just accept it.”

“I’m supposed to be happy without the man I love and our child?  You must be crazy!  I’ll never be happy with you.  You might as well kill me now and get it over with.  Marita was the only woman low enough to take you.”

Krycek’s grip on her fingers tightened until she cried out in pain, causing several people nearby to turn around and glance their way. “Let’s not forget that you killed Marita, Dana.  I’ll never forgive you for that.” His voice was low and menacing.

Scully looked around, considering asking one of the people nearby for help.

“You must think I’m kidding,” Alex said, digging his cell phone out of his pocket with his free hand. He turned it on.  Scully looked from his hard eyes to the phone and back.  She couldn’t be sure that he was bluffing about having Mulder killed.  An older man approached them.

“Is something wrong, Miss?” he asked her, giving Krycek a suspicious look.

Scully licked her lips, her eyes never leaving Alex’s.  “Everything’s fine.  Thank you.”

The man walked off and Krycek smiled, turning off the phone.  “Good choice,” he told her.  “You just saved Lover-boy from a painful death.” 

Their flight was announced and he stood, pulling her up with him.  They walked toward the queue forming at the terminal.  Scully resigned herself to following docilely.  She would have her chance sooner or later.  Krycek wasn’t that intelligent, and she would find a way to notify Mulder where she was.  She would just bide her time until the opportunity arose.  

At least the baby was safe.

She cringed at the name they had given him.  That would change.  She hoped Mulder would think of something else to call him until she got back to them.  They boarded the plane and, although Scully watched the runway hopefully, they soon took off without any interference.

Once in Chicago, Krycek hailed a cab and they drove to a nice section of town where rows of brownstones stood pressed together as if huddled against the wind.  When the taxi stopped, he whispered to Scully, “Remember, it only takes one call…I’ll be right back, and expect to find you right where I left you.”  He got out and walked up the short strip of pavement that led to the long, skinny front door.  After a moment of speaking into an intercom, he was admitted, and Scully sighed, wriggling uncomfortably in her seat.  She couldn’t wait to get rid of this thong.  The cab driver was watching her through the rearview mirror, and Scully gave him a hateful glare.  He looked away, chewing dejectedly on his cigar.  A few minutes later, Krycek reappeared and hurried back to the cab. A whoosh of cold air hit Scully as he opened the door and got in, a wad of money clutched in his hand.  Scully wondered whom it was that had given it to him.

Krycek directed the cab driver to another part of town, and they soon found themselves parked in front of a middle-class apartment complex.  He paid the driver and then helped Scully out of the car. 

Whistling a tune, he walked to the door and held it open for Scully, who was careful not to brush against him as she walked past.  The inside of the building was dim and smelled like fresh paint. Krycek pushed the button for the elevator and continued whistling.  Scully wished she could yank his tongue out of his head and chop it off with a meat cleaver.  She was indulging this fantasy when the doors slid open and she stepped into the lift with Krycek close behind.  She felt his hand on her ass and quickly jabbed him in the gut with her elbow, hearing a satisfying grunt as she did so.

“Bitch,” he muttered.  “You’ll pay.  If you want to be cold and disagreeable, be my guest.  It’s only going to make things harder for you.”

Scully realized that this was probably true, but she hated him so much that she couldn’t help herself. He could have let her go home when they’d left the Rebel ship, but instead he had kept her, purposely removing the chip from her neck.  The cancer could come back, Scully knew.  This, however, would be preferable to spending the rest of her life with Alex Krycek.

Her heart ached to see her baby and hold him again, but it made her smile to think that Mulder was now with his son.  The elevator opened, and Krycek led her down the hall to a door near the other end. He produced a key from his pocket and unlocked it, pushing it open and standing aside so she could enter before he did.  

Scully stepped in and the light flipped on overhead, illuminating a smallish living room already furnished, a kitchen nook, and another door leading to what she assumed must be the bedroom and bathroom.  She started to shed her coat, but remembered what she had on underneath.  

“I hope you have something for me to wear,” she said acidly, turning to look at her tormentor.

Krycek grinned.  “Nope.  Sorry.” 

&&&&&

Doggett awoke with Kate’s face inches from his.

“John?  John!” She placed a cold hand on his face and his eyes fluttered open again.

“Cookie?” he managed to croak out.

She smiled at him, a tear escaping and rolling down her cheek.  He lifted a shaking hand and wiped it from her skin.

“I’m okay. Quit your crying,” he smiled.

She sniffed and sat up.  “Oh John, I’ve been so worried!”

He looked around him.  “What hospital is this?”

“St. Catherine’s.  You’re still in Tallahassee.  You’ve been unconscious for hours.  Do you remember anything?”

Doggett thought back, then the moments before the crash came back to him.  “Yeah, I didn’t save her from Krycek.  Where’s Mulder?”

Kate shook her head.  “He called me when you were admitted, and he waited around ‘til you were out of the woods.  Assistant Director Skinner is on his way.  But Mulder had a baby with him…he said he had to get home.”

Doggett nodded.  “Yeah. That’s his baby.  His and Scully’s.”

Kate looked surprised, and then she smoothed her hand over his head soothingly.  “Well, you just rest. Let Agent Mulder work out his own problems.  I’m not letting you out of my sight again.”

Doggett laughed. “It’s going to be a little hard doing my job with you tagging along, Cookie.”

&&&&&

Mulder contacted Mrs. Scully as soon as they landed at National Airport, and she told him that Scully had been storing the baby’s things at her house.  She had just arrived home from overseas, and didn’t know whether to be happy that Dana had been found, or upset that Krycek had made off with her again.  She did know that she wanted to see her grandson immediately.

Mulder drove to her house and the door was thrown open before he had the baby out of his car seat.  He had purchased it before driving there, and a kind woman that worked at the store had shown him how to use it.  He felt like an idiot. He knew absolutely nothing about babies.  He looked down at his son now as they made their way to his grandmother standing on the front porch, about to jump out of her skin she was that anxious to get her hands on him.  The baby was quiet and drooling again.  He always looked like he was contemplating the fate of the world, Mulder thought and grinned.  Like his old man.  He looked up into Maggie Scully’s eyes, and she met his glance for a moment before looking back at the baby and reaching out trembling hands for him.  Mulder handed him over and felt his own eyes fill as she held him and cooed.  

“Oh, he’s beautiful!  So beautiful.  I can see all my boys in him, Fox, but mostly I see you!”  She looked up at Mulder again, and he smiled, and looked away. He didn’t want to stand here and cry, so he put out his arm and escorted Mrs. Scully back into the house with the baby. Closing the door, he took the little blue blanket she handed him as she set the baby on the couch and unzipped his snowsuit.  She examined every part of him, making little noises and talking baby talk.  Mulder stood watching, many emotions running through him.  Foremost in his mind was that he wished his son’s other grandmother could be here.

Maggie looked up at Mulder.  “Fox, what have you named him?  Did Dana have a name picked out?”

Mulder frowned.  He had been thinking about this ever since he had gotten things settled in Tallahassee with Doggett and had gotten the baby ready for the trip home.

He felt certain that “Alex” was not Scully’s choice for the baby’s name.  He didn’t know exactly what was going on, but Krycek was most definitely behind that.  He thought back to the conversation they had had at NORAD on Christmas Day.

“Scully and I had discussed it before she disappeared.  We felt that William would be the best name.”

Mrs. Scully’s eyes teared up.  “Oh, yes, after both of your fathers.  That’s so nice, Fox.  And the middle name?”

“I think I’ll wait for Scully’s input on that. She didn’t think too highly of ‘Elvis’”

Maggie made a face.  “Oh, Fox!  Elvis, indeed!” She laughed and lifted little William up in the air.  He gurgled happily.

“You are sure he can stay here while I find Scully?” Mulder asked her.  If she said no, he had no idea what he would do.  Perhaps strap the baby on his back like a papoose and take him with him.  Of course, he knew very well that she would say not say no.

Maggie stood up.  “Oh Fox, of course he will stay with me!  I wouldn’t have it any other way.  Come, and I’ll show you the nursery.  Charlie was here over the weekend and helped me set it up.”

Mulder followed her down the hall and to the room that he knew had formerly been used for guests.  The walls were painted bright yellow and a crib was set up in the corner.  A rocking chair that looked like it had seen better days sat in the middle of a soft blue throw rug.  A border sporting the antics of Humpty Dumpty circled the top of the walls.

Mulder took all this in, and was touched, but couldn’t think of a thing to say.  He cleared his throat. “You know, how do we really know that Humpty Dumpty was an egg?  Did the rhyme say that he was an egg?”

Maggie shook her head at him.  “Oh, Fox,” was all she said, as she laid the baby in the crib, winding up the music box.  It began to play “Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star”, and Mulder’s eyes were filling again.  Suddenly Maggie was beside him and hugging him to her. He let himself go and began to cry for the loss of Scully, the wonderment of fatherhood, and the gaping hole in his heart that only his own mother could fill.  She smoothed down his hair and whispered to him that everything would turn out all right in the end. They would get through this, and Dana would be with them very soon.

“I know my daughter, and I know that nothing will keep her away from this baby,” she said with certainty, “or from you.”  She hugged him again and together they went to the crib and looked down at little William.

“I’ll be back, buddy,” Mulder said softly and patted his tummy.  He smiled at Mrs. Scully and said, “I’ll find her.”  

She nodded and then watched him leave.  Glancing up at the wallpaper, she murmured.  “How do we know Humpty Dumpty was an egg?”

Scully stared out the window at the streets below, her mind miles away.  She was startled to feel Krycek behind her, his hands on her hips.  He moved her hair away from her ear with his lips, and said, “Dana, we can be really good together.  You just need to put them out of your mind.”

It had been two days, and Scully had remained there out of fear for Mulder.  Krycek had taken her to buy some clothes when she had steadfastly refused to take off the overcoat.  He’d started to hit her, but she had blocked him and proven too tough for his attempts at bullying her. He seemed to be trying a different tact now, but what Scully couldn’t figure out was why he was so intent on keeping her with him.  She turned now and looked him in the eyes.

“What is it, Alex?” she asked, trying using his first name in hopes of catching him off guard.  “Why is it that you want to keep me with you?  Let me go home to Mulder and our son. You couldn’t possibly think I could live here with you and be happy.”

Krycek stared at her.  “I don’t expect you to be happy, but you could at least try.  I want you, Dana. I’ve lived my life alone and I want you.  Perhaps Marita and I could have been happy together, but now I’ll never know…I think I want you more than I’ve ever wanted her, anyway.” He looked at her hungrily and she believed him. She looked away.

“What if I give myself to you?  Then will you let me go?”

He stared at her, surprised at her words. “You’ll give yourself to me whether you want to or not, Dana.  It is only a matter of time.”

Her eyes met his.  “But do you want to wait that long?  It will take a very long time to break me, you know.  And then I will only surrender to you.  I won’t participate …actively.”  She bit her lip.  If she could get him to agree…

Alex looked her over.  She wore a pair of leggings and a long sleeved blouse.  Her cleavage enticed him from just above the top button. “What exactly are you saying, Dana? Are you offering yourself to me?”

“Yes.  I am offering you a night…”

Krycek laughed derisively.  “A night?”

“All right, what?  Two? But I want your word that I can return to Mulder and my son and that you won’t harm them.”

Krycek chuckled. He reached out and touched her cheek with a finger. “I want you for a month.” He leaned down and kissed her on the lips.  She stiffened and he glared angrily at her.  “And I want you to let yourself go and enjoy it.”

“Not a month…I miss my baby!  A week.  I could do it for a week.”

He raised his brow and studied her.  “I want your active participation.  You have to let yourself go. You will have to forget them for a week.”

Scully frowned.  She didn’t know if she could really do it.  And would he let her go?

“I am a man of my word, Dana,” he said, as if reading her mind.  “I realize that what you are saying is true….you’ll fight me for years if I keep you prisoner. Perhaps a week of you will be enough.  That is, if you give all of yourself.  Hold nothing back.”  He pressed his lips to her neck and Scully squeezed her eyes shut. She really didn’t have a choice.  “Will you do it?” his breath was hot in her ear and she felt his tongue touch the lobe.

“Yes,” she finally said.  “Yes.”

Krycek poured the champagne into the flutes, enjoying the way the bubbles rose to the top.  He had put some Mozart on the CD player and he thrilled to his Night Music as the bath water ran in the next room.  He paused a moment, allowing the drinks to settle before he topped them off.  His eyes closed and he leaned his head back, thinking about Dana in the other room removing her clothing and settling into the tub of fragrant bubbles. He wore only a satin bathrobe himself. 

In his heart, he knew that the reason he kept Dana Scully with him was more than just sexual.  He wanted, no, he needed companionship.  He was in his late thirties now, and had no real emotional ties in this world.  He had worked for so many people; he didn’t really even have any loyalties left. He had known many woman, but had loved very few.  Marita Covarrubias had not been one of them. She had been enticing, yes, but difficult to love.  In her lovely breast had lain a heart of stone.

Picking up the glasses, he walked down the hall and pushed open the door, looking through the candlelit room until his eyes rested on the red hair tied loosely on top of Dana’s reclining head.  The large, round tub was almost full and Krycek could see the tips of her bosom bobbing above the bubbles.  He sucked in his breath and then moved forward, aware that her eyes had popped open and there was veiled fear within them.  He handed her a glass and she took it with a wet, trembling hand.

“Close your eyes, Dana,” he whispered, as he shut the flow of water off.  It was not that he was modest, but he wanted to save her from her own embarrassment.  He shed his robe and stepped into the tub behind her as she obediently slid forward to allow him room.  As he settled behind her, he said into her ear,   “Nothing need happen tonight.  Let’s get to know one another, Dana.”  

She let out the breath she had been holding, and slowly moved back until was pressed against his chest.  Her heart was beating so rapidly she feared he could feel it.  His arms came up and he placed them on the sides of the tub rather than on her body, and for that she was grateful.  Swallowing, she let her head rest beneath his chin, and closed her eyes, willing all thoughts of Fox Mulder away.

Krycek began speaking softly, telling of his childhood in Russia.  Although the stories were meant to be humorous, Scully felt sadness beneath his words.  She tried to listen, sip her champagne, and ignore the hardness pressed firmly against the small of her back.  As the water grew cold, Krycek leaned over her and turned the hot tap, causing a cascade of scalding water to fall on Scully’s feet.  

“Oh!” She moved quickly backward, eliciting a groan from the man jammed behind her.

“Sorry,” he murmured, adjusting the temperature and then settling back against the porcelain of the bathtub.  Scully gradually repositioned herself and took another large sip of her drink.  She couldn’t believe that she was sitting here nude in a bathtub with Alex Krycek!  It was absolutely unreal.  But like all things, she would do it if it would protect Mulder. And it would allow her to see him again, as well as their son.

“Tell me about yourself, Dana,” Alex said, sipping from his champagne flute.

Scully sighed and tried giving him an outline of her childhood, then college and med. school.  She was beginning to feel more uncomfortable talking than she would feel having sex with him.  She was an intensely private person, and she didn’t want to share anything of importance with this man.  When they did have sex, it wouldn’t be making love as it was between her and Mulder, and she felt could manage detachment when the time came. She almost wanted to get it over with.  Finally, she said, “I’m turning into a prune here,” and shifted in the tub, unwittingly causing Krycek a moment of pleasure. 

“I’d like to get out.”  There was a question in the statement, and he nodded his head.  Slowly, casting her eyes downward, Scully stood up from the tub, the bubbles clinging to her naked skin.  She felt his eyes on her as she stepped out and tried not to grab the plush towel from the rack too frantically.  When her eyes met his, she saw the desire there and she pressed her lips together, wrapping the towel around her.  Krycek put his glass down beside hers and got up, the water cascading over his body as it had done hers.  He was very well built, and his skin was tanned and healthy looking.  Scully allowed herself a quick admiring glance before turning and leaving the room, aware that he would follow.

She stood drying herself off in the bedroom and heard him enter.  When she had finished, she sent a silent message to Mulder that she loved him and they would soon be together again. “All I do, I do for you,” she told him.

Then she turned and faced Krycek, surrendering herself to him as he came forward and pulled her into his arms.  His lips were hot and demanding, his hands gentle yet thorough.  Scully felt herself carried away by passion even as she disconnected her heart from her body.

Miles away in his dark apartment, Fox Mulder felt a cold hand grip his heart and he sat up in bed.

“Scully?” he said into the blackness.  He couldn’t shake the feeling that something was very wrong.

He got up and padded across the cold floor and into the kitchen, pouring himself a glass of cold milk.  He drank it thirstily, and set the glass in the sink.  He was on his way to the couch to watch something, knowing he wouldn’t be able to get back to sleep, when the phone rang.

Mulder glanced at the clock.  2 a.m.  Who could it be?  His heart started racing when he thought of the baby. Maybe he was sick, or crying for his mother…

“Hello,” he gasped when he’d grabbed up the phone and pressed it to his ear.

After a beat, a familiar voice came over the line. “Fox?”

Mulder’s mouth dropped open.  “D-Diana?  Is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me, Fox.  I know you thought I was dead, but it had to be that way. It is dangerous for me to be calling you like this, but I am trying to make restitution for my past actions.”

“Are you all right, Diana?” He asked her, sitting down on the couch and staring off into the darkness.

“Yes, I’ve started a new life. Don’t worry about me.”

Mulder ran his hand through his hair, causing it to stand straight up on top.

“You’re the one who gave Doggett the address, aren’t you.” 

“Yes. I’m sorry they got away.  I know where they are, Fox.”

Mulder stiffened.  “Where?” he fumbled for a pen and piece of paper.  He ended up writing the address on a napkin.

“Goodbye.  Take care of yourself,” Diana said softly and disconnected, leaving Mulder staring at the phone. In another minute he was packing.

The wind was cold, but as Krycek and Scully strolled through the park, the brightness of the early spring sun warmed them.  They paused in front of a duck pond and Krycek bent and picked up a smooth stone, skipping it across the glassy green water.

“1,2,3,4…” He counted, watching it dip and jump before finally sinking into the depths.

“Pretty good,” Scully said, picking up her own rock and sending it hopping with a quick flick of her wrist.  It skipped seven times, and Alex looked at her with admiration.

“I’m impressed,” he said, smiling.

“I have brothers, you know,” she told him, and sat down on a nearby bench. Krycek joined her, watching her profile for a time.  She had beautiful skin, and he remembered the feel of it beneath him with a shiver.  He had brought her to the height of passion, but she had kept the biggest piece of herself locked away.  She turned to him now.

“You can’t make someone love you,” she said, as if reading his thoughts.  He squinted and looked out over the still pond at a group of mallards nesting on the concrete base of a pole.  Scully noticed how very long and thick his eyelashes were. It had become clear to her the night before when they were in bed that he was in love with her, and his actions were those of a desperate man.

“So what’s so special about Fox Mulder?” he finally asked her, turning his head and looking her in the eye.  His tone was teasing, yet Scully knew that he really wanted to know.

She licked her lips, and rubbed her gloved hands together.  “Mulder and I were friends long before we were lovers.  We trust one another, depend upon one another.  We always have.”  Her face fell and Alex leaned toward her.

“What’s wrong?” He asked.

She crossed her arms over her chest in a gesture of self-protection and leaned back.

“I was just thinking about Mulder and …and how we may not have much time left together.”

“Are you afraid the cancer will come back?” he asked, feeling a tinge of guilt for removing her chip, even though she was safer from the colonizing aliens without it.

She shook her head. “Not really. It may come back, but what I am thinking of is his illness.” She looked at him.  “The brain activity…it is killing him.”  Her face was very serious and Krycek watched a sudden gust of wind whip through her hair in something close to fascination.  She really was beautiful.  Her cheeks were red from the cold, and her hair was soft and silken.  Her eyes shone a cloudy blue in contrast with the pale gray scarf she was wearing around her neck.  He had made love to her last night, but she had merely had sex with him.  Allowed him to manipulate her body in order to titillate her senses, but he had not touched her heart.  Somehow he knew he was in love with her, and at the same time, he knew with as much certainty that she would never love him.  Not if he kept her with him forever, not if he got rid of Fox Mulder.  She would never love him, but perhaps he was a better man for loving her.

Suddenly he laughed and shook his head. He looked again out over the half-frozen pond.  “Dana, Mulder isn’t dying.” He said, giving her the only thing he had to offer her.  The truth.

She blinked. “What do you mean?”

He took her hand, and she allowed it.  “The aliens have cured him.  They erased all of that from his brain…all of the evidence.  That is why they took him.”

Her mouth fell open slightly.  “Are you sure?” Her face was coming alive like a house whose occupant turns the lights on window by window until all is illuminated.

He nodded, enjoying her happiness.  She smiled.  “Thank you, Alex.  Thank you for telling me!”

“You’re welcome,” he said, and squeezed her hand. In that brief moment, he felt more a part of the human race than he ever had before.

As Doggett walked through his front door, Lady licked his hand and nuzzled his crotch.

“Down girl,” Kate admonished, “that’s my territory.”  She pushed the dog away and helped John to sit down on the couch.

“Cookie, stop hovering over me!  I’m fine. Now go on to work and I’ll see you tonight.”

Kate studied him a moment and then nodded her head.  She had a dozen furry patients waiting to see her. “Okay, John.” She leaned down and kissed him.  “I’ll bring home some dinner.”

He took her face between his hands and told her, “Cookie, you’re the best…you know that, right?”

“Absolutely!” She brushed her nose against his, kissed him again, and then left.

Doggett sighed and looked around the house. It was wonderful to be home.  He hated hospitals with a passion, but he guessed that everyone felt that way.  Putting his feet up on the coffee table, he leaned back and pressed the button on the answering machine behind him.

Skinner wishing him well, Kate’s mother, then Mulder.  Doggett was suddenly alert.  Someone had tipped him off as to where Scully was, and he was on his way there.  

“Crap,” Doggett muttered.  He wondered if Mulder was walking into some sort of a trap.

Maggie Scully stood aside to let Mulder pass her on his way into the nursery. She closed the door behind him to give them privacy.

“Hi, buddy!” He said to the baby as he lifted him from the crib. The little boy’s eyes seemed to cross as he focused on his father’s nose.

“Don’t worry.  Maybe you’ll get Mommy’s nose,” Mulder said with a laugh, as he eased himself down into the rocker that he was certain was used to get every young Scully asleep over the years.

“That’s what I came to talk you about, Slugger.  Daddy’s going to go and get Mommy!  Yes, you get to see her very soon!” He bent down and kissed the baby on his head.  “We’ll both be back and we’ll all be together.”  He shifted the boy in his arms as he screwed up his face, ready to wail.  Mulder placed him on his shoulder and began to rock.

“I don’t have much experience with babies, William, but you’re my son, and this feels right.”  He rocked him for a long time, until his watch told him he needed to get to the airport.  He kissed him again, and then laid him back in his crib.

As he entered the living room, he promised Mrs. Scully that he’d have her daughter home very soon.  Shrugging into his overcoat, he smiled.  “Take care of my son,” he said, trying to hide the fact that his eyes were misting up.  Maggie smiled.  “With my life, Fox.  God bless you, dear.”  She kissed him and watched him move down the front walk against the wind, then get into his car and drive off.

Diana moved through her small apartment getting ready for bed.  As she crawled beneath the covers, she looked up at the dark ceiling, her mind wandering restlessly.  It had been so amazingly good to hear Fox’s voice again.  She had missed him terribly.  Although she would have liked to be the one to bear his child, she knew that she could not stand in the way of his happiness any longer.  That is why when she disembarked the Rebel ship with Alex Krycek and Scully, she knew that she would call Fox and let him know where he could find them.  

Unfortunately, things had gotten botched up.  She had taken a large risk calling him in the first place, but this second call could very well be her death sentence.  If anyone was watching her, she was a goner.

This is why she stiffened in fear when she heard the small noise in her apartment.  Slowly, she leaned over, reaching toward the nightstand drawer where she kept her gun.

“Stop right there, Ms. Fowley.”  The voice was hard and cold and Diana recognized it immediately.  The man was feared by many, and she knew him to be ruthless.  She sagged back onto the pillow, resigned to her fate.  He was known only as Syndicate Man, and she saw his white teeth gleaming in the shadows as he raised the gun with the silencer on it.  Diana struggled not to show any fear in the last seconds of her life, and then nothing remained of her but a splatter of blood and brains on the floral wallpaper above the bed.

As the sun was setting over the city, Alex put a compact disc on the stereo and turned to Scully.  

“Want to dance?” he asked her.  

Scully looked at him, unsure.  They’d had a nice walk in the park, and she felt easier with him now, but she still didn’t completely trust him.

“Come on,” he said in his soft, husky voice. “I won’t bite.” He winked at her.

Scully gave him a tiny smile and walked toward him, holding up her hands for him to take. He proved to be a marvelous dancer, and she found herself relaxing into his arms.

“You can go home tomorrow, Dana,” he told her after two songs had played through. She looked up at him, surprised.

“I thought the deal was a week?”

He raised an eyebrow.  “Would you rather stay a week?”

She chuckled.  “No.  But…what changed your mind?” They began to dance again, and suddenly Krycek dipped her low to the floor.  Her neck arched and she laughed out loud, the sound sending a shiver up his spine.

“Well,” he murmured against her temple when he had set her upright again, “I think I’ve had a change of heart.” <Most definitely> he thought.

Scully placed her cheek against his chest and smiled.

“Dana,” he said after a moment.

“Yes?”

“I’d like tonight, our last night together, to be special.”

She knew what he meant, and felt him holding his breath as he awaited her answer.  Knowing that she would be with Mulder and their son the next day, she thought she had better not refuse him lest he change his mind.

“All right, Alex.  I am trusting you to be a man of your word.”

He looked down at her, his eyes smoldering with emotion.  Then his lips were on hers, searching deeper and deeper until she succumbed to the feeling of it and parted her own, inviting him into her mouth.

They stood there in the living room for a long while, kissing and touching.  Scully once more put her emotions aside and tried to live only for the tactile sensations she was experiencing.  All at once, Alex scooped her up into his arms and carried her to the bedroom, setting her gently on the bed and then kneeling before her.  He began unbuttoning her blouse, all the while staring into her eyes.  Scully’s breathing had quickened and she watched, her eyes half closed with lust, as he stood and undressed himself.

As he crawled between the sheets with her, she once again locked away all thoughts of the man who possessed her heart and the child that they’d created together, and concentrated on the responses that Alex was eliciting from her.

It was in the heat of passion that the door burst open and the intimately entwined couple looked up to see Mulder standing in the doorway with his gun pointed at them.

He blinked, as if thinking for a moment that he had walked into the wrong place, but then recognition set in and a look of utter shock covered his face.

“Mulder!”  Scully almost shouted, jumping up from the bed and grabbing her clothes.  She pulled them on as quickly as possible, all the while keeping an eye on Mulder as he advanced with venom upon Alex Krycek. 

She had never seen such a look of utter hatred on his face, and it frightened her to her core.  His hand that held the gun was shaking, and he had cocked his head to the side, his lips pressed firmly together, and his jaw clenched. She knew that he had lost all sense of duty and awareness.

“I am going to kill you, you son of a bitch!” He actually spit as he spoke.  Scully felt herself begin to tremble against her will.  Alex stood up from the bed and backed away from Mulder toward the wall.

When she had her blouse on and partly buttoned, albeit incorrectly, she went toward him with her hands out, and pushed him back, away from Krycek.

“Mulder, don’t.  Don’t do this.  Give me a minute to talk to you,” she pleaded.

The cords in Mulder’s neck stood out as he screamed, “You fucking bastard, I’M GOING TO KILL YOU!”

Scully put her hand on Mulder’s face.  “Look at me!  Mulder, look at me!”

Mulder slowly tore his eyes away from the nude and motionless man against the wall and looked into Scully’s blue orbs.

He blinked again, sanity trying to inch its way back into his mind.

“Mulder, don’t.  He hasn’t hurt me. He was going to let me go home tomorrow.  Please.”  She took his hand and pulled him out of the room and into the hall bathroom, shutting the door behind them.

Mulder was breathing hard, his eyes taking her in hungrily.  He shakily holstered his gun and grabbed her by the shoulders so hard that she winced.

“Scully.  Scully.”  He pulled her close and gripped her roughly, crushing her to him and burying his face in her hair.  Scully could feel him trembling, and she clasped him around his back, tears coming to her eyes.

In the other room there was a noise, and they froze, trying to register what it was.  Familiar, but not a sound heard often.  Heavy footsteps made their way down the hall and a door shut.  Mulder walked out of the bathroom and into the bedroom, which was now empty.  Scully was behind him and ran to the window, looking out in time to see a tall man in a dark coat shove Krycek into a long black sedan.

She gasped and whispered hoarsely, “The Syndicate Man.”

 “Who?” Mulder asked from beside her.

“H-he was on the Rebel ship. I never saw much of him, but I remember he didn’t want me to leave. He wanted to kill me, and Krycek and…and Diana Fowley fought for them to release me and our baby.” She turned wide eyes to Mulder.  “She’s alive, Mulder.”

He nodded.  “She gave me this address, and the one in Tallahassee.”  A cloud drifted over his eyes and a coldness settled between them. He stepped away from her.  

“Let’s go home, Scully. He didn’t know you were here.  He may come back.”

Scully nodded.  As they left the apartment and made their way downstairs, she asked him about the baby.

“He’s with your mother,” he told her.

Scully sighed in relief.

“I renamed him William.  Unless Alex is more to your liking.” his voice was hard, and Scully felt a lump forming in her throat.

“Of course not, Mulder.”  She was silent for a moment, and then, “I did what I had to do.”

Mulder’s face was a mask and he wouldn’t look at her.  “Seemed like it wasn’t too difficult for you,” he finally said as he hailed a cab and ushered her into it.  She bit her lip and was silent, fastening her seat belt and keeping her eyes in her lap.  It wouldn’t help to hash it all out now.  They needed to get home.

Syndicate Man stood under the rushing water of the shower. With one large, smooth hand that had never known manual labor, he reached up and turned the nozzle to the left in order to get a pulsating spray on his back and shoulders.  With a flick, he sent his soggy cigarette spiraling into the toilet.

“I’m going to have to stop smoking in the shower,” he mumbled gruffly with an accent that sounded Greek in origin. 

“Hey, Pretty Boy!” he yelled to Krycek, who lay on the bed, still suffering from the effects of the stun gun.  “Sure you do not want to join me in here? I could use someone to soap up my back!”  He then laughed with glee as Krycek moaned and rolled over.  Finishing up, he turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, water puddling on the linoleum under his feet.  He was massive in size, with an abundance of jet-black hair that he quickly combed back into a slick carpet on his head.  He had a five o’clock shadow, but he decided not to shave it because it contrasted so nicely with the turquoise of his eyes.  Eyes that were surrounded with jet black lashes that drove the ladies wild. The men, too. He studied his full lips and then bared them to the mirror, checking for pieces of the lunch he had consumed earlier, just before he sprayed that bitch Diana Fowley’s brains all over the wall.  “Fucking bitch,” he muttered, taking up a piece of floss and going at a piece of spinach stuck in between his lower molars.  He’d had her plenty of times on the ship and it was like screwing a log. Hell, screwing a log would have been more exciting!

The woman that interested him there had been Dana Scully, but she had been secluded in the medical bay the entire trip. Having just had a baby, she was not at her peak anyway. He would much rather have her at her best.

He rinsed his mouth and then brushed with baking soda, studying his rows of pearly whites yet again. Finally satisfied, he moved away from the mirror, striding across the bedroom completely nude, confidence exuded out of every pore.  Muscular and tan, he was a fine specimen, and Alex couldn’t help but think if he wasn’t thoroughly heterosexual, he would be tempted by this man.  He obviously swung both ways.  He suppressed a sigh. He was just thankful the monster hadn’t looked in the bathroom while he was at the apartment.  He didn’t want him anywhere near Dana.

Syndicate man lifted a pair of men’s bikini briefs out of the drawer and slowly pulled them on, his eyes never leaving the young man’s on the bed.  Standing up straight, he smiled and barked out a laugh. “Don’t worry, Alexei, I won’t rape you.  I have plenty of strapping young boys fighting over me as it is.  Actually,” he sat on the edge of the bed, and Alex stiffened his body, ready to bolt off the other side.  “I’ll let you in on a little secret.” He leaned forward and whispered sensually. “I prefer redheads.  Did you know I was spying on you a couple of nights ago?” He smiled evilly as Alex snapped to attention.  “Out on the balcony.  You certainly had your hands full. Literally.”  He laughed again and stood up, strutting across the room, his ass tight under the briefs.  He chose from his expensive array of suits in the closet and began to dress.  

“Soon,” he continued, buttoning his shirt, “I will sip from that spring.” He met Alex’s eyes with his piercing blue ones.  “Perhaps we will share, yes?”

Alex looked at him with hatred and fear.  The Syndicate Man laughed again and finished dressing.

It was around midnight the third night after Mulder and Scully got back to DC. Scully had brought the baby home to her apartment, with Mulder helping her to take down the crib and then put it back up again in her guestroom.  Soon after that, they had gotten into a big argument in her kitchen.  Scully had tried to explain exactly what had happened, and although she felt that deep down Mulder understood it, he couldn’t get past the hurt of what he had seen.  

So much of their work dealt with life and death that Scully felt that it was easier for them to get passed things than it was for most couples. After all, at any given moment they could lose the other forever. 

Yes, she had been to bed with another man, but she didn’t love him, and had not shared anything with him except for her body.  It never would have happened in the first place had she not been trying to get back to Mulder. 

Scully understood that he was hurting, but dammit…she was hurting too.  She swallowed her tears as she finished giving the baby his nightly feeding and gently got him to burp against her shoulder. It had been so different with Krycek than it was with Mulder.  So different.  She had enjoyed it, sure, but after all, she wasn’t dead! 

With Mulder, sex was a meeting of their souls.  They crossed over from the sparring of their minds and connected somewhere beyond where taste and touch melded with emotion and it all combined to create an altering experience.

She missed him so much she ached.

Every day Mulder came over and spent time with their son. He bought a jogging stroller and brought it with him that first day, strapping William into it and taking him for a long jog around her neighborhood.  During this time, Scully sat home and cried, then locked herself in the bathroom when he got back so he wouldn’t see.

She had arranged that same day for her mother to watch the baby from now on so she could get back to work.  She had spoken to Skinner about it earlier and he had agreed.  As she laid the baby gently in his crib, she covered him with his soft blue blanket and felt her mind fill with determination.  If Mulder wanted to play it this way, than that was fine with her.  She wasn’t going to spend another moment mooning over him. He didn’t expect her to be coming to work tomorrow. He’d just have to deal with it.

At that same hour, John Doggett was feeling very good indeed. Kate had poured a generous amount of hot oil on him and was massaging it into his every nook and crevice.

“Mmmmmm….Cookie, you’re killing me here,” he murmured into the pillow.

“That’s the idea, John,” she laughed, slipping a little oil where the sun don’t shine.

“Oh!” he jumped, then swung around and pulled her to him, her body sliding over his slick one sensually.

He had felt particularly tense these last few days due to Agent Mulder’s return and his absolute refusal to act halfway human at work.  The man was an enigma.  He wouldn’t discuss anything except the X-Files, and he’d had Doggett looking up all kinds of freakish things in the Bureau’s library.

Kate moaned as Doggett nibbled various areas of her anatomy.  “I need to oil you up more often,” she laughed, and then his tongue dove into her mouth and she was silent.

Twenty minutes later, Lady bounded into the bedroom and leapt up onto the bed, sticking her cold, wet nose between her owners and barking.

“I think she thinks we’re killing each other,” Cookie giggled.


“Well, if you’d quit screaming,” Doggett said, wiping the sweat off that had accumulated on his brow. Kate punched him in the arm, and he rolled off of her, staring at the ceiling in a kind of post-coital trance. After a minute, his mind started working again, and as Kate gently began to snore, he thought about the meeting he’d had with Skinner before he’d left work for the day. Agent Scully was coming back tomorrow, and he could expect some turbulence.  Great. Just what he needed.

Scully’s heels clicked against the tile of the FBI basement floor as she exited the elevator and walked to her office.  She knew that Mulder had been working with Doggett since she had been gone.  She was scheduled for a meeting with AD Skinner first thing this morning to talk about the situation, but before she did that, she desperately needed to speak to Mulder alone.

Pushing the door open, she looked in.  Mulder sat at his desk looking at the computer monitor.  He looked devilishly handsome in a gray Armani suit and red silk tie. She let her eyes play over him for a time before he realized she was standing there.  As he turned, she smiled at him, and for a brief moment she saw pleasure in his eyes.  Then it went out like a candle extinguished by the wind, and Scully felt her heart plummet to her feet.

“Where’s Agent Doggett?” she asked, as she turned and set her briefcase on the other desk.

“He’s researching something for me,” Mulder answered, no warmth present in his voice.

Scully nodded and looked at the floor.

“I didn’t expect you here this morning,” he finally added.

“I figured you’d tell me not to come,” she told him, and he looked over at her with eyes that were sad. He shook his head, words failing him.

She stepped toward him, but he turned away and started typing, an obvious spurn of her attempt to reach out to him.

“Mulder, I really think we should talk. I have to meet with Skinner this morning, and I’m not sure what to tell him.”

Mulder shrugged.  “Tell him whatever you want, Scully.”

She pursed her lips, becoming angry at his childish attitude.  She spun on her heel and left the office, running head-on into Doggett on her way to the elevator.

“Hey, hey…” Doggett held her firmly by the shoulders.  “Welcome back, Agent Scully!”

She looked into his clear blue eyes. “Agent Doggett, do you enjoy working on the X-Files with Agent Mulder?”

Doggett looked momentarily confused, as if unsure where she was going with this.  “Yes,” he drew the word out uncertainly, “But you didn’t make me do as much research,” he grinned.  Scully smiled a little sadly and then sidestepped him, pushing the button for the elevator.

“I’ll see you shortly,” she said. “I have a meeting with Skinner.”


Doggett nodded, and watched her go, then entered the office.  Mulder was sitting with his head in his hands.

“Agent Mulder,” he began. “It’s really none of my business, but it seems to me that…”

“You’re right,” Mulder interrupted him.  “It isn’t any of your business, Agent Doggett.”  He stood and picked up his jacket.  “I have to go out. I’ll be back after lunch.”  He strode out the door, and Doggett sighed, sitting down and picking up his paper work.

Scully entered Skinner’s office and sat down.  

“Agent Scully,” Skinner acknowledged her formally and then crossed the room to the door quietly shut it.  He leaned on his desk and studied her for a moment.

“Dana, how are you doing?”

“I’m fine, Sir.”  She folded her hands in her lap. “Everything is going well, except my relationship with Mulder, and I assume that is what I am doing here in your office, am I right?”

Skinner ran his tongue over his teeth and looked at the floor.

“Yes, Agent. I am at a loss as to where to place you.  Normally, I would put you back on the X-Files with Agent Mulder.  Now I am wondering if the two of you will be able to work together well.  Do you have any thoughts on the matter?”

Scully sighed, trying to keep the tears from misting her eyes.  “I don’t know anymore, Sir.  Mulder is angry with me, and I don’t know how long it is going to last.  Perhaps…perhaps it would be better to place me elsewhere for the time being.” Scully knew she wouldn’t be saying this if Mulder had reacted any different in the office a few minutes ago.

Skinner nodded. “I think that would be wise.” He moved behind his desk and lifted up a folder.  “I am assigning you to be partnered with Agent Houser in the Narcotics division. Effective immediately.”

Scully stood up and started to leave the room.  

“Scully,” Skinner stopped her.  “This doesn’t have to be a permanent thing.  You and Agent Mulder need to work some things out between you.   The X-Files is his baby, and, of course, I need to keep him on it.”

“Of course, Sir.  I never imagined it any other way.”

She left his office and went back down to the basement to retrieve her briefcase.  She was faintly surprised to find Doggett alone.

“Where’s Mulder?” She asked him, lifting the attaché off of the desk.

“He went out,” Doggett looked up at her.  “He didn’t appreciate the advice I tried to give him.”

“He won’t do anything until he’s ready, Agent Doggett.  I know that.” She took a breath. “For now, I’m assigned to Narcotics with Agent Houser.”

Doggett frowned. “I thought I’d be the one reassigned.”

“I don’t think Skinner feels Mulder and I would make the best partners right now, and I think he’s right,” Scully said.  “See you around.”  She waved to him and walked out the door.  Doggett sat and wondered how Mulder was going to react to this bit of news.

At 1:00, Doggett walked across the street to the hot dog vender and met his wife Kate.  She had already purchased two foot-longs and was sitting on a bench feeding the pigeons leftover bread.  To Doggett’s surprise, she was talking with Assistant Director Skinner.

As he reached them, Skinner smiled at Kate and waved goodbye, briefly speaking with Doggett before crossing the street.

“What was that all about?” he asked Kate, taking a seat beside her and biting into his hot dog.

“I recognized Mr. Skinner buying his hot dog and began talking with him.  He’s coming to dinner Tuesday night.”

Doggett almost choked on his food.  “What?” he asked, relish and onion tumbling out of his mouth. Kate handed him a napkin.

“Well, I got to thinking. He’s such a nice, good-looking gentleman.  Just perfect for my friend Alison…”

“Oh, Cookie!  Not match-making!”  Doggett made a face and looked up at the heavens as if for strength.

Kate reached for his hand and squeezed it.  “John, don’t you want everyone to be as happy as we are?” She looked at him imploringly, and he had to smile. The next minute, he watched as Agent Mulder came into view.

“Now, there’s a man that has happiness within his reach, if he’d only grasp it,” he told Kate.  “Wish me luck.”  He stood up and strode toward Mulder, who stood at the crosswalk waiting for the light to change.

“Agent Mulder,” he called to him, and he turned around, squinting into the sun.

Doggett came to a stop in front of him.  “Listen, I wanted to tell you…”

Mulder’s eyes had left Doggett’s face and were riveted to a point in the distance.  Doggett turned to see Scully and Agent Houser on a bench a block away, their heads bent over a file.

Doggett looked back at Mulder. “That’s what I wanted to tell you. Scully has been reassigned.  She’s working with Houser in Narcotics.”  He watched Mulder’s face as an unidentifiable emotion passed over it, then was gone just as quickly. The light turned and he walked across the street, leaving Doggett standing alone.  He shook his head and turned back to Kate, who had witnessed the whole thing.

“Pride comes before a fall,” she said wisely and threw her wrapper into the trash.

“That it does, Cookie. That it does.”

3 Months Later

Houser rang the bell at the apartment of his partner Dana Scully and waited.  He heard her moving on the other side, looking cautiously through the peephole before unlocking the dead bolt and pulling the door open.

She stood back so he could come in.  Her son, William, sat on a blanket on the floor playing happily with an assortment of toys.  Drool soaked the front of his New York Knick’s T-shirt, and it appeared that his mother had just finished changing his diaper.  She bent and picked up a soiled one, putting it into a plastic bag and taking it to the kitchen, asking over her shoulder if she could get Houser anything to drink. He declined, and leaned over and spoke to the baby.

He looked amazingly like his father, with wide hazel eyes gazing up at him, and a thatch of wavy dark hair topping his little head.  He had a pouty expression that was a duplicate of Fox Mulder’s; something Houser believed women found attractive about him.

“Hello, little man,” Houser said, inching up the legs of his pants so her could kneel on the floor closer to him.  He stuck a long finger out, and the baby grabbed it, immediately toppling forward and latching his mouth onto it.

Scully appeared in the doorway and laughed.  “He has a real oral fixation,” she said, thinking <like his father> but not saying it aloud.  Houser looked her over.  In a T-shirt and jeans, she looked casual and very pretty. He had often wondered what had split her and Mulder up.  It was a well-known fact how close they had been for many years as partners, and then evidently they’d become romantically involved sometime last year. She had searched for him when he had been missing, refusing to bend to the rumors of his mental breakdown and flight. No one had guessed that she had been pregnant at the time. When Mulder had been returned, Scully was gone. Houser guessed she had left to have her baby, although he had never learned the exact truth.  Evidently she was later kidnapped, because Mulder launched a search for her and an Alex Krycek.  He had been relentless in searching for her, even though he was suspended from the FBI for it. He returned from Tallahassee with the child, but not Scully.  When he finally did find her, it marked the end of their relationship. Houser often wondered why, but dared not ask.

At first, when Dana had been assigned to work with him, he had thought it was because she and Mulder were going to be married and the Bureau had broken up the partnership.  Then, from the trickle of information that leaked down from administration, he’d heard that she had requested to be moved.

Whatever the circumstance, he had been well pleased to have her with him.  She was extremely astute and a hard-worker, and, although private, quite pleasant to be around.  He imagined that having the baby had changed her a bit, for she used to be considered unfriendly and cold.

Aside from a hateful glare he had received here and there from Mulder, everything had gone on rather smoothly.  He really didn’t have much cause to see her former partner since he stayed secluded in the basement office with John Doggett, and the office that Dana and Houser shared was on the fifth floor.

Dana now came and sat on the couch, holding her hand out for the files he had brought to her.  She flipped through them, commenting here and there on the various drugs that she recognized listed there.  They had been working these three months on a case that had just come to a close, and these were the statistics that were to be included in their final report.

Drake Houser scooped the baby up as Dana flipped the pages back and forth, checking for inconsistencies.  The little boy gurgled happily.  When a knock sounded on the door, Scully glanced up and Houser offered to answer it.  He moved forward and looked through the peephole.  

“It’s your old man,” he said to the baby, then looked at Dana for her permission to open the door.

The look that Mulder gave him when he saw him standing there with his son in his arms could have cut glass. His eyes then left him and swept the room, lingering momentarily on Dana, and Houser saw a softness come and go quickly within the agent’s eyes. <He still loves her> he thought, and wasn’t surprised.

The baby leaned toward his father and Mulder held out his arms, a smile breaking out on his face.  When Houser turned around after relinquishing his hold on the child, the look he saw in Dana’s eyes tore at his heart.  It was gone as quickly as it had appeared, however, and she stood up.

“I didn’t expect you tonight,” she said to Mulder, closing the file and pressing it to her chest.

“I missed him,” Mulder said, nipping at William’s neck with his lips to make him laugh.  All three adults smiled at the giggling baby and, for a moment, it broke the thick tension in the air.

Houser took the files from Dana.  “Well, if you think they are in order, I’ll type out the report in the morning,” he told her. 

“Yes, I think they’re fine, Drake. Don’t rush off, though!” Scully didn’t want a confrontation with Mulder tonight.  She felt too emotionally harried.

“Oh, it’s late.  I need to go.”  To be honest, Drake couldn’t wait to get out of there.  Mulder was staring at him like he wanted to rip his lungs out of his chest.  He nodded to him as he walked past, deciding against speaking to the baby again for fear of irritating the father.

Houser shook his head as he entered the hall.  Talk about possessive.  Mulder might as well have been holding up a neon sign saying <They are mine—keep away>

Scully closed the door and looked at Mulder.  “I don’t know why you have to be so rude, Mulder.” She said, her face flushed and angry.

“I don’t know what you are talking about, Scully,” he sat down on the couch and bounced the baby up and down.  As Scully watched them, her face softened.  He so obviously loved their son.  It made her sad to watch them because it reminded her of what they’d had together and lost.  She longed to touch him, but knew that it was unwanted.  He had made it rather clear to her that he could not forgive what had transpired with Alex Krycek.

She had her pride, and she wouldn’t stoop to begging. He came over frequently to see the baby, but their son was the only one who received any attention on these visits.  Scully had taken to leaving the room.  She did so now, walking into the kitchen and loading the dishwasher.  As she ran water over the plates before placing them on the rack, she remembered the night she and Mulder had spent at NORAD.  Christmas Eve.  He had played Elvis on the stereo and brought in that awful looking tree.  They had put popcorn and cranberries on it, watched the lights, and made love.  

Suddenly, she longed for his touch so much that it hurt her to think about it.  She had not only lost her lover, but her best friend.  Perhaps she should have never made that deal with Krycek. He could have kept her hostage and Mulder would have found her with Diana’s help…

She shook her head. It didn’t do any good to regret. If Mulder couldn’t forgive her, that was the way it had to be.  

Hot tears ran down her face and she felt them drip onto her hand before she was even aware that she was crying.  She covered her mouth as she started to sob, flipping on the disposal to cover the noise.  All the pain she had been holding in was coming out of her now, cleansing her mind and emotions, and it felt good. She had not cried since her return to DC.

When the sobs had subsided, she turned off the disposal and stood hiccuping, staring at the wall as the last of her tears ran down her face and soaked into her shirt.  She swiped a piece of paper towel off the holder and blew her nose.  Sighing, she forced herself to calm down so she could walk through the living room. She turned around, and came face to face with Mulder where he stood in the doorway, a horribly pained expression on his face.

She stood still, staring at him in shock.  Had he been standing there the entire time watching her bawl her eyes out?  She wanted to be angry with him.  She wanted to scream at him for invading her privacy, for coming over here unannounced and running Houser off, for being an asshole and refusing to love her anymore.

A scowl crossed her face, and then it crumpled, like a house of cards standing proudly before its inevitable fall.  She covered her face and suddenly he was there with his arms around her, and there was the spicy cologne that he wore and she hadn’t smelled in months.  She could feel his cotton T-shirt on her arms and hands, and she let go of her face and buried it in his chest, her nose familiarly at his sternum, crying harder than she knew he had ever seen her cry.

His hands moved up and down her back, and into her hair, smoothing, apologizing without words.  Scully knew Mulder well enough to know the pain that he carried within him. She cried until his shirtfront was soaked, and then pulled away, wiping at her face with her hands.  Her eyes were swollen as she looked up at him, shudders passing through her body.  She saw that he was crying, too.  Reaching out, she took his hand in hers and held it tightly.

“I’ve missed you, Scully,” he said, still with that look of anguish on his face.

“If you’ve missed me so much, why haven’t you talked to me? Why do you keep pushing me away?”  She could hardly speak for the trembling of emotion in her voice.  She could tell that Mulder was taken aback at her display of frailty, as if he were surprised that she could feel so deeply.  

She suddenly wanted to punch him.  She moved away and walked into the living room, noticing that William had rolled about three feet from his blanket where Mulder must have set him down.  He had his head lifted up and was studiously looking at something on the floor.  She walked over and picked him up, inserting a pacifier into his mouth and walking with him into the nursery.  Placing him in his crib, she covered him and wound up his musical mobile.  He watched it turn around and around with wondrous eyes, and Scully bent and kissed him on the head.

“Momma loves you, sugar-plum,” she told him softly.  

Then she switched off the light and left the room.  She found Mulder in the living room, wiping at his eyes.  His back was to her and she wanted to run to him and hold him, even as the anger boiled within her.  She stood uncertainly at the edge of the room until Mulder turned and the look in his eyes undid her.  The boyish hurt and that aching look he got when he believed all was lost were both displayed there for her to see.  She ran to him and he caught her in his arms, pulling her to him, and her mouth searched out his, kissing him with a vengeance.  She could not get enough of him after all these months. She would never get enough. Never.

She kissed him over and over, then began tearing at his clothes, unable to wait to feel his skin against hers. He complied easily and helped her rid himself of them all, then they started on hers.  Her mouth ran down his neck, kissing and biting at him, uncaring whether she hurt him or herself as she less than gently seduced him. He followed her lead and grasped her to him with no less a ferocity than she displayed.  She began panting his name, getting louder and louder, driving him on as they tumbled to the floor together amidst a pile of inverted clothing.

“Scully, Scully, I love you,” he said as he kissed her repeatedly.  She couldn’t ever remember them making love as they were doing at this moment…savagely on the floor.  The baby’s toys were digging into their sweat-covered backs and at one point, Mulder sent a rattle flying across the room when it got into his way.

Scully didn’t care if the whole neighborhood came to the door, incensed at the commotion they were making.  Nothing was going to stop this.  The world could end and she wouldn’t let it separate her from his body.

“Mulder, never leave me again,” she whimpered, staring into his passion-filled eyes, and he kissed her deeply, whispering “Never, never again,” into her ear as his body suddenly let go and she felt herself coming loose and flying in a million directions at once, her world exploding around her as she tensed and held onto him for dear life.

Nothing mattered anymore but this, and them, and the angel they had created sleeping in the next room.

The room was dark and all that could be heard were occasional gasped entreaties and murmurs of approval until, at last, Scully again found herself in that place where no one but Mulder could take her, and she was free again.

Still in his arms, her heart slowed to its regular beat, and she sighed contentedly, her lips finding his skin and pressing there.  Running her hand down his side she whispered to him, telling him that it was never this way with anyone else. Only him. He must know that.  What he saw…it wasn’t what they had.  She felt his hand around her pull her closer, and she knew that he was finally at a place where he could put it behind him.  She leaned up and kissed his lips gently, softly, then moved up around his eyes, showing him with her mouth how very much she cherished him.

“Scully,” he finally said.  

She kissed the top of his ear.  “What?”

He turned his head to meet her lips with his own and said against them.  “Marry me today.” His tongue came out and poured into her mouth in a fluid motion that caused a shiver to run up her spine and desire to pool at her core.

She kissed him back and then pulled away a little.  “Today?” She felt him nod in the darkness and then his mouth was on her neck. “Okay,” she agreed, leaning her head back and sliding her fingers into his dark hair.  “Today.”

2 PM

St. Therese Catholic Church

Vienna, Virginia

Mulder stood fidgeting with his cufflink at the altar as Langly and Byers solemnly seated the few family and friends that could be gathered at such short notice.

Mrs. Scully held little William Henry on her lap, already crying into her handkerchief.  Mulder and Scully had discussed the baby’s middle name and chosen Henry after Teena Mulder’s brother who had died in the Vietnam War.

Frohike leaned forward and moved Mulder’s hand away from his cuff, trying to fasten the link himself, and Mulder’s eyes roamed the church. His mouth was dry and he could have sworn that the noise he heard were his knees knocking together underneath the black tux.  He really would have been more comfortable with the nuptials being held in a courthouse, but he didn’t want to cheat Scully out of her church wedding.  He really felt bad, though, that there wasn’t enough time for her entire family to be here.  Bill and Tara were in the Middle East, but Charlie had flown in and sat with his family in the pew with Maggie. A few of Scully’s friends that she had managed to keep over the years were gathered behind them.

On the groom’s side of the aisle there was no family to expect, but Skinner sat with his newfound love, Alison.  She was a boisterous woman, funny and full of life.  Originally from England, she worked for the DC police department. Somewhat of a tomboy, her friends called her Al, and Mulder could tell that Skinner had fallen hard for her.  Doggett and his wife sat next to them, along with a few friends from the Bureau.

As Byers and Langly escorted the last of the guests into the church, the wedding march began to play.  Frohike had fastened the cufflink just in time and put Mulder’s arm down. He stuck his hand in his own pocket and nervously fingered the rings there.  His one duty was to hand the rings to Mulder and Scully at the appointed time, and thinking about it caused him to break into a sweat.

Mulder’s eyes were fixed at the end of the aisle, and suddenly Scully appeared, standing alone.  Although her brother had offered to give her away, in the end Scully chose to make the journey by herself.  She wore a satin white floor-length gown with a square neckline that showed just a hint of cleavage. Her hair was tied loosely on her head with a few tendrils hanging by her face. Pearl earrings graced her delicate ears, and on her wrist was the fragile gold bracelet that Mulder had bought for her the last Christmas.  He had almost forgotten about it with all that happened, but at the last minute, he’d sent it to her by Byers. In her hands was a small bouquet of red roses and baby’s breath.

A long veil that fanned out slightly at the top cascaded down the back of her dress, but her face was not covered.  She looked straight ahead, directly into the eyes of her groom and smiled as she made her way down the long carpeted aisle.

When she stood facing him, he put his hands out and she took them in her own.  They were ice cold, and he squeezed them reassuringly, letting out a little puff of air as he smiled sheepishly.

Scully had asked her priest to perform the nuptials, but to simplify them.  She didn’t want the long Catholic ceremony that she had witnessed so many times.  Mulder was being wonderful suggesting that they have the wedding in a church at all, much lest the elaborate Catholic Church that they stood in now.  He was not a religious man, and she didn’t want to put him through the entire ritual.

Dearly beloved, We are gathered here today amongst family and friends to join together two of God’s children.

Partners in the FBI, and best friends in life, they desire to be partners before the eyes of God and the law of the land.  We are assembled to witness this union and to share in their happiness.

Do you, Fox William Mulder, take this woman to be your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold from this day forward, through sickness and in health, for richer or for poorer, until death do you part?

Mulder continued staring into Scully’s eyes as he said loudly, “I do.”

Father McCue turned to Scully.

And do you, Dana Katherine Scully, take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband, to have and to hold from this day forward, through sickness and in health, for richer or for poorer, until death do you part?

Scully smiled as she said, “I do.”

Please place the rings on each other’s fingers.

All eyes were on Frohike as his hand came out of his pocket and produced the two bands of gold.  He gave them to his friends with a smile, and watched with everyone else as Mulder slid Scully’s on her finger, and then she did the same for him.

With the power vested in me by the Commonwealth of Virginia, I now pronounce you man and wife.  Let everyone be witness to this blessed union.  You may now kiss the bride.

A large grin spread over Mulder’s face as he leaned in and covered Scully’s mouth with his own and then everyone stood and applauded.  The couple parted and looked out at the small congregation, surprised.  They began throwing white flower petals and yelling, “It’s about time!”

Mulder and Scully looked at one another and then stepped down from the altar and walked hand in hand to where Maggie stood holding their son.  Scully took him from her arms and kissed him. He wore a tiny suit and looked adorable.  “You’re sure you don’t mind keeping him?” She asked her mother over the din of congratulatory cheers.

“Of course not, Dana!  Now go and have a wonderful honeymoon!  Call me when you get there!”

Skinner was shaking Mulder’s hand. He slapped his back heartily, “I thought the day would never come, Mulder,” he said.  Mulder actually blushed.

“Thanks for the time off, Sir. We’ll be back at work in a week.” He turned and Skinner’s girlfriend kissed him on the cheek.  Kate was next, and when he stood in front of Doggett, he said, “A handshake will be fine.”

Doggett laughed and shook his hand. Byers and Langly were next, and when Mulder looked around to speak with Frohike, he saw the little man across the aisle next to Scully.  Before Mulder realized what was happening, he had grabbed her and was kissing her quite passionately on the lips.

Mulder hid a smile and strode up to them.  “What’s going on here?”

Frohike relinquished his hold on Scully and she stood there stunned.  Mulder steadied her with his hand.

“You all right, there, Scully?” he asked her.  She nodded, smiling a little. Frohike had swaggered off into the small crowd.

“I think he’ll remember that for the rest of his life,” Mulder commented, watching him go.  Then, “Come on, Scully, we have a plane to catch.”  He walked over to the baby and held him, kissing him multiple times on his downy soft hair.  “You be good, Slugger.” Then he reached out for Scully’s hand, and they left the church and got into their rented limo amid a shower of birdseed.

~~~

When Mulder and Scully had settled on the plane, he wrapped his arm around her shoulder.  “Now this feels right, Scully.” He looked over at her and winked.  “So how does it feel to be Spooky’s girl?”

Scully reached over and squeezed his knee.  “Pretty damn wonderful, Spooky,” she said, leaning over and kissing him. “I’m not only his girl, but his wife!  I am officially Mrs. Spooky now!” She kissed him again, more thoroughly this time.

The stewardess clearing her throat brought them apart. “Would you two like a drink?” she asked them.

“No, thank you,” Scully said, leaning back in her seat. Mulder declined, too, and when she had gone, he was both surprised and a little pleased to find Scully blushing.

“What!” Scully looked at him.  “Well, Mulder, I’m not used to public displays of affection.”

He leaned toward her and nibbled her earlobe.  “Get used to it.”  His breath was hot in her ear.

“Mulder, cut it out, or I’ll drag you into that tiny bathroom over there.”

“Oooo! You know what I like!”  Mulder nipped at her jaw.

“Mulder!”  She pushed him away playfully, and he sighed, picking up a magazine.


“Seems weird, Scully.  No X-File this trip.”

“Feels good!” she said, slumping down in her seat a little.  “For once there’s nothing to occupy our minds except for each other.”

They had stopped briefly to change and grab their suitcases before heading to the airport, and now Scully gazed out at the clouds thinking about the beautiful island of Hawaii awaiting them. She reached over and clasped Mulder’s hand in hers.  She had never been so happy.

Several aisles away, a man sat by the window, his gaze occasionally shifting to the FBI couple seated up front. He smiled and fingered the large gold medallion around his neck. <Soon>, he thought.

Scully watched the waves pounding the shore with trepidation.

“Come on, Scully!” Mulder called from mid-way out in the ocean.  “It’s not that cold!”

Scully stuck a toe in the water and pulled it back out. “It’s freezing, Mulder!”

Mulder rolled his eyes heavenward and then came sloshing out of the water. He swooped her up and carried her out into the breaking waves as she shrieked in his ear.

“Why Scully, I don’t believe I’ve ever heard you scream like this before. Except in bed, of course.”

“Mulder!” she half-laughed.  “Let me down!” The last word was punctuated by a scream as a wave broke over her, soaking her bathing suit.

“Okay, if that’s what you want…”


“No!” Scully yelled too late as he dropped her unceremoniously into the water. She came up sputtering with hair clinging to her face.  “You’re dead meat!” She yelled and jumped on him, causing him to lose his balance and go toppling backward into the ocean. He struggled to his feet, coughing up salt water and they both made their way to shore, the waves trying to drag them backward.  

Sitting amidst the foam, Scully leaned back on her elbows and looked at her new husband.  “Mulder, as handsome as you are, you really look like shit with your hair plastered down like that,” she said thoughtfully, tilting her head sideways.

Mulder pushed it back and out of his eyes.  “Oh, really.”

She batted her eyelashes at him.  “Yes. Really.”

Growling, Mulder stood and picked her up again.

“Oh, no!  No, Mulder!  Uncle! Uncle!”

Mulder carried her over his shoulder out into the waves.  “No use screaming for relatives, Scully, you’re going down!”  He tossed her into the deep water and then leaned forward, hands on his knees trying to catch his breath.

A moment passed and Scully didn’t pop up out of the waves.

“Scully?” Mulder moved forward, peering into the murky water. He waded deeper, and called her name again. Panic began to rise in his chest as the seconds passed by without her emerging. “Scully!” he called out, and then, becoming frantic, dove into the water.  He felt something pass by him and latch onto his bath suit, whipping it off of his body, and he turned in the water and broke the surface.

“Wha…” He looked up to see Scully struggling toward shore, his blue Speedo waving in her hand above her head.

“SCULLY!”

“You shouldn’t have tangled with me, Mulder,” she said.

Mulder frowned; looking down at the water that just barely covered him. Taking a deep breath, he said, “All right, Scully. You are forcing me to come out as I am.”

Scully turned and looked at him.  “I don’t know, Mulder.  The water is awfully cold, if you catch my drift.”

A myriad of expression passed over Mulder’s face, then he crumpled.  “Come on, Scully,” he whined. “Ah!  Some little fish just bit me!” He jumped a foot, exposing himself to the rest of the beach.

She seemed to consider. “What will you give me?” she finally asked.

Mulder smiled devilishly, and Scully blushed. Then she looked around; noticing several young women headed their way.  She didn’t really want to share her new husband’s most intimate parts with others, so she headed back out into the waves and handed him his bathing suit, watching as he slipped it on.  He reached out for her and pressed his nose to hers, their eyes crossing with the close proximity.  

“That…was….very…naughty…of….you….Scully,” he emphasized each word.  She raised her legs and wrapped them around his waist, allowing the water to keep her afloat.

“Mulder,” she began philosophically, her arms wrapped around his neck.  “We are probably the only married couple ever to call each other by their last names.”

Mulder pulled her closer, nestling her chin on his shoulder.  She could feel him speaking against her own.  “Actually, you’re name is Mulder now.”  She leaned back and looked at him, narrowing her eyes.

“So,” he continued.  “We are both Mulder,…Mulder.”

Scully let go of him and stood on the rocky sand beneath the water.

“That’s ridiculous.”

He took her hand and led her to shore.  “What is, Mulder?” he asked her.

“Cut it out, Mulder.”

“Cut what out, Mulder?”

Scully reached over and punched him in the arm.

“OW!” He let go of her hand and rubbed his arm.

“Come on, let’s go have some lunch,” she said, walking ahead of him, her hips swaying enticingly as she maneuvered in the sand.

Mulder grinned, then grimaced again as he looked down at his arm. He was definitely going to have a bruise there. He ran after her and they made their way back to the hotel together.

On the verandah, a tall, darkly handsome man sat reading a newspaper. Sunglasses covered his eyes, and he looked like any other tourist in his floral shirt and bathing suit.  He glanced briefly at the couple as they passed.  <So in love> he thought, smiling nastily. <So sweet. What a shame>

As Mulder stepped into the shower behind Scully, he pulled the curtain closed and put his arms around her. “I called your mother.  William’s doing great.”  

“Better than an hour ago when we came in?” She asked him teasingly.

This was the third time in a day that he’d called her mother, and this time Maggie Scully had told him off.  She said this was his honeymoon, and he shouldn’t be calling his mother-in-law every few minutes.  Mulder had obediently hung up, promising not to call again until tomorrow, but he’d secretly enjoyed the lecture.  He liked the sound of Mrs. Scully being his “mother-in-law”. He decided Scully didn’t need to know about all of that.

“I’m sure she appreciates that I care enough to call,” he told her now, and gripped her by the shoulders, and delicately ran his fingers along them and down her spine. “This marriage thing is great, Scully.  Think how much money we’ll save showering together.”

Scully felt herself reacting to his hands on her, and she said huskily, “Mulder, I’ve gone from years without sex to doing it five times a day. You’re killing me, here!”

He put his lips on her neck and murmured, “It’s the same with me, Scully, but what a way to go!” He spun her around and devoured her mouth with his own, plundering it with his tongue.  She breathed in sharply through her nose and grasped his head with her hands, pressing herself against him.  His body backed up onto the cold wall and he gasped. Picking her up, he said, “Let’s take this to the bed,” and stepped out of the shower.

“But Mulder…what about getting ready for dinner?”

“I’ve got what I’m hungry for…” He put her on the sheets, and covered her body with his own, tasting of her over and over again.

Sometime later, they lay quietly, recovering from the exertion of what had to be what Scully had heard people refer to as mind-blowing sex.  Her head was on Mulder’s stomach, and she could hear it gurgling.

“You are hungry, Mulder, and for food!”

He laughed, causing her head to bounce up and down.  “Okay, in a minute, Scully.”  He ran his fingers through her hair and began massaging her neck.

“Mmmmm…that feels so good.  Keep it up, and I’ll go to sleep! To hell with dinner.” Scully closed her eyes and felt herself drifting. 

Suddenly, Mulder’s hand stopped, and Scully’s eyes flew open.  She knew what he had discovered.

Mulder sat up, jostling Scully down to his lap.  Parting her hair in the back, he ran his finger over the nape of her neck.  “Scully….Scully, it’s gone!”

She bit her lip and sat up, looking into his eyes that were filled with alarm.  “They took it out, Mulder,” she told him softly. “That’s how they erased my memory when I left the ship, but it just didn't last as they’d hoped it would.”

Mulder looked at her as if she’d grown horns.  “You knew about this?  When were you going to let me in on it?” His voice had grown harsh, and he jumped off of the bed, and paced around the room.

Scully watched him.  “I was going to, Mulder, but not on our honeymoon.”

He stopped and glared at her.  “You’ve been home for three months!”

Scully’s anger was starting to burn low within her.  “You weren’t exactly giving me much of your time during those three months, Mulder.”

He threw his arms out in despair.  “I would have, Scully!  I would have listened to you about this!” 

Scully raised a brow. “Why?  Because this is important, and that was not?  You just kept me in agony for three months for something unimportant?”

Mulder jerked his head impatiently.  “No, yes!” He moved away.  “I don’t know.  Scully, you could get cancer again!”  He looked at her angrily.  She realized that he wasn’t really mad at her, but somehow that didn’t really help when he continued pacing and ranting and raving like he was.

“I told you, Scully. I told you that I’d found out that my brain tumor had disappeared.”

“No, you didn’t.  You told my mother, and she told me.” She didn’t add that Alex Krycek had mentioned it to her before. He was mad enough as it was.

Finally Mulder came to a stop at the window and looked out toward the beautiful mountains of Hawaii.  “This is the happiest time of my life, Scully,” he said softly. “Now a dark cloud has covered it.”

“Which is precisely why I didn’t want to tell you on this trip.”  She got up from the bed and walked over to him.  They stood together, and she put her hand on his arm, as she had done many, many times in the past. The fact that they didn’t have a stitch of clothes on this time didn’t matter, the ritual was the same, and they received the same comfort from it.  He turned around and looked down at her, his eyes probing hers.  “I can’t lose you, Scully.  I can’t.” Tears threatened them both.  “It will kill me.”

She put her arms around him and held him to her. “Let’s just take things a day at a time, Mulder.  Okay?” She kissed his shoulder and led him into the bathroom where the water was still running and they took their shower.

When they got off the elevator and entered the lobby an hour later, Scully glanced at the hotel restaurant menu written on a chalkboard nearby. She asked Mulder if he wanted to stay here and eat or go someplace else.

He was several feet away gazing into the gift shop.  “We should get the baby a Hawaii T-shirt,” he told her, pointing to a rack inside.

“Okay, before we leave, but where do you want to eat?”

He turned around.  “Where ever Don Ho is performing tonight.”  At her look, he laughed and began to sing “Tiny Bubbles”.  

“Okay, Scully, how about we walk down the street and just see what appeals,” he suggested when he saw her look of disgust.  Joining hands, they made their way around the fountain in the middle of the room and past groups of people standing around with their suitcases talking.  Mulder muttered something about none of them having lives, and Scully glanced up at him.

“What?”

“They wouldn’t know a conspiracy if it hit them in the face, let alone recognize an alien. I bet they all think they’re green.”

Scully squeezed his hand and laughed.  “I, for one, am very glad to be away from it all. Enjoy the mundane, Mulder, while you can."

He smiled, and they walked out into the balmy evening.  Large, elaborate cages of parrots lined the path that led out of the hotel village and into the street, and Scully paused to admire their many colors.  She sighed as they began to stroll down the paved sidewalk.  “Even the air feels different here, Mulder,” she said smiling.

He stopped.  “Do you smell that?” he asked her.  She sniffed the air.  “What? The ocean?”

“McDonalds!” 

“Mulder, I am not going to eat McDonalds’ food while I’m in Hawaii.  How about some sushi?”


Mulder wrinkled his nose.

“How about not?” They began to walk again.  

“Seafood sounds good,” he suggested after a moment, and she agreed.  He found a nice restaurant a block down and they went in, choosing a corner booth with dim lighting.

A plate of shrimp cocktail was soon before them, and Scully began feeding it to Mulder.  This was so far from the norm for them; she couldn’t help but giggle.

“What?” he asked chewing.


“I don’t know…a year ago, could you imagine us doing this? Me feeding you shrimp in a restaurant as you suck the cocktail sauce off my fingers?”  The last part was said a little shakily and Mulder nipped at her palm.

“I don’t know, Scully, I’ve pictured us doing a lot of stuff.  Actually, the reality is even better than the fantasy.”  He leaned closer to her and kissed her softly, and she could taste the shrimp on his lips.

“That’s sweet, Mulder,” she said.  They were totally unaware when the dark man entered the restaurant and took a table on the other side of them, a potted plant obscuring him from view.

Mulder poured Scully a glass of champagne and then one for himself.  They toasted their new life together, and their son, and then drank it.  She kicked her shoe off and ran her foot up his pant leg.  He raised an eyebrow at her.

“You didn’t know what champagne does to me, did you, Mulder?” she asked, giving him a look that could melt ice.

“If I had, I would’ve given it to you a long time ago,” he kissed her again, his mouth open and inviting.  The man behind the plant sat and dug dirt out from under his nails with a toothpick, listening intently.  The woman was definitely going to be worth his time.

++++++++++++++++++++

After dinner, Mulder and Scully took a walk on the beach.  The moon was full and beautiful hanging on the horizon and the breeze felt wonderful against their skin.  When they reached the hotel, Mulder pulled up a lounge chair and eased himself down on it, pulling Scully onto his lap.  She sat between his long legs with his chin resting on top of her head.

“It is so beautiful here, Scully,” he said, gazing off at the shadows of clouds crossing the heavy moon.

“Mmm, it is.” She rubbed her hand up and down his leg thoughtfully.  “I could sit here with you forever.”

“What do you think about going whale watching tomorrow?” Mulder asked her. “I was looking at brochures in the lobby and there’s a ship leaving at ten.”

Scully shifted and looked up at him.  “That sounds wonderful!  I’ve always wanted to do something like that.”

“Me, too,” he said.

She frowned. “Wonder why we never knew that about each other.  Mulder, sometimes I just don’t see how we could be so close, yet know practically nothing about one another.”

“I don’t know, Scully,” she could feel him shrug.  “Everything was about work when we were together. We developed a strong trust and bond. We belong together,” his arms tightened around her possessively. “What ever else we find out about one another is just icing on the cake.”

Scully smiled and turned in his arms.  “You are really a romantic at heart, do you know that, Fox Mulder?” She kissed him lovingly.

“Yeah, I know. I am one warm and fuzzy guy,” he gave her a hug.  “Scully, did you know that sex is very good for you?”

Scully eyed him suspiciously.  “Yes, and I’d say that the way we’ve been going at it, we are two very healthy specimens.”

Mulder coughed weakly into his hand.  “I don’t know, I think I need some more.”

“Mulder! I am going to be so sore tomorrow as it is!”

“Getting old, Mrs. Spooky?”

“You’re older than I am, baby.”

“Ooooo…call me that again!” He began to tickle her and she broke into laughter.  “Hey, how about a swim in the pool?” he asked.  “Nobody’s in it.”

Past the fence they could see the water in the large swimming pool calmly rippling in the breeze. Scully watched it for a moment, truly tempted.  Her head was against Mulder’s chest and his breathing lulled her into a wonderful feeling of peace.

“I’m too lazy to go put my swim suit on,” she moaned, scratching her nose as his chest hair tickled it from under the open buttons of his Polo shirt.

“We don’t need suits, Scully! It’s 2 AM and nobody’s out here.”

Scully lifted her head up and looked at him. “Mulder, we can’t skinny dip in the hotel pool!  If someone catches us, they’ll kick us out!”

Mulder grinned mischievously.  “So, you’re telling me that not only are you old and lazy, but your chicken, too.”  He waited, the gauntlet thrown down for her to pick up or ignore as she chose.

He knew what she would do.

“I am not chicken!”  Scully stood up and, glancing around to make certain that no one could see, she began pulling off her clothes.  Mulder jumped up from the chair.  

“Wait until we’re over there, Scully!”  He steered her toward the pool area, and then stripped off his own clothes.  They dove into the deep end of the pool, surfacing somewhere in the middle.

“Wow, nothing like water against skin to make you feel sensual!”  He grabbed at her and she gasped.

“Mulder, we are not doing it in the pool!”

“Chicken…”

“That won’t work this time.” Scully wiggled out of his arms and swam to the side, grabbing the ladder and treading water.  Mulder leaned back and floated on the surface, watching the millions of stars in the night sky.

“You realize you are exposing yourself, don’t you Mulder?”

“Only to you, my love,” he said, shooting a long spray of water out of his mouth like a fountain.  Scully dipped under and swam to him, coming up underneath and reaching around him with her hands.  Mulder toppled as she grabbed him, shouting in alarm.

“That’s no way to be subversive, Scully,” He said to her, pulling her to him.  He kissed her longingly.

“Let’s go to our room,” she suggested when they came up for air.

“I thought you were sore,” he reminded her.


“I said I will be sore.  I’m already going to be, so what’s the harm?”

“I thought you felt lazy…”

“Mulder…”Scully’s voice held a warning.

“Okay, okay, come on!”

They crawled out of the pool, dripping wet.  As far as they knew, they were all alone outside the hotel.  They didn’t see the thin trail of cigar smoke drifting up from behind the trellis on the other side of the patio, nor the shimmer of light bouncing off a gold medallion when the moonlight hit it.  As they pulled their clothes on over their wet bodies, Syndicate Man continued listening to their conversation.

“This is something we’ll tell our grandchildren about one day, Scully.”

“Oh yeah. I’m sure they’ll love it. ‘Grandpa and I went skinny dipping in a hotel pool,’ we’ll tell them.  Then they’ll wrinkle their noses and make gagging noises.”

Mulder laughed and wrapped his arm around her as they walked toward the large double glass doors that led into the hotel lobby.  “And then we’ll tell them how we had sex ten times a day, every day, for the rest of our lives.”

“Oh, Mulder.” He listened to their voices die away and took another puff on his cigar.  Whale watching at ten AM tomorrow.  Sounded delightful.

Two Days Earlier

Washington, D.C.

Skinner tapped his fingers on his desk just as John Doggett knocked on the door to his office.

“Come in,” he motioned to him with his hand.

“You wanted to see me, Sir?”

“Yes,” Skinner replied, his jaw working.

“Something wrong?” Doggett asked, handing him the report he had just finished typing up.

Skinner put his pen down. “Actually there is.” He jerked his head toward the door.  “Shut it.”

Doggett did so, and then took a seat across from Skinner.

“I got a call from Alex Krycek this morning.” Skinner replied.

Doggett looked surprised.  “What did he want?  Was it a threat?”

“No, a warning.”

“He isn’t exactly a trustworthy source.”

“I know that, Agent.  Still, I can’t just ignore what he’s told me.”

Doggett waited for his superior to enlighten him on the matter.

Skinner sighed and stood up, walking around the desk and leaning on it, crossing his arms in front of him.  “He said that someone known as the Syndicate Man, a very powerful ally of the Rebel Aliens, has set his sights on Scully and plans to kidnap her.”

Doggett ran his fingers through his hair.  “What exactly do you mean by ‘set his sights on’ her?  Wasn’t Krycek himself the one enamored with Agent Scully?”

“That’s what Scully said in her report.  According to Krycek, he is trying to protect Scully.  He over heard this man ordering a plane ticket to Hawaii for the day that Mulder and Scully left.”

Doggett pursed his lips, thinking this over. “What’s he want with her? Is he working for the Rebels now? You think they want her back?”

“This man isn’t exactly known for his loyalty.  He may want her for the Black Oil Aliens, and if that is true, they’ll want her dead.  Krycek made it sound more like a sexual obsession. Look, Agent Doggett. I don’t trust Krycek, but I have heard of this Syndicate Man.  If what I heard is correct, he is a much scarier threat than Cigarette Smoking Man ever was or Alex Krycek could ever hope to be.”

Doggett nodded his understanding.

Skinner’s mind was already working out a plan of action.  “I am not about to go over to the Big Island, guns blazing, and interrupt Mulder and Scully’s honeymoon.  I don’t really even want to call them and worry them over this.”  He studied Doggett for a moment.  “What do you think about going there as two couples on a little vacation?”

Doggett’s eyes met his. “I don’t think Agent Mulder would appreciate that, either.”

“We’ll make certain he doesn’t even know we are there,” Skinner replied, rather craftily. He stood up. “I’ll make the arrangements, and call Al.  You let your wife in on the news.  Think she can get away from her practice?”


Doggett laughed.  “For Hawaii?  I believe she can swing it.”

Hawaii

Mulder rounded the corner of the hotel, slowing down from his morning jog.  He walked back and forth past the parrots’ cages until his heart resumed its normal pace and the sweat on his body had dried in the ocean breeze.  Opening the doors to the lobby, he went in.

Skinner and Al sat on a balcony across the lawn drinking Mimosa’s and eating from the plentiful breakfast buffet provided by their hotel.  Skinner tossed the piece of bacon he’d been holding back onto the plate, and looked at his companion. She looked beautiful in her long, flowered dress; her dark hair pushed back and a large flower tucked behind her ear.

“I still can’t believe my agents were skinny dipping in a public pool,” he growled.

Al reached over and put a hand over his.  “I think it looked like fun!”  She winked at him, and he turned a pale shade of red.  Skinner was trying to take things slow with this relationship. He had been burned a couple of times since his marriage dissolved, and he had done nothing more than some innocent necking with Al.  His eyes raking over her, he wondered if he’d be able to wait much longer.  She felt the heat in his stare and smiled.  Thank God, she was beginning to wonder if he was gay!

Mulder opened the door to the hotel room and found his bride sitting on the bed with a pen and paper in her hands.  He walked over and peeked past her shoulder, recognizing the names of several drugs listed on the pad.  Scully was murmuring as she wrote, and after a moment, Mulder realized that she was talking to Houser.  He rolled his eyes and went into the bathroom to shower.

After a moment, she opened the door.  “Mulder?  I’m sorry, but something is really screwy with the way the toxicology reports turned out on that last case.  I’m going to have to make some calls….do you mind if we postpone the whale watching ‘til tomorrow?”

Mulder turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, dripping onto the towel he’d thrown on the floor.  Scully’s eyes raked over his lean, tanned body, wishing she had time to play with it this morning.

“Scully, this is our honeymoon!” He pulled a towel off the rack and began briskly rubbing himself dry.

“I know that, but this is very odd.  Houser isn’t as well acquainted with this end of the case as I am.  We thought it was all wrapped up, but the final report from the lab threw a wrench into it.” She stepped toward him, putting her hands on his upper arms and looking into his eyes.  “I promise to have it all fixed up by this afternoon. Isn’t there anything you can do by yourself until then?”

Mulder kissed her lightly on the lips. “Aren’t I supposed to be the one driven by work, Scully?”  He sighed.  “Okay, I’ll force myself to go play some pool down the street.  Let’s have some breakfast first, though.”

Scully agreed and went to finish getting ready.

They went down to the lobby and partook of the buffet in the restaurant, carrying their plates out to the patio.  Scully had barely taken her seat when she spied someone very familiar several yards away.  She reached out and grabbed Mulder’s arm. He looked over to where her eyes were fixed.  “What?” he asked, a piece of cantaloupe balanced on his fork.

“Do you see that man? Isn’t that Doggett?”

“Where?” he managed to get the melon in his mouth and looked again.  “No, Scully.  It’s normal to go away and think you see people you know all over the place.” He continued eating.

“I don’t think I see people I know all over the place, I just see Doggett standing over there!”

“Well, if that’s Doggett, then by all means, go and speak to him! I’m going for more bacon.” He leaned down and placed a kiss on her head, then headed back to the buffet.

Scully kept looking at the man across the lawn. He had the same build as Doggett, tall, lean, lanky, and muscular. His hair was very short like Doggett’s, and the same color.  Maybe Mulder was right and he just resembled him.  After all, what would he be doing here in Hawaii?

Mulder returned to the table and saw that she was still gazing that way. “Oh for pete’s sake, Scully, I’ll go look.”  He strode off across the lawn, but as Scully raised herself up to see better, she was chagrined to find that the man had disappeared.  Shrugging, she dug into her meal with enthusiasm.  Mulder returned.


“I didn’t see anyone over there that looked even remotely like Doggett,” he told her, taking his seat once more.

“He disappeared,” Scully stated, taking a sip of grape juice.

“Into thin air? Oh, an X-File!” Mulder smiled at her and she made a face.  Then he suggested, “Maybe you miss old John…he was your partner for several months.”

Scully turned her eyes on him, trying to figure out if he was really jealous, or only teasing.  She decided not to answer. If he were jealous, he’d let her know it soon enough.

“Are you really going to play pool?” she asked after a moment.

“Yeah, after that place down the street opens at noon,” Mulder wiped his mouth with the napkin and leaned back in his chair, looking at Scully hungrily.  “Maybe you can keep me occupied until then?”

“Not if you want me to get this done so we can go out tonight.  Go swimming, Mulder.  Then you can play some pool, and by that time I’ll be finished.  I told Houser I would fax him the information by three o’clock our time.”

Mulder frowned. “I don’t want to go swimming without you,” he said a bit petulantly.

Scully smiled.  “You’re just afraid you’ll run into Barb.”

“I am not,” Mulder protested weakly. He had to admit he was always at a loss around aggressive women.  This particular lifeguard was attractive and friendly, with really spectacular breasts worthy of the best of his porn tapes, but she had pinched him on the butt two separate times causing him to blush furiously.  Scully had laughed.  She seemed to enjoy the woman’s advances on him.  In fact, they seemed to share an unspoken joke about it. Now he shifted uncomfortably in his seat and looked out toward the ocean as if nervous she’d come over the sand dune any second now with her arm outstretched and her fingers twitching.

“I think I’ll just go for a little walk, Scully.”  He turned to her. “You go get that work done. Tonight I want you all to myself.” He leaned toward her and she met him half way, kissing him.  As they parted a little, she looked into his eyes and thought how good it felt to be with him this way. Placing her hands on the side of his face, she said, “I love you,” then kissed him again.  Mulder smiled and they got up, paid the check, and went their separate ways for the day.

Scully had spent hours on the phone with people in the FBI lab and with various other sources.  Now she sat out on the covered verandah of the hotel, typing a report on her laptop.  Every once in awhile she would lift up her head and look around, hoping Mulder might come by.  She missed him.

Finally she was done and stood up, stretching. All she needed to do now was to print out the report and fax it to Houser.  Looking around, she caught the eye of a man sitting across the pool from her.  He was dark, as if born in the Mediterranean, and very hairy.  He wore an olive-colored bathing suit and a wide brimmed hat.  Dark sunglasses covered his eyes.  Scully felt that she had seen him somewhere before, and the way that he was staring at her sent chills up her spine.  Rather than turn away, she kept watching him, finding that this usually gave her the upper hand in encounters of this nature.  A man liked to stare at a woman in order to unnerve her and make her turn away. Staring back unflinchingly ruins it for him.

She noticed that he wore a large gold ring on one of the fingers he had wrapped around a slender beer bottle, and that dark hairs grew on his knuckles.  His chest was a mass of dark curly hair with a shiny gold medallion hanging in the midst of it.  Suddenly, he smiled at her, baring a set of perfectly straight and white teeth.  Scully finally turned away, picking up her things and heading into the hotel. It was obvious that the man wasn’t going to stop staring, and she didn’t want to give him any reason to think she was interested in him.  She found the concierge and asked him about a printer and fax machine. The sooner she got this work done, the sooner she could meet up with her husband.

=========

Doggett walked along the beach with Kate, admiring the blueness of the water. Kate was admiring her husband in his emerald green Speedo.

“I can’t believe we are really here, John,” she said when she’d torn her eyes from his backside.  “This is like a dream come true.”

“What about our honeymoon, Cookie?” he asked her.

“Well, Niagra Falls was nice, but it wasn’t Hawaii.” She grabbed him around the waist and kissed him heartily.  “This place is magic.”

“Anyplace I’m with you is magic, Cookie,” he said, hugging her to him.  “But I do have a job to do.  It’s my turn to spy on the honeymooners, so we’d better be heading back.”

“One of these days they’re going to spot you, John.” Kate hurried to keep up with him, sand slipping beneath her feet.  “It almost happened this morning.”

“Yeah, I need to buy a hat or something.”  He grinned at the lifeguard on duty as he walked past, and Kate sent her a killer look. That woman had too much bust for that bathing suit. 

“She is really asking for it.  I saw her pinch you yesterday, John,” Kate’s temper was rising fast.

Doggett put an arm around her.  “Aw, come on, Cookie!  You know I only have eyes for you!  Why do you get so jealous?”

Kate swung him around. “Because you’re mine, dammit!”  She brought his mouth down on hers and kissed him hard.  “Don’t forget it.”

She walked ahead of him toward their hotel and Doggett was left standing there, watching her go.  Suddenly, he laughed.  That was his killer Cookie.

Scully walked into the smoke-filled bar and scanned the room for Mulder. Immediately, she recognized his jean-clad ass bent over a pool table on the far side of the room.  Pausing a moment to watch as he carefully lined up a shot and then sent the balls rolling, Scully licked her lips in anticipation of seeing that butt unclad later this evening.  She mentally shook herself and then walked over to the bar and ordered a beer.  She spun around on the stool to continue watching Mulder as she brought the bottle to her lips.

“What an ass,” came a female voice from beside her, almost causing Scully to spew her beverage. The woman had voiced exactly what had been running through her mind!

She smiled and nodded in agreement.


“I’d like to have him in my bed,” she continued conversationally. “Oh, I’m Leilani,” she stuck her hand out and Scully shook it.  The woman looked back at Mulder and shook her head, as if in awe.  “Big nose, big feet, big….?”

“Uh, excuse me, but someone is waiting for me.” She got up from her stool and walked over to Mulder, knowing that the woman’s eyes were glued to her.

With precision, she brought her hand to Mulder’s backside and squeezed it carefully, as if testing a melon for ripeness.  Mulder’s head jerked around, and when he saw who it was, he grinned.  “Well, hello, G-woman!  Didn’t expect you here.” He moved toward her and his tongue did a quick exploration of her mouth.  Scully shot a swift look at Leilani and was rewarded by seeing her topple on her stool and have to grab the bar quickly to hold herself up.

“I finished a little early,” she said to Mulder.  He told her he had one more shot and then he’d be through, so Scully leaned back against the wall to watch him. Unknown to either agent, Doggett and Kate came into the bar at that moment and headed toward the back.  He wore a leather jacket and ball cap, and Kate had covered her hair with a scarf.  They settled themselves to watch.

Mulder didn’t win his game, but Scully took him by the hand and led him to the back of the bar before he could get too down about it.

“Where are we going, Scully?”

She stopped in front of a door and peeked inside.  “In here,” she told him, winking, and pulled him into the broom closet.  Doggett peered around the corner.  

“Where’d they go?” he whispered to Kate.

She shrugged, and Doggett moved forward, putting an ear to the door. He looked up, surprise on his face.  “They’re doing it in the closet!” He exclaimed to his wife.

“Novel idea,” she said, looking for another closet to get into.

A few minutes later, someone walked over to a tough-looking waitress at the bar and whispered to her, “Carrie, I just saw a couple go into the women’s room together.  Now there’s people waiting outside it.”

Carrie frowned and wiped her hands on her apron.  Striding purposefully across the room, she entered the alcove and moved past the three women waiting to pee.  They could all hear moaning coming from inside the bathroom. She lifted her fist and rapped on the door roughly.  “Hey, you in there!  This ain’t no motel, got it?  Now get your pants on and get outta here!”

Crossing her arms over her ample bosom, she stood and waited.  After a moment, the door slowly opened and a disheveled Doggett and Kate walked out.

“Sorry,” Doggett murmured, as they made their way past the irate Carrie and one of the women dashed past them and slammed the door.

“Well, don’t be coming back here, you perverts!” Carrie admonished them, and the two slunk out and into the tropical night.

==========

Mulder and Scully walked hand in hand down the dark street.  Scully was kept breaking out into short bursts of laughter that made Mulder grin from ear to ear.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this happy, Scully,” he told her.

“I’ve never been this happy, Mulder,” she said seriously, pulling him over to the side of the walk and putting her arms around his neck. She was wearing a pair of sandals, so she had to stand on her toes to reach him.  She smiled and laughed again. “I can’t believe we did it in a closet!”

“I can’t believe it was your idea!” Mulder said, his face moving closer to hers.


“I can’t believe it was so good,” Scully said, taking his lower lip between her teeth.

“Iwanawattssslllurgg…”

“What?” Scully let go of his lip and leaned back.

“I said, I want to make love to you everywhere,” he kissed her softly, his tongue flicking in and out of her mouth.

“Everywhere?  You’ve seen too many porno movies, Mulder. I’m really not into people watching me,” She took his hand and they continued to walk.

“I don’t mean in front of people,” Mulder admonished.  “I’m thinking…maybe in the elevator…and in our office.”

“It’s not our office anymore,” Scully reminded him. “And Doggett might not appreciate it.”

“Scully, I think we should petition AD Skinner to make us partners again.  After all, we worked together for months while we were involved, and no one knew about it.”

“I don’t know, Mulder. Married agents aren’t supposed to be partnered. I doubt he’d go for it.”  She stopped. “Speaking of Skinner, Mulder…” she pointed down the road to a man and woman sitting on a bench kissing.

Mulder looked.  “Sure, that man is bald and tall, but that doesn’t make him Skinner, Scully.”

“I know that!  But that really looks like him!  Don’t you think? And it even looks like the woman he’s been dating.” She looked up at Mulder and he pinched her cheek.  

“You’re so cute when you’re delusional!  Skinner is in D.C. where he belongs. Do you want to take a swim? We haven’t done it in the ocean yet!”

Scully scowled at his patronizing tone, but had to admit he was right. What would Skinner be doing in Hawaii?  “Okay, let’s go!” They headed down to the beach.

~~~~~~

Syndicate Man fingered his gold medallion as he watched the couple in the water.  It was dark, and very few people were on the beach this night. He adjusted his binoculars and observed their actions.

He sucked his breath in through gleaming teeth when he realized that they were coupling again.  The woman had her head thrown back in passion, her back against the wood of the pier.  He knew that he wanted Scully, but he had not counted on the fact that she was rarely alone. They had not gone on the whale-watching excursion that morning, and she had not wandered from the safety of the hotel, except when she walked to the pool parlor.  This had looked like the time to grab her, but then he noticed that she was being followed by a couple.  For what reason, he had yet to find out.  At this moment, another man and woman seemed to be watching them.  

Syndicate Man noticed everything around him, for he had depended on the use of his senses his entire life growing up in the slums of Greece.  Taking the spyglasses from his eyes, he looked down at the round disk between his fingers. His father had given this medallion to him when he was quite young, before the terrible night when his parents were taken away. It had been in the family for centuries.

A beautiful picture was depicted on the medallion that fascinated Syndicate Man.  It was a snake with it’s tail in its mouth. Not only was the full circle created by the snake symbolic, it was also something that he wished he could do himself. His finger moved over the image and he hummed low in his chest.  It was a sound he made to comfort himself.  Picking up the binoculars again, he peered through them at the copulating duo in the water. Would they never grow tired of it?

Skinner and Al sat high on a dune watching the bright moon above them. Every so often, one of them would glance over at Mulder and Scully getting it on by the pier.  Al wished that Skinner would forget about watching them and make a move on her.  They had kissed heavily just minutes ago on the bench, but when the objects of their surveillance moved on down the beach, Skinner had jumped up and left Al aching with need.

She reached over and laid her hand on his large, tanned one.  He turned and smiled at her.

“They are very much in love, aren’t they,” she commented softly in her British accent.  Skinner felt chills every time he heard it.  Even now, his pants were getting tighter in the crotch.

He nodded and swallowed.  “Yes, what they have is very…special.”  He watched Al’s lips as they approached his own and she kissed him gently.  He parted his mouth and licked her teeth, and she gasped.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and they fell over backward and rolled down the dune and into the sand below it.  The neck of Skinner’s shirt was open, and there was a patch of coarse hair growing there. Al entangled her fingers in it, pulling gently, as he moved his head back and forth over hers, angling his kisses to give her greatest pleasure.

“Oh!  Walter,” she moaned, pulling him closer to her.

“I…. I should be watching them…” he muttered, moving his hand under her dress.

She reached up and took off his glasses so they couldn’t jab her in the face anymore and then moved her hands up through his fringe of hair and onto his bald pate, soothing it with her fingers.

“Oh, that feels…amazing!” He grunted, and she laughed throatily.  Skinner had never felt the sensations he was experiencing before.  He looked down at her, crushed beneath his massive frame.

“What is it that you are doing with your fingers?” he asked her.

“I used to be a massage therapist.  The head can be a powerful G-spot for a bald man,” she told him, and he growled at her and kissed her again. 

“I never thought a woman could understand my needs the way you do,” he murmured in her ear.

~~~

The Syndicate Man noticed that the couple on the dune was no longer there. He put the binoculars down and wondered if he could overpower the man with Scully and then take her. It may be his only chance. He grunted and moved from his vantagepoint and skulked down the beach.

As he neared, he could see that the couple was still busy in the water, and he moved stealthily around the pier in order to take them unaware. The continual lapping of  small waves on wood worked to conceal the sound of his movements.

Little by little, he moved toward them, until he stood behind the wooden beam that Scully was leaning against.  The sound of her gasps made him loose his concentration for a moment, but he mentally slapped himself and then reached around the wood with arms like tree branches and grabbed past Scully and around Mulder’s neck, pulling his head forward roughly until it made contact with the pier.  With a loud grunt, Mulder slithered into the water, unconscious.

“I am so embarrassed, I don’t know how I let you talk me into that, Kate!” Doggett was still ranting and raving about getting caught in the restroom getting it on. Kate knew that when he used her real name he was really angry.

“Come on, John! Get over it, will you?  You weren’t thinking straight. You were thinking with your, well…you know.”

Doggett gave her a look, and she took his hand. “Look at the beautiful stars!  Come on, let’s walk on the pier and enjoy the evening.  No one knows you here, so what was the harm? It was fun.”

They began walking down the long wooden structure, thrilling to the feel of the warm air on their skin.  Gradually, Doggett calmed down. When they reached the end of the structure, he spread himself out flat on the pier and patted the planks beside him.  “Come down here, Cookie.”

She lay down beside him and they gazed up at the sky, their hands entwined.

“John?” She asked after a moment.

“Mmm?”  

“Are you still angry with me?  About the bathroom?”

“Nah.  Can’t stay mad at you long.”

“Good, because I have a secret I want to share with you.”

“Oh, yeah?” Doggett rose up on an elbow and looked down at her. “What is it?”

Kate smiled and took his hand.  “We’re going to have a baby, John.”

Doggett’s eyes got wide and he blinked rapidly. “We are?”

“Yep.”

“A baby?”

“Uh huh.”

“When?” Doggett was completely taken aback.

“Oh…in around seven months.  Are you happy, John?  I know our baby won’t replace Gage, just as I don’t replace Nik…”

Doggett reached out and put a finger to her lips.  “Let’s not talk about replacing.  They were special in my life and they’re gone.  You are special and you’re here.  Our baby will be special, too.  Of course I’m happy, Cookie.”  He leaned down and kissed her gently. As their lips met, a cry could be heard from somewhere underneath them.

“Oh, come on, Megan,” the man whispered in the girl’s ear.  “Just once. Please.”

“No!  Jeremy, stop asking me. That’s disgusting.”

“Other girls…”

“I’m not just any girl, Jeremy!”  She stood up from where she sat by the pier and brushed the sand off of her shorts.  Angrily, she began to walk away. The man jumped up and went after her, grasping her by the arm.

“Aw, don’t go away mad…” he pleaded. 

Just then, she noticed the man under the pier.  “Look at that!” she pointed, and they both stood and watched in fascinated horror as he crept up to the kissing couple and smashed the man’s head into the wood. Next he grabbed the woman, who screamed once and then was cut off. She was kicking and squirming until he hit her over her head. Then he threw her over his shoulder and began walking away.

A man from above shouted and came running across the pier.

“Did you see the man sink?” Megan asked Jeremy.  “He’s going to drown!”  The two of them ran into the water, wading out until they got to the point where the hurt man had disappeared below the surface.

“Where is he?” Megan asked frantically.  

“Don’t see him….” Jeremy went under over and over again until he finally came up with a limp, naked Mulder. Megan grabbed him under the arm and the two of them pulled him to shore.

“He’s not breathing,” Megan said. “We’ll have to give him CPR.” She tilted his head and cleared the airway, then blew two breaths into his mouth.

Jeremy began the chest compressions after he called out for help. A woman was coming off the pier. 

“1 and   2 and 3  and 4 and…”  Jeremy began, and when he reached 15, Megan gave him two more breaths. He yelled for the woman to call an ambulance.

To Syndicate Man, it seemed as if the deserted beach had suddenly come alive with people. He was carrying the unconscious Scully away when a yell behind him caused him to turn and he dropped her as a strong man barreled into him, knocking him to the ground. It was at this moment, with the moon shining brightly on the beach, that he happened to land with Scully’s backside facing him and he saw the tattoo. Sucking his breath in, he knocked his elbow into his assailant’s face and caused him to back up. Scrambling to his feet, Syndicate Man ran. Doggett started to get up, blood spurting from his nose, and lights flashing before his eyes, but he stumbled and fell.

“John!” Kate yelled from yards away, her cell phone clutched in her hand.

Skinner appeared from out of nowhere.  “What the hell’s going on?” He demanded.  Doggett pointed in the general direction of the man running, and Skinner took off after him.  Al made her way up the beach to where Mulder’s inert figure lay.

Within minutes, sirens could be heard in the quiet of the night.  Scully was still unconscious, and Doggett took off his shirt and threw it over her nude body. He and Kate stayed with her, trying to determine her injuries, until the paramedics came with a stretcher.

Several yards away, Al relieved Megan and then Megan relieved Jeremy with the CPR. They were about to give up hope when Mulder coughed and drew a shuddering breath, then rolled over and threw up on Megan’s foot.

“Scully,” he groaned hoarsely.  Al pushed the hair out of his eyes and tried to reassure him as the paramedics arrived. 

“Everything will be okay, Agent Mulder,” she said. “Be still so we can help you.” 

One Hour Later

Scully sat wrapped in a blanket sipping a cup of coffee.  Mulder was beside her and they sat looking incredulously at the friends surrounding them.  Their hotel room was lit up and room service had just delivered a meal.

“Are you sure you’re okay, Scully?” Mulder asked her softly, and she nodded.  She had immediately called her mother when they got back to the room to see if the baby was all right, and Skinner had sent an agent to keep an eye on the house.  

“I don’t know who that was. I barely had a chance to see him,” she told the group. “What I would really like to know is, what are you all doing here?”

Mulder tore his eyes away from her and they ran over the faces around him.  “I’d like to know the same thing.”

Doggett had stopped in his room before coming there.  Now, he opened his briefcase and pulled out a file.  “I think I can shed some light on this for you.” He pulled out a large photo and passed it to Mulder.  “As far as the couple on the beach goes, I checked them out and they were just innocent bystanders.” 

Scully put down her cup and leaned toward Mulder in order to see the picture better. She gasped.

“It’s Syndicate Man!  The one on the ship, Mulder, that I told you about. The one who took Krycek!”

Mulder nodded.

“Krycek is the one who called me,” Skinner explained, leaning forward. His face was flushed from running after the man.  “He warned me that this man wanted you, Agent Scully. Damn, I wish I had been able to catch him.”

Doggett’s nose was bruised and a little swollen.  “I feel like we all let you down,” he said.

Scully’s eyes were wide. “So you were spying on us the whole time?” her face turned crimson with embarrassment.  

Skinner looked at a point on the wall somewhere past her head.  “Yes, although I prefer to say we were ‘keeping an eye on you’.”

Scully looked at Mulder, who didn’t seem to be suffering from the same discomfiture. More than likely, he was experiencing a rush of testosterone. He did, however, seem angry at the mention of Alex Krycek’s name. She turned back to her boss.

“Why, Sir, does this man want me? They let me leave the Rebel ship. I remember he was there.”

Skinner cleared his throat. “Krycek seems to think he has some kind of a …sexual obsession with you.”

Mulder barked out a laugh.  “You mean Krycek does. I don’t trust that weasel…”

“But he was telling the truth, Agent Mulder,” Doggett put in. “This Syndicate Man was after Scully. Is after her. Question is, what are we going to do about it?”

“If he was obsessed with me, why didn’t he take approach me on the ship?”

“Perhaps someone was protecting you,” Skinner offered.

Al and Kate had been sitting silently in the corner of the room, allowing the agents to discuss the matter. Kate glanced now at the other woman, noticing her sandy clothing, disheveled hair, and smeared lipstick. She looked over at the AD and noticed that his trousers were unzipped. Her eyebrow shot up and she nudged her friend in the ribs. Al gave her a look that said, “Would you grow up?” Kate laughed quietly.

“I can’t believe this. We can’t even go on our fucking honeymoon without being bothered,” Mulder was ranting.

“Maybe he won’t go after you again, Dana, now that he knows we are here,” Doggett suggested, and Scully smiled wanly. She didn’t know what to think.  

Mulder stood up. “Well, may we please have some privacy now?” Everyone looked at one another and then rose. “I mean, you’re not going to be looking in our window tonight or anything, are you?”

“We were only trying to help, Mulder,” Doggett was getting angry.

“What are your plans for tomorrow, Agent Mulder?” Skinner interrupted.

Mulder ran a hand through his hair. “We were planning on going whale-watching.” His mouth was a thin, tight line.

Skinner sighed. “I guess we’d better get some tickets for that excursion.” He gathered Doggett and the women and they left.

The next morning it was pouring rain.  Mulder sat on the edge of the bed talking to Skinner on the phone. When he hung up, he turned to Scully where she lay tangled in the sheets.

“Skinner thinks we ought to go ahead on the whale-watch. The Syndicate Man probably knows about it, and this may be our opportunity to catch him.”

“But it’s pouring rain!” Scully objected.

“We’ll just get some rain slickers.  Whales come out in the rain.”

Scully rolled her eyes and sat up.  “It is going to be miserable.”

Mulder nodded. “Which means less people will be there, and we’ll be able to spot him.”

Scully stood, the sheet falling to the floor. “Okay, I’m going to take a shower.” She stepped toward him, reaching out and touching his hair. “How’s your head?” A small bruised lump remained just below his hairline, and he winced when she touched it.

“Still hurts,” he said, pulling her onto his lap and kissing her. “Let’s hold off on showering, shall we?”

She smiled and allowed him to press her down onto the sheets, his wet mouth traveling the length of her neck. “Okay, you talked me into it.”

Two hours later, the group assembled by the docks. Kate was cursing because the gift shop was out of rain slickers, so Scully gave her the bright yellow one she had on.  When Kate protested, Scully said, “It’s okay, I can stand under Mulder’s.” She moved beneath the flap of his blue slicker to demonstrate. She was so small; she was totally obliterated from view.

Kate laughed and thanked her. “If you’re sure,” she said. She could have done the same and gotten under John’s, but his sore nose had put him in a foul mood. She thought it best to give him some space.

The rain wasn’t going to let up, and Skinner had to swing his head, first left and then right to see around the hood of his large green raincoat. He watched for a big dark-skinned man, but so far hadn’t spotted one.  He looked to Doggett, who slightly shook his head.  As the boat prepared to leave shore, everyone huddled near the railing.

Al buttoned the top button of her red hood, squinting as the wind brought rain straight into her face. She turned her back to it and found herself looking into Skinner’s eyes. He had been so involved in what had happened the night before, that he had gone straight to bed upon their return to their hotel.  Now he looked at her with a rekindling of what they had started beneath the dune.  Reaching out, he tilted her chin up.  

“I want you to know,” he hesitated, as if unsure of his wording, “that I really…enjoyed our time together last night …before everything came down.”

Al smiled at his tough way of phrasing it.  “I did, too, Walter,” she told him, squeezing his big hand. “Perhaps later, eh?” she looked at him with meaning, and a smile broke out on his normally pugnacious face.

“I’ll hold you to it,” he told her.

A voice from inside the warm, dry, cabin came over the loudspeaker, telling the small crowd where they should stand when they came to the area where they’d stop and turn the engines off. He described how the whales looked, communicated, and basically how they lived. It was a very interesting lesson, but Mulder could only think about the man who might be waiting someplace nearby to take his wife.

Syndicate Man had watched Mulder and Scully leave their motel room that morning and followed them to the docks.  He was a bit surprised that they were taking this little excursion in the downpour, but it didn’t matter. It could only help him with his plan. He kept the yellow and blue slickers in his sights until they reached the dock and then he veered off to change into his wet suit. He strapped an extra oxygen tank onto his back, knowing it would be heavy, but he didn’t plan to swim far with it on. He paid the driver of the small motor boat extra for his trouble, and they took off in the wake of the big ship.

Several miles out, the large boat stopped and cut off its engines and Syndicate Man directed the motor boat to stop long before they got near enough to be detected. In the distance a school of humpback whales could be seen flipping their tails in the air. The entire group on deck of the ship had their attention turned in that direction. The only thing to be heard was the eerie cry of the mammals and the pounding of the driving rain on the water.

Motioning for the man to remain ready to leave, as planned, Syndicate Man lowered himself into the water and adjusted the mouthpiece and facemask. Under the surface he went, swimming expertly toward the other end of the ship.

It was quite simple to climb aboard undetected because of the distraction made by the whales. He quietly crept closer to them, his eyes searching for the yellow slicker.

***

“Oh, John! Aren’t they beautiful!” Kate replied, pulling the slicker closer around her body. He agreed and took out a waterproof camera.

“Let me see if I can get a good shot.” 

Kate moved away from him so as not to obstruct the view, and leaned her arms on the railing. She could see Al and Skinner together over in the corner watching the whales, and Scully was huddled under Mulder’s blue slicker a few feet away.  She sighed. She was so happy at that moment that she felt she would cry.

***

Syndicate Man saw his chance. She was off to herself.  Breaking into a run, he gathered speed and slammed into her, knocking her and himself over the railing and down into the ocean.  He quickly pulled her below the front of the ship as the uproar broke out above. She was totally in shock, he knew, hanging limply under the coat. He clamped the mask over her face while holding her back to him and, strapping the extra tank on her body, took off swimming for the awaiting motor boat.

“Cookie!”  Doggett screamed and climbed up on the railing. Skinner made a grab for him.

“Doggett!” 

“Let go of me!” He pulled his arm away and then jumped into the water far below.

Mulder was trying to get control of the crowd that had rushed over to the railing, wanting to see what was going on. Scully looked at Skinner.

“My God, what are we going to do?” She stared into the water below. “She had on my coat…”

Skinner nodded his head.  “He thought she was you.”  He raced to the cabin of the ship. “I’m going to find a way to get down there with a boat,” he shouted over his shoulder into the pouring rain.

2 Hours Later

Doggett sat with his head in his hands, a towel draped around his shoulder.  Al brought him a cup of tea.  Skinner had had to forcefully pull him from the water with the help of three other men.  They had taken a motor boat all around the area, but had been unable to find Kate.

Mulder stood in the center of the room, his hands on his hips, as Scully hung up the phone.

“Nothing yet,” she said, rejoining the group.  She sat down next to Doggett and put her hand on his leg.  “John, I am so sorry! This is all my fault.”

“She’s pregnant,” he muttered.

“What?” Scully could barely hear his words.

He raised his head and looked at them all with a desperate wildness in his steely eyes.  “Kate is pregnant. She just told me.  We’re having a baby.”

Everyone just looked at one another, not knowing how to respond.  Scully squeezed his leg, and Doggett hung his head once more.

Kate looked around her.  She was in a hotel room very similar to the one that she and John were staying in, and for a moment she thought that she was there with him. Then the memories flooded back of standing on the boat watching the whales and then being knocked off the deck by a great force and into the cold waters below.

She sat up on the bed, noticing that she was not wearing her wet clothes, but a large man’s shirt.

“So, you are awake now,” a voice came from the corner of the room and Kate jumped.

“I thought you were going to sleep all night long.”

“Who are you?” she demanded, pulling the bedspread up to her chin.  “Come out of the shadows so I can see you.”

Syndicate Man rose out of the chair and came forward, perching on the end of the large bed.

Kate studied him. He was an amazingly handsome man. Dark and mysterious, with eyes the color of tropical waters. He wore a pair of tan slacks and a white shirt that was unbuttoned halfway down his midriff.  A patch of dark and enticingly curly hairs could be seen on his olive-skinned chest. He saw her eyes go over him and he smiled, rows of perfect teeth gleaming.

“So, you like what you see?” he asked her in a voice heavily accented. “Would you like me to disrobe so that you can see more?”

Kate couldn’t stop the blush from creeping into her face.  “That won’t be necessary.  What do you want with me?  What is your name?”

Syndicate Man looked at his nails.  “That is none of your beeswax. Isn’t that what you say here in America?”

“Only if you’re six,” Kate replied, giving him an ugly look. “I demand that you return me to my husband.  Where are we, anyway?”

Syndicate Man leaned close to her.  “You ask too many questions.” She could smell his breath. It carried on it an odd combination of olives and wine. He pointed an accusing finger at her.  “You are not who I intended to capture. You are an impostor!”

Kate was rapidly putting two and two together, and realized that she had been wearing Scully’s raincoat on the ship.  “You were trying to kidnap Agent Scully. You are the man from the beach last night.”

He smiled again, looking incredibly smarmy.  She noticed that he kept fingering a medallion around his neck.

“Nice necklace,” she said, gesturing to it.

He looked down. “Yes, it is very nice. It has been in my family for many years. It holds a special secret.” He looked up at her.  “And now I know that the woman I have been so inexplicably attracted to is somehow related to this symbol. That is why I cannot keep my mind off of her. I must have her.”

Kate felt chills run up her spine at his words. She quickly looked about the room for something she could use against him.

He laughed. “I can see you want to escape, but that cannot be done. You will not get away from me, and if you think your husband will come crashing through the door to save you….well, that would be all the better for me. He is a scrumptious morsel that I would love to have on my plate.”

Kate eyed him with disgust. How was she going to get out of this mess?

“Where are my clothes?” she asked.

“They are hanging in the bathroom, sopping wet. I have loaned you my shirt, do you like it?” Syndicate Man indicated the over-sized top she had on.

Kate glanced down at it.  “Yeah, it’s great. Hey, can I get something to eat?”

Syndicate Man narrowed his eyes. “You have a lot of gall, do you know that?” He looked angry, and Kate wanted to cringe, but she held back. She didn’t want him to know how much he scared her.  She wondered if she was still wet from the ocean or if she’d peed in her pants. She hoped the former, since losing control of one’s bladder doesn’t exactly say “I’m tough, don’t mess with me”.

He reached out, and Kate forced herself to remain perfectly still as he ran a dark finger down her cheek.

“I like you. What is your name?”

“Kate.  What’s yours?” She was dying to know as much about this man as possible so she could relay it to John. If she ever saw John again, that is.  She thought about what if felt like to be in his arms, and felt tears pricking the backs of her eyes. Still, in a way she was glad that she had been taken and not Dana.  Dana had been through too much in her life.

Syndicate man smiled. “I guess it will not hurt to tell you this.”  <Uh oh, that doesn’t bode well for my future safety> Kate thought. “My name is Jay. Jay Leapis.” He was still fingering the medallion. Kate felt her eyes drawn to it.

She held out her hand. “May I see it?” she asked him, and his face immediately clouded over. He reached out and hit her hard across the face, causing her head to slam against the wooden frame behind her.

Her senses spinning, and tasting blood in her mouth, Kate made a mental note never to ask this fucking pimp about his ugly necklace ever again.

Doggett stood with his face an inch from Skinner’s, breathing hard.

“You had better put some manpower on this, NOW!” He demanded.

Skinner clinched his jaw.  “I will Agent Doggett, as soon as I feel sure that the Syndicate Man isn’t going to try to make a trade.”

“A trade? Damn it, he’s more likely going to kill Cookie and then come after Scully again!”

Skinner rubbed his face with his hands.  “Just hold on, Doggett. We haven’t given it enough time.”

Doggett looked at his superior with contempt.  “If it had been Scully that had been taken, this place would be swarming with agents.”

Skinner didn’t back down. “Of course. She’s FBI, you know that.”

Doggett turned away and slammed his fist into the wall, making a large hole of crumbling plaster. He charged out of the room.  Skinner sighed, picked up the phone, and called Mulder.

“I need you and Scully to meet me outside. We need to have a plan of action. I don’t know if this guy has offed Doggett’s wife or what, but he hasn’t called and maybe he’s not going to.”

He hung up and paced the room. What he hadn’t told Doggett was that he’d spoken with Kersh last night, who had felt that they had enough agents here to take care of the situation, and he’d given Skinner a royal ass-chewing for being in Hawaii in the first place. Grabbing the hotel key, he left the room and headed for the elevator.  Down the hall, something caught his eye. He walked to the end of the corridor and bent down, picking it up. It was a Nike walking shoe, and Skinner thought it looked very familiar.  He took it with him down to the lobby.

When Mulder and Scully joined him, Skinner said, “You recognize this shoe?”

Mulder picked it up and examined it, then tossed it back across the table at him.

“Should we?”

Skinner picked it up.  “Not necessarily, but I could have sworn that Kate Doggett had on a pair of shoes just like these.”

Scully looked at the sneaker. “Well, it is a woman’s shoe, and about the size she would wear. Where did you find it, Sir?”


“In the hallway. In my motel.”

Scully looked at Mulder.  “You think he’s there with her? Wouldn’t that be a little stupid of him?”

Mulder rubbed his chin.  “Maybe not. Maybe it was incredibly smart. We wouldn’t suspect him of staying so close, after all. He’s watching us. This shoe is a good sign. Maybe Kate is still alive. Sir, should we search the building?”

Scully thought it was more of a sign that Kate had one bare foot. She knew that Mulder was trying to make Doggett feel better.

Skinner considered a moment, squinting into the early morning sun.  “We’ll show the shoe to Doggett, and if he says it’s hers, we’ll divide up the hotel between us. Go door to door starting, of course, on my floor where I found the shoe.” He stood up and they made their way to the room that Doggett was staying in.

Doggett stared down at the shoe for a moment, and then went to the closet and compared the size.  “I feel pretty certain that this shoe belongs to Cookie. It is the same size, and I know she had some Nikes.” He looked up at Skinner with hope in his eyes. “Where’d you find it?”

“In the hall on Skinner’s floor,” Mulder said, and Doggett was out the door before he could say another word. The three agents followed him to the elevator.

Doggett was cracking his knuckles impatiently, flicking his eyes up to the changing numbers above the door.

“Agent Doggett, I must remind you of protocol. If these were normal circumstances, I wouldn’t have you on this at all.” Skinner’s eyes held a warning.

Doggett nodded, suppressing a rebuke that could very well get him into trouble. When the doors opened, they all stepped out, Mulder holding Doggett back by the arm.

“We’re splitting up…each of us taking a door.”

“I found the shoe over here,” Skinner told them, leading them to the end of the corridor. He pointed in two directions where the hall split off. “He could have conceivably been going from the elevators that way or that way.”

Every agent had gotten his or her gun out and ready. Skinner looked at them.  “If you find him, signal the rest of us immediately.”  They all nodded and went their separate ways.

Cookie looked at her captor, wishing that she could read his slimy little mind. Her head was splitting from hitting the headboard. 

“Listen, I sure am hungry, Jay. Could you order up some room service?” She didn’t really want to eat. What she really wanted to do was take his privates in her hand and twist hard. If she got the chance, that was exactly what she was going to do.

“Only because I am hungry, also,” Syndicate Man picked up the phone reluctantly and dialed room service.

Cookie’s eyes swept the room while he was occupied.  They saw nothing helpful, but then landed on the laminated paper he was holding.  The Sea Winds! They were in the hotel she and John were staying in! Could that really be? She got up from the bed, trying to cover her rear end with the shirt she was wearing. Shit, she didn’t have any underwear on! Syndicate Man shot her a look, trying to see what she was up to. His eyes wandered down and he wet his lips.

“I have to go to the bathroom,” she said, backing up toward the door, holding the shirt down on her thighs.

His eyes gleamed, but he nodded and she reached around and felt for the doorknob, almost falling into the bathtub in her haste. Quickly, she shut the door. She glanced around. There was no window, but her wet clothes were hanging on the rack.  She reached for her underwear and wrung them out in the sink, then slipped them on.  Looking into the mirror, tears came to her eyes.  <John, when are you coming for me> 

Suddenly, she felt sick and quickly leaned over the toilet and retched.

Syndicate Man opened the door. “What is the problem? Eew. Disgusting.” He held his nose.

Kate flushed the toilet, wiped her mouth with some toilet paper, then blew her nose.

“Oh, so you aren’t so tough,” Syndicate Man said, his hands on his narrow hips. He towered over her.

Kate slid between him and the sink and walked back into the bedroom. “Did you order us something to eat?” she asked, ignoring his observation.

“It will be here soon. Go back in there and brush your teeth, for heaven’s sake. I don’t want to kiss you after you vomited.”

Kate looked at him. “Who said anything about kissing?”

“Well, I have you here,” he shrugged. “We may as well get it on.”

Kate frowned at him, drawing herself up to her full height and hoping to look formidable.  “Listen here, you Greek goon, I am pregnant, and I am married. I am not having sex with you, or anyone except for my husband!”

Syndicate Man narrowed his eyes. “We’ll see about that!” He moved toward her, and Kate sidestepped him, putting the chair between them. He reached out, his hand quick and sure, and grasped her around the wrist. Stepping around the chair, he crushed her to him.

“I will have you if I want you!”  He whispered harshly into her face.  She could smell the olives again.  He swept her up into his arms and carried her to the bathroom, plunking her down on the sink.  Grabbing the toothpaste, he forced her mouth open and squirted a glob of it inside.  Kate coughed and spit into the sink, rinsing it all out as he watched.  Glaring at him, she said, “Would you mind using a little of that? You stink.”

Fast as lightning, he hit her and she reeled backward, falling off of the sink and onto the toilet. He gave her a hateful look and then brushed his teeth. He then jerked her off the commode and pulled her into the bedroom, throwing her onto the bed.

“Now you will find out what you have missed while being with that skinny husband of yours!” He began unbuckling his belt.

=======

Doggett saw the room service cart rolling down the hall and stopped the boy, asking him whom it was for.  

“Some guy in 1212,” he answered. 

Doggett showed him his badge. “What do you know about him?”

“He’s a foreigner. He was alone yesterday, but now he’s ordering for two. Must’ve gotten lucky,” the boy elbowed Doggett in the ribs and grinned.

Doggett told him to stay where he was, and ran around the hall and got Skinner, who paid the boy to go away.  Pulling the cart down the hall, Skinner rapped his knuckles on the door.

“Room Service,” he said, making his voice sound high and squeaky.

“Leave it outside!” was the gruff reply.  

Skinner looked at Doggett. “It will get cold, sir!” he squealed.

Doggett leaned his head against the door, listening.  Was that a woman he heard in there? Could it be Kate? Skinner knocked again.

Finally, the door opened a crack and two hooded eyes set in a swarthy face peered out at them. Upon seeing Skinner and Doggett, he tried to close the door, but Skinner forced it open and then pounced on him. Doggett had his gun ready and swept the room with it.

“John!” Kate was on the bed and she rolled off and ran to him. He enveloped her in an embrace for several minutes, then grasped her by the arms and held her away from him, looking her in the face.


“Cookie, are you all right?” His blue eyes searched hers worriedly.  “Did he hurt you?”


Skinner and Syndicate Man were scuffling on the floor behind him, and he heard the lock of the handcuffs signifying that Skinner had won the fight.

She shook her head.  “He hit me, and he was going to do more, but, thank God, you got here.” Her lip trembled and Doggett turned upon Syndicate Man in a rage.

Hatred showed in his eyes as he dropped to his knees beside the man and grabbed him by his shirt collar, lifting him off of the floor.

“You had better be glad we got here in time, you lousy peace of rat shit! Otherwise I’d have your dick hanging on my rearview mirror!”  

Skinner stuck his head out the door and called to Mulder and Scully.  “Call the police,” he said, as they entered the room and looked at the handcuffed Syndicate Man. As Mulder crossed the room and picked up the phone, Scully stared down at the man whom she barely recognized from the ship. He watched her with great interest, his eyes shining. She turned away.

“Are you all right?” she asked Kate, who nodded.

“But he’s a nut, Dana. And he wanted you for some reason. Something to do with that necklace he wears.” She gestured at it, gleaming on his dark chest.  “He’s pretty fond of it,” she added, feeling the knot on her head.  

Scully walked over and knelt down beside the man. He watched her every move as she lifted the medallion off his breast and looked at it.  She recognized the insignia as the one she had tattooed on her back. Her eyes met his and he smiled.

“So, you see, we are destined to be together, my love,” he whispered, and she was so close to him that she could feel his hot breath on her face.

“You’re insane,” she told him, allowing the medallion to drop back into place. She stood up and turned away from him, feeling his eyes still upon her.

The police came and took the Syndicate Man into custody, with Skinner accompanying him to the station. He would report this to the Bureau and get the paper work in motion.

Doggett stood with his arm around his wife, holding her to him.  “We need to have you checked out at the hospital, Cookie.”

She shook her head. “I’m okay, John. I just need to lie down for awhile. Let’s go to our room.”

Doggett agreed, and they left.  Mulder looked at Scully, pulling her close to him.  “We’re due to fly home tomorrow. What do you want to do on our last night here?”

She considered a moment. “I think,” she said, running her finger upward from his stomach to his chest, “that I would like to go dancing with my handsome husband.”

When her finger reached his lips, he took it into his mouth and sucked it gently, his eyes never leaving hers. She reached up with her other hand and stroked his cheek.

“All right, Scully. We’ll wine and dine then go dancing. I hope you brought your dancing shoes.”

She smiled and they left for their hotel.

*****

That night they took a bicycle-drawn carriage to a romantic restaurant and had dinner.

“I can’t wait to get home to the baby,” Mulder said, stabbing a potato with his fork. “I’m going to teach him how to play basketball, and baseball…”

Scully rolled her eyes and took a sip of wine.

“Hey, that reminds me, Scully,” Mulder pointed his fork at her from across the table, “I’ve been thinking about that night I taught you to bat…”

Scully raised an eyebrow. “Yes? What about it?”


“Well, growing up with all those brothers, and being a tomboy and all, I find it a little hard to believe that you never played the game.”

Scully hid a smile. “Are you suggesting, Mulder, that I pretended not to know how to play baseball so that you could put your arms around me and press your groin to my ass?”

Mulder stopped chewing.  “Well, yeah.”

Scully nodded. “That’s what I thought. Well, I guess you’ll never know.”

Mulder studied her for a moment, unsure of what to think. “Oh, I’ll find out, Scully. I’ll ask your family.”

“You do that, Mulder. In the meantime, do you want your roll?”

Mulder passed her his bread. “Gosh, Scully, you’d better quit eating. If you get fat, I’m leaving you.”

Scully gave him an evil look, but set the roll down anyway.  “Let’s dance, hot-shot,” she said, standing up and extending her hand to him. He grinned and allowed her to pull him out of his seat and onto the dance floor.

“Tomorrow, Scully,” he said into her hair, “We’ll be home and with our son.”

She nodded against him, then pulled back to look into his face.  “Mulder, where are we going to live now that we are married?”

Mulder considered a moment. “Well, you have the nicer apartment, but I wouldn’t mind getting a house.”

Scully smiled at him. “Really?”

“Yeah. Well, not one of those boxes like we saw in Arcadia. But something…cool.”

Scully wrinkled her nose. “Cool? I’m afraid to ask.”

Mulder twirled her around the floor, causing her head to spin briefly.  “Be very afraid, Scully.”

When she was back in his arms, he asked her, “Scully, what was it Kate was telling you in the hotel room about Syndicate Man? Why were you looking at that god-awful piece of junk around his neck?”

Scully thought about the symbol on it that was exactly like her tattoo. Telling Mulder about it would only cause him undue worry. After all, the man was in custody.  

“Oh, nothing really. She just said he was extra fond of it, so I had a look. Nothing to it.”

Mulder bent his head down and kissed her lips. “When we’re done dancing, Scully, I have some other activities in mind. We haven’t christened everything on this island yet.”

“I don’t know, Mulder. Half the population saw us under the dock.”

“I know we can be more subversive this time. I have my ways.”  Mulder pulled her to him tighter so she could feel how much he wanted her, and kissed her again.

She smiled against his lips. “Bring it on.”

~

The Next Day

At the same time that the group of friends was flying home from Hawaii, Syndicate Man was climbing into the back of a laundry truck. He paused before burying himself among the linens and kissed the squat, bad-skinned prison guard, whom everyone called Yoda, lustily on the mouth. It was not only his odd looks that got him the name, but the way that he mixed the order of his words up when he talked.

“Thank you, again, for the good time, Yoda. I will never forget it. And thank you for helping me to escape.”

Yoda blinked sheepishly at Syndicate Man. “I see you go hate to after passionate the shared night we,” he said forlornly.

Syndicate Man nodded. “Huh? Goodbye.”  He kissed him again, his oily tongue snaking into the man’s mouth. He dove back under the dirty sheets and Yoda closed the door just as the driver appeared from around the corner.


“Go to ready, Steve,” he waved to the man, who then ascended into the truck and started the engine.  Yoda stood and watched until it had disappeared around the corner. He turned back to the prison with a tear in his eye. “Bye good, love my.”

3 Days Later

“Oh, Alex,” the woman murmured against his chest.  “That was the best I’ve ever had.”

He chuckled low in his throat.  “You say that every time, Traci.” He pulled her across him and then covered her with his body. Running his tongue down her neck, he nipped at her collarbone with his teeth and then looked into her eyes. “Marry me, Traci. I’m tired of running. I want a real life.”

Traci ran her fingertips up his chest, tugging at the hair growing there. “You don’t mean it, Alex. It’s the sex talking.”

Alex sat up, his nude body taunt in front of her. “No, I do mean it. I want us to have a life together.” He gripped her by her arms and pulled her up and into his lap. She could feel him hard and wet beneath her ass.

Traci shook her head.  “You love that other woman. The one you call out to in your dreams.”

Krycek’s eyes clouded over and he let her go.  “No, that woman isn’t real,” he said, and got up off the bed.  Placing his hand on the wall, he leaned against it, looking down at his bare feet. He had tried to forget Dana, but he couldn’t. He knew he would never have her….

The dream he’d had the night before wasn’t like the others. It wasn’t of passion and love, it was of that greasy Syndicate Man with his hands all over her. He slapped the wall with his own hand, causing Traci to jump where she sat on the bed, still damp and gooey from their lovemaking.

He knew he was going to have to see Dana again, just to make certain that she was all right. He had tried to warn them, but they had botched it up. A prison cell couldn’t stop the Syndicate Man. He had his ways of getting released.  Krycek tensed his buttocks in memory of the Syndicate Man and his ways.

Scully took the baby out of his car seat and stood looking at the two-story A –frame house. Tilting her head, she tried to imagine living in it. They were in nice suburb of Virginia, far out enough from the city to be affordable, but not so far that the commute would be impossible.

“How do you like it?”  Mulder looked like a child that had just presented his mother with a birthday present.

“It has solar heating, a large, round bathtub in the master bedroom with a whirlpool, for those romantic evenings…” he winked at her, “and plenty of room for our little family and guests…”

“Our many friends?” Scully lifted her eyebrow and smiled, knowing that she and Mulder hadn’t exactly collected many in their years together.  She followed him up the front steps and stood looking around as he unlocked the door.  The bushes were well pruned, there were flowers growing around the walk, and a warm feeling came over her. Was she going to have what she’d always wanted? Was it all really happening?

Once inside, Mulder led her around, showing her the spacious kitchen that looked out over a small backyard, the living area with a fireplace, the breakfast nook, and upstairs, the three bedrooms and bath area.  It wasn’t a large house, but it was certainly a step up from her apartment.  Mulder had turned to her, looking for a sign of her approval or disapproval.

“Well?” he asked, pulling her to him, bringing the baby in between their chests. Scully looked up at him and smiled.  

“I love it,” she leaned up and kissed him.  “Mulder, I can’t believe this is really happening!”

He leaned his head back and laughed, his eyes full of light and hope.  Scully had never seen him so happy, and it brought tears to her eyes.

She quickly turned and pretended to examine the view from the bedroom window. This was the front of the house, and there were sliding doors that led out to a balcony.  A large oak tree sat in front, and she could imagine a swing there and William playing on it in future years.

“I’ll settle things with the real estate agent right away,” his arms encircled her from behind, and his chin came to rest on her head.  She nodded, her throat constricted with unshed tears of happiness.

A week later they were caught in endless trips of moving.  Bill was visiting with his family, and he had offered to help. Although relations between he and Mulder would never be perfect, they had at least struck a low-key friendliness born out of the affection they both held for her and for little William.

Scully and Tara sat in the bright kitchen at the bar, busy making sandwiches. They had most everything moved, and the children were staying with Maggie at her house.

“I am so happy for you, Dana,” Tara said, folding a piece of meat onto a submarine bun. “You two deserve this.”

Scully smiled.  “I am so happy, I don’t know what to do with myself.” She got up and crossed to the sink, washing the greasy feel and strong smell of the bologna off of her hands. Her nose itched, and she reached up and wiped it with her hand before continuing to wash.  Glancing down, she gasped.

“What is it, Dana?” Tara was suddenly by her side.  Her eyes immediately took in the blood on Scully’s hand, and she looked in concern at her sister-in-law. 

“Did you cut yourself?” Her hand went to her mouth as she saw the trickle running from Dana’s nose.  Their eyes met, and Scully grasped Tara’s arm.

“Don’t mention this to anyone, Tara. Not to Bill, not to anyone!”  Her voice was urgent and Tara felt tears well in her eyes.

“Has this happened before?”

Scully shook her head, trying to calm the rapid beating of her heart.  “It could just be a simple nosebleed and nothing more. Please, Tara, don’t tell a soul. It would only stir up a lot of worry.”

Tara slowly nodded, and they went about the task of cleaning up the kitchen before they called the men in to eat lunch.

Later that night, after Bill and Tara had gone home, Scully stood at the sink rinsing off the few dishes that had accumulated there. Mulder called to her from the living room that he was going to put the baby in his bed.

“His eyes are drooping, poor little guy.”

She smiled, turning to watch him carry their son up the stairs. She had a terrible headache that had lasted most of the day, but she had been too busy to do anything about it.  She searched around in the box marked “medicine cabinet” for some pain reliever.  She was standing near the window, and out of the corner of her eye she saw a movement in the backyard.  She turned and looked out.  It was already dark, and Scully focused her sight on the row of tall bushes near the fence where she had seen the movement. She saw something again, and going to the drawer, she pulled out her gun.

Stealthily, she moved to the backdoor and turned the knob. Inching through the screen, she stepped out onto the small patio and held her weapon out in front of her.

“Who’s out here?” she asked. “I’m armed.”  She moved toward the bushes carefully, never taking her eyes off of them.

A cat ran out and across her feet and Scully jumped. Then she heard a whisper.

“Dana,” the voice was familiar.

“Who is it? Come out, now!”

Alex Krycek stepped out from the shadows.

Scully was shocked.  “What are you doing here?” she asked him, lowering her gun.

“Dana, I’ve come to warn you. You aren’t safe.  Word is that Syndicate Man is on the loose again and she still wants you.”

Scully put her hand to her head. She didn’t need this.  “Why? Why is he after me?”

“I don’t know, Dana, but he doesn’t need a reason. He’s a crazy son of a bitch.”

She looked at his face. “Thank you for coming here to warn me, Alex,” she said.  She placed her hand on his arm, and he looked at her with a softness in his eyes.

“I hope you’re happy, Dana,” he said.

“I am,” she smiled. “Now, you’d better get out of here before Mulder sees you.”

He nodded, and she turned to go back inside. All of a sudden, a wave of dizziness enveloped her and she started to sink.  Krycek grabbed onto her arm and steadied her.  

“Dana, are you all right?”

She held onto him a moment and then nodded her head.  “I’m fine.  Thank you.”

Slowly, she made her way into the house and sat in a chair, her head in her hands.

<Please God, let it be nothing> But even as she prayed, she knew deep down that something was very wrong.

Three weeks passed, and Scully began working with Houser again at the Bureau. Mulder had taken a few days off to get moved, but then returned to the X-files with Agent Doggett.

Scully had only had one other nose bleed, but the weariness she was feeling had convinced her that she should make a doctor’s appointment and face up to what was happening. Once she did this, she would break the news to Mulder. Skinner had quickly notified them that Syndicate Man had escaped prison, but they had not seen or heard from him.

Her appointment being early the next morning, Scully wandered about the kitchen getting things ready. She had William’s diaper bag packed and ready to go with him to her Mom’s, and she was making some bottles and sticking them in the refrigerator for the night.

She didn’t hear Mulder as he came up behind her, and she jumped when she felt his arms snake around her waist.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you.  William’s asleep…I have the magic touch, I guess.”

“You certainly do,” Scully said, leaning her head back and kissing him. Her mind was filled with the possibility that Mulder would have to raise their son alone, and she turned away, busying herself at the sink, in order to hide the tears that threatened.

“Doggett’s coming by in a few minutes. We have a case to go over.” Mulder reached over her and got a glass out of the cabinet. “I am so bushed I really don’t feel like it, but Skinner wants a report in the morning.”

Scully put the last bottle in the refrigerator. “Well, that’s fine. I’m going to go do some work on the computer. I need to call Houser, too.” She left the room and went upstairs into the guestroom, where they had set up a little office. 

Scully sat down and turned on the computer, pulling her files out of the drawer. She welcomed the chance to do something besides think about her health. She had been so tired, and she had hardly been eating because her stomach turned at everything she saw. It wouldn’t be long before Mulder noticed, which is what had finally prompted her to make the doctor’s appointment.

Part way into her work, Scully heard Doggett arrive.  The rumble of the men’s voices downstairs accompanied her tapping on the keyboard until she finally finished her research and took off her glasses. Wearily, she shut down the computer and went to get a glass of milk before bed. She stuck her head in and checked on William.  He was sleeping peacefully on his back, his thumb in his mouth. She reached down and ruffled the dark curly hair on his head and smiled. Then she went quietly out and down the steps to the kitchen.

Doggett and Mulder had files all over the table.  Scully leaned over Mulder’s shoulder and looked at what they were doing, and Mulder gave her a synopsis of the case. They discussed it briefly, and then she got her glass of milk and stood drinking it.

“How’s Kate?” she asked.

Doggett looked up from the folder he was leafing through.  “She’s fine, but grumpy as hell. I don’t remember you being that way, Dana, when you were pregnant.”

Scully smiled.  “All pregnancies are different, even for one woman. Next time maybe she won’t be like this.”

Doggett blew air out of his mouth. “Hell, I don’t even want to think about a next time. I am always in the doghouse these days.”

Scully set her glass down.  “Well, if you’ll recall, I wasn’t really all that nice to you when I was expecting. I threw a cup of water in your face.”

Mulder grinned.  “Maybe I shouldn’t feel so bad that I wasn’t there!”

Doggett thought for a moment.  “Come to think about it, you were kind of a bitch. Didn’t say much and never cracked a smile.”

“Oh, that’s normal for her at work,” Mulder replied, casting a naughty look at Scully. To his surprise, instead of giving him a look or a smack on the arm, her eyes were filling with tears.  Abruptly, she left the room.

“Uh oh. Now you’ve done it, Mulder. You’ll be sleeping on the couch tonight, my friend.”

Mulder frowned and stood up. “I’ll be right back.”  He left the room and went in search of Scully.

Mulder knocked on the bathroom door.  “Scully?” he called through the wood separating them.  

After a moment, Scully opened the door and he walked in, shutting it behind him.

He put his hands on her shoulders and turned her around.  “Scully, what’s wrong? I have never seen you like this. Did I really hurt your feelings when I said that, because I was only joking.”

Scully wiped her eyes on some tissue.  “I’m fine, Mulder.”


He leaned his head back and stared at the ceiling, as if looking for strength.

“I thought we’d gotten past this, Scully. Now, tell me what is wrong.”

Scully squeezed her eyes shut.  “I’m afraid, Mulder.”

“What are you afraid of?” his voice was gentle, and Scully could feel his thumbs rubbing softly on her shoulders.  She didn’t want to tell him, but she knew she had to.

“I have an appointment tomorrow with Dr. Morrison.” She looked him in the eyes. “She’s an oncologist.”

She could see the horror rise into Mulder’s eyes and it sent her heart dropping to her feet.

“Why?” His voice was hoarse.

“I-I’ve had a couple of small nosebleeds. And I don’t feel very well.” She looked away.

“When did this start?”

“A few weeks ago. When we moved in.” Scully leaned back against the sink and looked at her hands. 

“They took your chip out. That’s what it is, Scully. They took it out and now the cancer’s back.”

Scully grasped his hand. “We don’t know that, Mulder. Maybe…maybe it’s nothing. Maybe I’m getting the flu and the nosebleeds are just a coincidence.  The air’s been very dry lately…”

Slowly, Mulder nodded his head. She could tell he didn’t believe it, though. He looked at her. “What time’s the appointment? I’m going with you.”

“First thing in the morning.”  

Slowly, he reached out and took her into his arms, his grip on her tightening as if by sheer will he could keep her with him forever. <If only he could> Scully thought. She never wanted to leave him and their child.

*****

Syndicate Man ran his hand up and down his companion’s bare shoulder, his gold medallion jiggling on his chest with his laughter.  He reached over onto the night table and took a drag on his cigar.

“I’ve just been biding my time.” He kissed the top of his lover’s head thoughtfully.  “But they have been lulled into complacency now, I imagine. I should be able to take her easily, and then, my sexy partner-in-bliss, you will have to give up your place in my bed.” He put the cigar back on the table and laughed some more.

“Miss you I will,” Yoda sank down beneath the covers; his face nestled in Syndicate Man’s hairy armpit. “Much so.”

It was later that night, after he was fully satiated, that Syndicate Man crawled out from beneath the warm covers and pulled on his bellbottoms and shirt.  Yoda poked his head out, sleep still in his eyes.

“Going where are you?” he asked, his ears twitching nervously.

“I have some errands to run,” Syndicate Man replied, buttoning his shirt up to just above his hairy navel. “I haven’t just been sitting around all these weeks, I have been thinking about the best way to get back at all those who plague me.”


He sat on the edge of the bed, still warm from their slumber, and slipped on his ankle-high black boots. Yoda scrambled out of his little nest and started shimmying into his clothes.

“With you go I must,” he said.

Syndicate Man adjusted his medallion.  “What in the hell for?”

“You protect I will.” The little man blinked his big eyes at him, causing Syndicate Man to ponder the situation. Perhaps he could use a little help. Yoda could do the truly dangerous stuff. It may have been a good thing that the former prison guard had shown up on his doorstep a week ago.

“Well, all right. But keep out of the way.” He dislodged a piece of corn from his front tooth and flicked it across the room, where it stuck on the bedroom curtain.

As they slipped onto the motorcycle that was parked at the curb, Syndicate Man smiled broadly. The first stop was the residence of John and Kate Doggett. Revving the engine, they sped into the night.

Kate handed Doggett the bowl of popcorn and then curled up beside him on the sofa.

“What movie did you rent, John?” she asked.

“Terms of Endearment,” he replied, pushing PLAY on the remote control. He reached over and turned the light off.  Lady bounded toward them and began sniffing at the popcorn.

“Down, girl,” Doggett ordered. Lady put her head between his legs and looked at him with soulful eyes.

“Cookie!” Doggett was getting impatient. The movie was starting. Kate got up from her seat and grabbed Lady by the collar, dragging her to the back door. They hadn’t lived in the house long, and there weren’t any curtains on the windows yet. It gave Kate the creeps thinking any one could see into their house. She was glad that John had turned out the lights. Opening the door, Kate shoved Lady out into the fenced back yard. Then she closed and locked the door, and returned to cuddle up next to John. He wrapped an arm around her and they began to watch the movie.

~~~~~~~~

Parking the motorcycle in the bushes a block away, Syndicate Man and Yoda made their stealthy way toward the Doggett house.  When they got close, they could hear a dog barking in the backyard.

“Hurry, Yoda. Give me the poisoned meat.” Syndicate Man held his hand out and almost groaned with he felt the wet mushy mass hit his skin. So many memories. He crawled toward the fence and slid it between one of the cracks, listening as the dog slurped it up.  After a few moments, he heard the animal hit the ground with a thump, and he turned to Yoda and gave him the thumbs up. Yoda smiled. What his lover didn’t know was that he had used a tranquilizer instead of poison. Yoda loved animals.

Syndicate Man climbed over the fence, hopping over the inert dog, and ran in a crouch to the window.  Slowly, he raised up and looked into the house. He could see the television flickering in the dark, and two people sitting on the couch.  He smiled.  Using a special cutting tool that he had acquired from one of his burglar buddies, he cut a round hole in the pane and stuck his hand through it, unlocking the window. Carefully, he pushed it open wide enough for him to fit through.

The movie was making enough noise to cover his actions, and soon he was jumping down from the counter and pressed against the kitchen wall.  He made his way slowly along the flat surface until he came to the corner, and then he peeked around it. He wished he could think of a way to lure the woman into the kitchen.  He looked around, and spotted the dishwasher. With a flashy grin, he walked quietly over to it and flipped it on, then stepped back into the shadows with the crowbar in his hand.

“Was that the dishwasher?” Kate asked from the other room.

“Sounds like it,” John said, totally engrossed in the movie.

Kate rolled her eyes.  “Well, don’t get up. I’ll go see about it.”  She got off the couch and went into the kitchen.  Syndicate Man stepped out from behind her and clamped his hand over her mouth so she wouldn’t make a sound. The he brought the crowbar down hard on her head, knocking her to the ground.  

Several minutes went by before Doggett realized that Kate was no longer sitting beside him on the couch.

“Cookie?” He called.  He was out of popcorn, darn it. He stood up; his eyes still riveted to the t.v.  With a sigh, he pushed the STOP button and tossed the remote onto the couch.

“Cookie?” he called, walking into the kitchen. He stopped when he saw her still form lying on the kitchen floor, a small pool of blood trickling from her head. Before he could react, he, too, had been knocked unconscious.

++++

Mulder reached over and squeezed Scully’s hand.  They had taken William to Maggie’s very early in order to make the 7 AM appointment for the tests.  

“Are you nervous?” he asked her, smiling for her benefit.

“Yes,” she answered solemnly, playing with a string from her slacks.  He squeezed her hand again and looked up as a nurse approached them.

“Mrs. Mulder? We’re ready for you now.”

Mulder hid a smile at the use of her married name. It conjured up an image of his mother.

“Do you want me to come with you?” he asked her.

“No, I’ll be all right.” As she walked off with the nurse, Mulder’s cell phone rang.

“Mulder,” he said into the receiver.

“Mulder, we’ve got trouble.” It was AD Skinner, and Mulder can tell by certain nuances in his voice that he was very upset.

“What is it?”

“It’s Doggett. He and his wife have been attacked and left for dead.”

Mulder sat up straight in his chair. “How are they?”

“They’ve been transported to the hospital, and we don’t know their condition yet. I’m at their house and I’d like you here.”

Mulder glanced at the door that Scully had disappeared through. He hesitated, but realized that the tests would take awhile, and he would just be sitting there waiting. 

“I’ll be right there, Sir.” He hung up, then walked to the door and opened it a crack. A nurse turned around. 

“I need to have a word with my wife a moment,” he said to her, and she motioned to a door across the room.  Mulder walked over and called to her, knocking softly.

Scully looked out. “What is it?” She asked, surprised to see him there.

“Listen, something bad’s happened at Doggett’s. Skinner just called me. He and Kate have been taken to the hospital and he wants me at their house.”

“Are they all right?” she asked, alarmed.

“They don’t know. Listen, Scully, I hate to go. I wanted to be here for you.”

“It’s okay, Mulder, really. I’ll call you when they’re done.” She leaned forward and kissed him softly.  Looking into his eyes, she said, “I love you.”

“I love you, too,” he said, brushing his hand across her cheek. Then he turned and left.

Skinner was sitting on the couch stroking Lady when Mulder walked into the crime scene. The living room and kitchen were buzzing with FBI agents and police officers.

As Mulder came to a halt in front of his boss, he said, “What’s with the dog?”

Skinner gently pushed Lady’s head off of his lap and stood up. “She’s been tranquilized. A pieced of raw meat was found in the backyard. The VCR was on but not playing,” he indicated the opened Blockbuster cover. “Terms of Endearment was halfway through.”

Mulder nodded, thinking <chic flick>

He followed Skinner into the kitchen were a large bowl was on the floor next to two separate pools of blood.

“A crowbar without prints was on the floor here,” Skinner continued. “This bowl had some popcorn kernels in it. Looks like they were surprised while watching their movie.”

“They’d stopped it,” Mulder mused. “Must’ve heard a noise.”

“She was found over here,” Skinner indicated one of the bloodstains. “Maybe she was in the room first and he came after.” He pointed to the window. “There’s a piece of glass cut out and the window’s been shoved open.”

Mulder walked over to examine it.  “They used something pretty professional to cut this glass.”

Skinner nodded. “I get the feeling that he was planning something. The neighbor saw someone sneaking around and came knocking on the door. We think he interrupted what was going on.” After a brief moment, Skinner added,   “Doggett was half undressed.”


Mulder looked at Skinner. “Like his shirt was off?”

“No, like his pants were half off. The neighbor’s been questioned. Says he saw two figures out back, one of them pretty well because he was standing out by the fence waiting. We’re getting a composite done now.”

“Any word on how they’re doing?”

“Not yet.”

Mulder looked around a little more, and then went next door to see how the sketch artist was doing.  The drawing was of an elfish–looking man with rather pointed ears and a pockmarked face. His eyes were big and luminous.

“And you didn’t see the other man?” Mulder questioned the neighbor, a Mr. Simmons.

“Just his back. He was tall and dressed all in black. I remember seeing him smile and white teeth flashing. He climbed over the fence.” The man shook his head. “What’s this world coming to?”


Mulder nodded, writing all of this down.  “Anything else?  Anything at all?”

The man considered.  “Something on his chest was shining as the moon hit it. I don’t know what it was. Maybe a piece of jewelry. Something big like Mr. T would wear.”

Mulder grew very still, fear gripping his insides like a vice, “Could it have been a gold medallion?”

“Sure. It was something like that.”

Mulder stuffed his notebook in his pocket and took off at a run for his car.

Scully was in the waiting room of the hospital when Mulder came rushing in, his coattails flying behind him.

She jumped up from her seat. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

He slowed when he saw her standing there and that she was all right. Blowing air out of his lungs in a whoosh, he pulled her to him and held her tight.

“What is it, Mulder?” She asked him again. “You’re scaring me.”

“It was Syndicate Man who hurt Doggett and his wife,” he murmured into her ear. She pulled away from him and looked him in the eyes.

“Are you sure?”

“The neighbor saw a medallion around one of the guy’s neck.  Scully, you have got to be very careful until he’s apprehended.”

She opened her mouth to speak, but at that moment the doctor appeared from out of her office.  

“Dana, Fox,” she gestured for them to precede her through the door.  Mulder glanced nervously at Scully and then guided her ahead of him.

As they took a seat across from the physician’s desk, Scully took Mulder’s hand in her own. She was scared to death, but the feel of him gave her strength.

She licked her lips and carefully formed her words.  “Dr. Morrison, please just tell me what is wrong. I don’t want to beat around the bush. You know my fears.”

Dr. Morrison smiled. She was a large African-American woman with many intricate braids woven into her hair. Her lips were painted a bright coral, and Mulder found his eyes focusing on them as she spoke. His heart was beating so loudly that he could barely hear her. He felt Scully squeeze his hand and he looked at her.  Her eyes were wide with astonishment and disbelief. Mulder’s lips fell open in confusion.  

“What?” he asked. Scully squeezed his hand again, and Dr. Morrison laughed. She actually laughed. Mulder shifted in his chair.  “I-I’m sorry, I missed what you said.”  He felt like a fool. This was a crucial moment and he had been daydreaming or something.

Dr. Morrison looked to Scully, who nodded her head. She slipped her hand out of Mulder’s and pressed her fingers to her eyes. Mulder felt the muscles in his stomach clenching. He knew he was going to be sick if he didn’t hear something soon.

“Please stop looking so scared, Fox,” Dr. Morrison said, and he glanced at Scully again. She had uncovered her face and was smiling. Without realizing it, he felt a smile covering his own face.

“Mulder,” Scully said, and her voice was choked with tears.  

“I’ll leave you two alone,” Dr. Morrison rose from her chair and Scully grasped her wrist as she passed by on her way to the door. 

“Dr. Morrison, you’re sure about this?”

“I’m positive, Dana.”  

Mulder took note of the southern lilt in the doctor’s voice, of the soft cotton of her white coat, of the ticking of the gold clock on the shelf. Everything was intensified at this moment in time for him. He blinked and looked at Scully as the woman left and shut the door quietly behind her.

Scully turned her head and looked at Mulder, her blue eyes swimming in unshed tears.

“Mulder,” she said slowly. The tears spilled over and she grabbed a Kleenex from the desk. “I do not have cancer.” She smiled.  “I do not have cancer,” she repeated, and then added, “I am pregnant.”

A shock wave jolted through Mulder’s body. He was not expecting this at all. His mouth dropped open, and for a moment he was reminded of not too long ago when he had sat in another doctor’s office and gotten the news of impending fatherhood.

“What do you mean, Scully? I don’t understand…the chip…”

“I don’t understand either, but,” Scully paused a moment and thought it out.  “I assume that the chip cured me when I had cancer before, and also cured my infertility. It didn’t just give it back to me for the duration of the time I wore the chip. It actually cured me.”  She met Mulder’s eyes with a look of wonder.

Slowly, Mulder nodded his head. “Yes. That must be it.”

 “I must have gotten pregnant on our honeymoon…or that night in my apartment….the night before we got married. I’m not very far along.” They both knew what was running through her mind. She had been with Krycek, but that was months earlier. She stood up and a feeling of elation washed over her.  She shook her head. “I just can’t believe this, Mulder! I was prepared for the worst, not the best!”


Mulder stood up, too.  “But the nosebleeds…”

“You can have them when you’re pregnant. You’re blood doubles and the vessels contract.” She smiled and took his hand. He pulled her to him, squeezing her hard.  He found himself thanking a God he had previously not believed in.

“Mulder,” she said when they’d parted. “Which hospital have they taken the Doggett’s to?”

“George Washington,” he answered.  “Do you want to go?”

She nodded, and picking up her coat, they left.

A group of people was standing in the hallway as Mulder and Scully made their way from the elevator to Doggett’s room.

A young woman turned worried eyes to them.

“We are Agents Mulder and Scully,” Scully introduced themselves to her, shaking her fragile hand.  “Friends of John and Kate’s.”

The woman smiled tremulously.  “I’m Ciara Doggett, John’s sister.”

“Nice to meet you,” Mulder said.  “How is he? And Kate?”

She let out a shaking breath. “They’ll be okay, the doctor says. They both have concussions."

Mulder nodded, and left Scully to talk with her as he pulled out his cell phone and dialed Skinner. He went over to a corner where he couldn’t be heard. When his boss’s gruff voice answered, he identified himself and asked, “Sir, have you had any news on exactly what happened to Doggett and Kate? I’m at the hospital now, and I don’t want to go in unprepared.”

“You don’t have to worry, Agent Mulder. Nothing happened other than they were knocked unconscious. I just spoke to Doggett’s doctor and he said that the intruder must have been interrupted before he could…follow up with his plans.”

Mulder let out a pent up breath.  “That’s good. Listen, I spoke to the neighbor, and from what he said, and from what he tried to do, I believe it was Syndicate Man who broke in and attacked the Doggetts.”

Skinner digested this.  “But why?”

“Revenge, maybe? Doggett had been fit to be tied when you rescued Kate in that hotel room. Perhaps Syndicate Man was insulted.”

Skinner considered this. “That may well be, Agent Mulder.  I have been looking into the Syndicate Man, by the way. His name is Jay Leapis and he is from a small town in Greece. I have been trying to get more information on him since he escaped prison. They think that a prison guard there helped him by the name of Dick Bug. Better known as Yoda. Has some kind of speech impediment. They may be together, which would match up with this accomplice at the Doggett’s.”

“What about the composite? Does it match up with this Yoda guy?”

“We’re checking on it now. You go in and see John and report to the Bureau later. Perhaps you ought to leave Scully at her mother’s.”

Mulder agreed and hung up.

Scully was still talking to Ciara, and she turned when Mulder approached.  “Is it all right if we see him?” he asked her.

Ciara nodded.  “We are all allowed a few minutes. You two can go in first.”

Mulder pushed the door open and he and Scully walked into the dim room.

Doggett’s eyes were closed, but he opened them when he heard them come in.

Scully took his hand.  “John, how are you feeling?”

Doggett managed a small smile.  “Okay. My head hurts like hell, though. I was worried about Cookie, but they tell me she’s going to be fine.”

“Did you get a look at who hit you?” Mulder asked him, perching on the side of the bed.

“No. He came out of nowhere. I’ve got no idea. Hey, do you guys know how the dog is? Kate’s going to go ballistic over that.”

“She’s fine,” Mulder said.  “Skinner was giving her some love and affection. They only tranquilized her.  Doggett, I think it was Syndicate Man that did this to you.”

Doggett frowned. “You’re kidding…why? ‘Cause I apprehended him at the hotel?”

Mulder shrugged. “I guess. Nuts like him don’t need a reason.”

“But a ruthless bum like Syndicate Man wouldn’t tranquilize my dog, he’d kill her.”

“Evidently he had an accomplice.  A quiet guy that worked at the prison. Maybe he dealt with the dog.”

Scully was listening intently. She glanced at Doggett and noticed that he had grown pale. “We’d better go now. John, you’re sister’s outside the door. Do you want to see her?”

Doggett’s face lit up.  “Cici? Yeah, send her in, thanks.”

Scully and Mulder said their good-byes and left the hospital, getting on the beltway and heading for Maggie Scully’s.

++++

As night approached, Al hung up the phone and walked across her small townhouse, stooping to pet her dog Texas.  She made little smooching noises to it, and the dog licked her face.  She sighed. It was unfortunate that Walter had to work late. She had been planning to make him a marvelous meal and then to slip on the little pink thong she had picked up the day before. She had found out in these past months with Walter that he really enjoyed it when she did scarf dances for him. She had bought a CD of Arabian music, too. She sighed again and pressed her head to the sliding glass door, thinking of Walter and his muscular body. Finally, she pushed away from it and went into the bathroom, drawing a long, hot bath. The way she felt, she should be taking a cold shower, but she wasn’t up for that.

Undressing, she eased herself into the tub, adding a little scented bath salt.  She leaned back on the inflated pillow and closed her eyes, listening to the sounds of her quiet house around her.  After a moment, she reached out of the tub and clicked on the radio, turning to an easy listening station.

A few minutes had passed when she thought she heard a noise from the other room. She opened her eyes and listened.  Nothing.  She closed them again, and hummed with the music. Again, the noise.  Turning the radio off, Al leaned forward and grabbed a towel.  It was probably nothing, but she stepped out of the tub and dried off.  Her dog let out a sudden squeal, and a tremor of fear ran down Al’s back. She glanced around the bathroom, saying a silent thank you as she saw her purse hanging on the towel rack.

She reached over and rummaged through it, hearing another sickening squeal from her dog in the other room. Grabbing her cell phone, she quietly clicked the door shut and locked it, then dialed Skinner’s mobile number with a shaking hand.  She could hear footsteps outside her door.

The phone rang once; twice…someone was trying to turn the knob. Al’s eyes were glued to it, her heart in her throat. Third ring. Al clenched her fist to her side. Looking around the bathroom, she saw that there was nothing she could use as a weapon. Fourth ring…Walter, where are you?

“Skinner,” his voice came over the line.  

“Walter!” She gasped. “Help me!”

The door flew open and Al was knocked backwards and into the tub. She could hear Walter barking concerned expletives from the phone. From her vantage point in the bathtub, Al’s eyes first saw the skin-tight leather pants that were partially unzipped with his private half out, then, as she raised them, the opened-at-the-navel white blouse, then the hairy, dark chest with the gaudy necklace swinging away from it, then the sweaty neck with veins standing out all over it, then the swarthy Greek face and gorgeous blue eyes under a nest of rich ebony hair. Al opened her mouth and screamed, Skinner yelled from the phone, and Syndicate Man backhanded her until she closed her mouth.

He picked up the phone and threw it into the toilet, and then jerked Al out of the basin.

“What are you doing here?” she asked him, trying to keep her voice from shaking.

“I had my fill of your pup out there, and now I want to try you.”

Al gasped and tried to run into the other room.  “Tex! Texas!” she yelled. The dog barked and made her way into the bathroom. She growled at Syndicate Man and he started to kick her, but Al bit his hand.

“You bitch!” He yelled at Al and slapped her hard across the face. Then he began dragging her from the room and into the bedroom.

“Let go of me, you big, hairy ape! Let go!”

He stopped and grasped her by the shoulders, his face inches from hers.  “You WILL stop talking, you hussy! I am going to thrill you, make no mistake.”

He pulled her arm hard and swung her onto the bed. He saw the pink thong on the pillow.  “Put that on. I want to see you in it.”


“Drop dead!” Al screamed at him.  Tex had walked in to defend her mistress, and Syndicate Man picked her up by the collar. She wiggled and whimpered until Al begged him to put her down.

“I’ll put it on,” she said, rising to her knees and grabbing the thong. “Just put Texas out of the room.”

Syndicate Man smiled evilly, his teeth flashing.  “Good choice,” he said in his oily accented voice. He put the dog in the hall and closed the door. Al could hear her scratching and whimpering on the other side of the wood as she pulled off her towel and put the thong on. Syndicate Man rubbed his hands together with glee.

Spotting the scarves, Syndicate Man threw them to Al and settled back on the bed.

“Do a little dance for me, sweetheart,” he said.

“I don’t have any music,” Al told him, attempting to cover herself with the scarves.

“I will sing, then,” he replied, searching his mind for an American song.

He cleared his throat.  “FEELINGS…..WHOA WHOA WHOA FEELINGS….I WISH I’D NEVER MET YOU GIRL LA LA LA LA LA…..Dance, dammit!”

Al’s mind was going a mile a minute. Skinner should be coming to save her. She needed to buy time. She began to sway and dance to the Syndicate Man’s terrible singing. Tex started howling outside the door.

“That rotten dog!” Syndicate Man started to get up, but Al rushed over and stopped him.  

“No, please. Settle back and I’ll dance. Do you know any other songs?”

“Are you trying to stall, beautiful English girl?” he asked, caressing the contours of her face and then her shoulders. He pointed to her chest and she looked down, then he chucked her hard under the chin. 

“I fooled you!” he began to laugh, and Al wished she had a sharp object to stab him repeatedly with.

When he had sobered, he pushed her on the bed and jumped on top of her.

“Now is your moment of ecstasy,” he murmured in her ear and she felt smothered under his heavy body. She could smell his sweat and something else. Olive oil?

He kissed her, his tongue a powerful muscle that pushed it’s way into her mouth. Al began to gag. He wrapped his hands around her neck.  “I demand that you want me!” he shouted.

In the next room there was the sound of a door crashing down.  Al smiled.

“You’re dead meat,” she told Syndicate Man.  He jumped up and ran to the window.  Al was right behind him, pulling him back. He turned and punched her squarely in the jaw and she fell, then he climbed out the window and ran.

The bedroom door flew open and Skinner stood there disheveled and heaving. His eyes found Al lying on the floor and he ran to her, fear on his pugnacious face.

“Al! Are you all right?”

She gazed dizzily into his eyes.  “Yes, he went out the window.”

Skinner turned and looked and then ran to it and climbed out.

A woman walked into the room and gently helped Al to get up.  She handed her a shirt out of the closet.

“I’m Agent Cliff. AD Skinner called me to meet him here. Is he after the perp?”

Al nodded, thankful to get a shirt on over her bare chest and thong.

“Are you Skinner’s girlfriend?” Agent Cliff asked, tilting her head to the side to study Al.

“Yes,” Al replied, shivering from shock.

“I thought as much.”

“Agent Cliff…” Al wanted to ask for a drink, a blanket, and an ambulance.

“Call me Suzy.  I bet that Skinner’s a real stallion in bed. He just looks like he would be. I’ve had my eye on him for a long time, but was always too chicken to make a move.”

“Well,” Al didn’t know what to say, so she passed out.

She awoke blurry-eyed with Agent Cliff’s face hovering over her own.

“I-I want Walter,” she muttered weakly.

“Don’t we all,” Suzy commented. “He’s still after the perp. I’ve called the ambulance for you. I think you must have hurt your head.”

Agent Cliff went and watched at the door for the ambulance, her hand on her gun just in case the crazy perp came back.  When they finally pulled up to the curb, she greeted them and led them back to the bedroom.  

Agent Cliff stopped abruptly, causing the paramedics to slam into her back and drop the stretcher.

“She’s gone!” she bellowed, rushing into the room and looking under the bed. The window was still open and she poked her head out, looking right and left.

“Uh, oh,” she saw AD Skinner traveling on foot back to the house, reholstering his gun.  He was alone.

Agent Cliff turned terrified eyes back into the room.  “Al?  Al!  Where are you?” she called, running to the closet and looking in. She went out into the hall, the paramedics looking on, and searched the bathroom and every other room in the small townhouse. A small dog that walked funny made its way into the room and barked at her.

Agent Cliff put her head in her hands.  “Skinner’s going to kill me!” she moaned.

Yoda dumped his heavy burden on the leather sofa and lifted the pillowcase off of her head.  

He felt sorry for the pretty lady. He could only imagine what Syndicate Man planned to do to her. Thoughts along those lines made him shiver for the woman, but they aroused his need for his greasy lover.

Her eyes were wild and rolling around in her head like a cow that’s caught in a fire. He pulled the gag from her mouth, soggy with saliva.

“AAAHHHHHHHH!”  Al screamed, and he clamped a hand over her mouth.

“Quiet be, or gag you I will!”

His response caught her unaware and Al stopped screaming and stared at him.  “You’ve been watching too much Star Wars, mister,” she told him.

Yoda’s big eyes filled up with tears.  “Tu Brute et?” he sniffled.

“Let me out of here! Where have you taken me? Are you with that greasy Greek guy?”

Yoda slumped down on the couch.  “Kill you he will,” he sighed. “Am not I for him enough?”  He sighed again.

Al sat up on the couch, her head aching terribly.  “Please let me go, please!”

Yoda looked at her. “Cannot I.”

She put her hand on his arm. “But why not? You are your own man! You can do whatever you want to do!”

“In trouble I am already. The with law.”

Al was having a bit of trouble deciphering his talk. Their conversation was sprinkled with delays while she tried to straighten out his sentences. She got to her feet.  

“If you think I’m going to stand around and wait for Bluto to get back so he can have his way with me, you’re crazy!” She made a move for the door and Yoda grabbed her arm.

“Here you stay, lady beautiful.”

Al smiled at him.  “You think I’m beautiful?”

Yoda nodded, love-lust in his eyes.

Suddenly Al reared back and punched him hard in the face, causing him to fall back and shatter the glass coffee table. She ran to the door, unlocked and opened it, and ran off into the night, her shirttail flapping over her thonged butt.

~~~~~

Mulder had dropped Scully off at her mother’s and gone on to the Bureau to meet Skinner. He had been waiting for two hours when his cell phone finally purred in his coat pocket.  He answered, and was greeted by his boss yelling obscenities in his ear.

“Hold on, Sir. Slow down!”  Mulder listened intently. Evidently, the Syndicate Man had attacked Al and now she was missing.

“Did you apprehend him?” he asked.

“Hell, no! He disappeared and when I got back to Al’s she was gone! The agent I had left her with was out waiting for the ambulance. His accomplice must have gotten her.” Skinner was about to explode with wrath.

Mulder shuffled the papers on his desk. “Well, while I was waiting, the information on him came through. The sketch that our artist did matches up with the Dick Bug that worked at the prison. He is evidently traveling with Jay Leapis and helping him. Strange, the little guy doesn’t look like a felon, and when I called the prison, the people who worked there had only kind things to say about him.”

“Well, that nice guy has kidnapped my Al!” Skinner practically screamed into the phone.

“I’m on it, Sir,” Mulder replied, hanging up with Skinner’s voice ringing in his ears.

He expelled a breath and tried to decide where to begin. Where would a guy like Syndicate Man live? Probably someplace swanky and overdone.  He was pondering on this when the phone on his desk rang.

“Mulder.”

“Mulder, it’s me.”

“Scully…is everything all right? Is William okay?”


“Yes, we’re fine, Mulder. I’m just wondering what’s going on. I called the hospital and the Doggett’s are doing better. Kate is being released tonight, but John isn’t. I think maybe I’ll leave Will with Mom and go and stay with her.”


Mulder shook his head.  “I don’t like that idea at all, Scully. Syndicate Man is on the loose and he’s got Al.”

“What?!”

“Yeah, so maybe Kate should stay at our place. I’ll be home soon. Looks like there’s not much I can do here.  Listen…I can’t believe I’m asking this, but is there any way for you to get in touch with Krycek?”

Scully was silent for a moment. “You think he might know where to look?” she asked.

“It’s a possibility,” Mulder began putting his papers away in preparation to go home.

“I do have a number that he gave me. I’ll try him.”


“Okay. Be home soon.” He hung up and, locking his desk drawer, he wondered by Scully had taken and kept the number Krycek had given her. He clenched his teeth and left the office.

Al ran half-naked down the road, cars driving by and blowing at her, catcalls coming from everywhere. Tears ran down her face leaving mascara streaks on her cheeks. Her feet were bare and becoming bloody on the asphalt, but she just kept running.  

Finally she stopped and took in her surroundings. She thought she recognized the neighborhood. She turned and looked behind her. No one was following, thank God.

She began walking and that quickly turned into limping. Yes, this was Mulder and Scully’s neighborhood! She gazed at the small, neat houses that were so well lit inside and friendly looking. Was that their house up ahead? She sped up, emitting grunts of pain as she limped quickly down the street, her back bent from fatigue. A child playing on the front porch of a house let out a cry of fear when he saw her and ran inside crying; “It’s Quasimodo, Mommy!”

Al set her jaw and kept going. A bigger kid ran up to the curb and hurled a tomato at her, yelling, “Sanctuary!”

Yards from the house, she fell to her knees, scraping them up. She cried out in pain, but kept moving, crawling toward the light in the Mulder house’s window as if it was a beacon in the night.

At last, she found the driveway, and then the grass. She fell to her stomach and pulled herself through it like a snake, swiveling her body across the lawn. By the time she reached the sidewalk, she was so tired that all she could manage was a roll. She landed at the foot of the front porch and looked longingly up to the doorbell. How was she ever going to make it?

Fortunately, a car pulled up in the driveway and Mulder got out, slamming the door. She waiting, listening to his footfalls on the walk until she heard his intake of breath, then she rolled her eyes back until his face came into view.

“Al! Al, are you all right?” he knelt beside her and she got a waft of his musky after-shave. She stared at him up from between his legs.

“I’ve been better,” she said, and for the second time that day, Al, the tough girl from the sewers of London, passed out.

Scully and Kate were already home, and William was on a blanket on the floor chewing on toys. Scully rushed to Al as Mulder carried her in.

“What happened, Mulder?” She demanded, checking for Al’s vitals. “Here, put her on the couch.” Kate was sitting in a chair sipping some tea. She made clucking noises when she saw the condition that Al was in.

“I found her near our front step,” his eyes traveled to Al’s thong as he deposited her on the sofa.

“What was she doing there?” Scully wondered aloud. “Grab a blanket and we’ll cover her…no wait, she’s all bloody. I’ll go run a bath.” Scully ran to the bathroom and started the water running.

When it was ready, Mulder carried Al in and he averted his eyes as Scully unbuttoned the shirt she had on and peeled off the dirty thong.  “Okay, lower her in, Mulder,” she said, and he did, his sleeves getting wet in the process.  

“You okay to do this, Scully? I don’t feel real comfortable in here.” Mulder stared at the wall as he said that and Scully couldn’t help but smile.

“Sure, go ahead and keep Kate company. You’d better call Skinner, too.”

Mulder left the room and went into the kitchen and dialed his boss.

“He’s coming right over!” he called to Scully a few minutes later. She had drained the tub, and Al had come around and was looking wide-eyed at Scully, and then at Mulder as he appeared in the doorway.

“What happened?” she asked in a small voice.

“Mulder found you on the front stoop,” Scully told her. She motioned to Mulder and he came and picked her up and carried her back to the sofa. Scully gave her a gown to put on.

Al put her head in her hands. “I remember…this man took me to a house, and I got away.”

“Was it Syndicate Man?” Mulder asked her.

“No, it was another toady-looking man. He was actually kind of sweet, but he wasn’t going to let me go. I punched him and ran.”

“Good going,” Scully commended her. “I’m glad you did that. Do you know where you were?”

“Approximately,” Al said. “Give me a minute and maybe I can tell you.”

Scully nodded and went to the kitchen to make her some tea.

Al rolled her eyes over to Kate. “How are you doing? I heard he attacked you, too.”

Kate nodded. “I didn’t know it, but he was hiding in our kitchen. He’s a maniac and has to be stopped! My John is still in the hospital recovering.” She swore to herself there and then that she would hurt that Greek menace if it was the last thing she did.

Skinner arrived in record time, and everyone left the living room to give him and Al some privacy. In the kitchen, Scully took a medicine bottle off of the windowsill.

“Kate, it’s time for your pain medication,” she said, shaking a bright pill out onto her palm.

Kate obediently took it, swallowing it down with a glass of water. The ache in her head had receded to a dull throb. She leaned it back against the wall and watched Mulder and Scully with their son.  Scully handed Mulder a bottle, and he leaned little William so that his back was against Mulder’s chest as the baby groped wildly in the air for the milk. His legs were supported by Mulder’s arm. Almost immediately, the little boy’s eyes began to close as the warm formula went down.

Scully smiled and looked at Kate. “I started out breast feeding, but when I got separated from the baby, Mulder had to put him on formula.”

Mulder chuckled. “It wasn’t easy to get him to take it. Your mom had to help me with that.” He shook his head ruefully. “I was unbelievably inept.”

Scully went to his side and hugged him to her. “You’re a wonderful father.” She looked back at Kate and smiled. “I’m sure John will be, too.”

Kate nodded. Of course, John had been a father a long time ago, but she didn’t want to bring that up.

Skinner appeared in the doorway, a silly smile on his face. Mulder had to bite his lip and turn away in order not to laugh at loud at the sight of his normally surly boss grinning like the Cheshire cat.

“Something funny, Agent Mulder?” Skinner barked, returning to his regular demeanor.

Mulder whipped his head around. “No, Sir, of course not.”

Skinner indicated the baby with a thrust of his chin. “Looks like you’re almost done here. We need to go…Al’s remembered approximately where Dick Bug was holding her.”

Mulder transferred the baby to his mother’s arms.  “I’m ready,” he said. He looked at Scully and said, “We won’t be too long. You girls lock up.”

Scully rolled her eyes. “Right, Mulder. We got married and had a baby and now I’m helpless.”

Mulder grinned. “Point taken. Except I believe it was the other way around. We had a baby and then got married.” He dodged her fist and grabbed his jacket , following Skinner out the door. 

Scully shut and locked it, giving an exasperated sigh as she walked back up the stairs to put the baby to bed. When she returned, she sat down on the floor.

“How are you feeling, Al?” she asked, picking up the remote and flipping through the channels.

“Much better, thanks.”

Kate was lying on a quilt next to Scully, and feeling no pain since her medication had kicked in.  “I’ll bet! Making out with the Skinman helped, I’m sure.”

Scully laughed and nudged her.

Kate looked up at Scully. “Come on. You’ve worked with him a long time…weren’t you ever attracted to him? Those muscles!” she glanced over at Al. “Um, sorry, do you mind me asking her that?”

Al giggled and shook her head. “Do tell, Dana.”

Scully was rapidly turning red. “Oh, look, here’s an old John Wayne movie!”

Kate grabbed the remote and turned it off.  “No. We want to know, Dana. Spill.”

Scully took a deep breath and plowed ahead. “Well, I’m not a nun. Of course I thought he was good looking.”

Al leaned over from the couch. “Did you fantasize about him?” Her eyes were wide with curiosity.

“Of course not!”

“Dana…” countered Kate.

“Well, maybe once or twice.”

All the women started laughing. Kate sat up and nudged Al. 

“So? How is he?”

Al smiled. “He’s grrrrrrreaaaat!” She sounded like Tony the Tiger.

Kate lapsed into a fit of giggles and then said a little smugly. “Well, Doggett is the best. There couldn’t be a man any better.”

Scully looked at her. She hesitated getting into this conversation, but she sincerely doubted that Doggett was better than Mulder.

“Mulder’s no slouch…” she said.

“Mmmm, that lip!” Al said from the couch.

Scully blushed. “I like to bite it,” she admitted softly.

“I’ll bet you do!” Kate slapped her on the back. “I’ll tell you what I like to do to John….” She launched into a vivid description that had Scully’s mouth hanging open, and Al taking notes. None of the women heard the lock being jimmied at the back door.

Al sat up on the couch. “So, is that why he calls you Cookie?” She asked, her eyebrows lifting. She was truly amazed. She had never heard such talk in her life! This woman must be thoroughly gifted in the ways of love.

Kate laughed.  “No, he calls me that because I love Oreos. But you should see what we do with those!”

Scully put out her hand. “No, I’d rather not hear about that, thank you.” She stood up. “I’m going to check on the baby and change into my pajamas. Al, is that shirt okay for you to sleep in?”

Al nodded, and Kate stood up. “I’ll go put mine on, and then maybe I’ll break out some nachos or something. You have anything, Dana?”

“Yeah, there are Funyons in the pantry, and I think chips,” her voice was muffled as she walked up the stairs.  

Al tugged on Kate’s sleeve. “What do you do after the cuffs are on?” she asked.

Kate smiled and sat down, unraveling her tale of ecstasy.

In the kitchen, Syndicate Man had opened the door and crept in. He stood in the shadows, listening. Sometimes he liked to be shady and just hang out, and when the opportunity arose, watch stuff. Sexy stuff. He saw Kate start to leave the room, but then sit down again. He had heard her say that she was going to put on her pajamas.  He slunk out of the kitchen through the hall door and over to the bathroom. Bingo! A suitcase sat in the corner. Quietly, he pulled open the shower curtain and stepped inside, closing it with just enough of a crack left to peek through. 

Kate took off her sweat pants and T-shirt, then her bra, and bent to rummage through her suitcase for her pajamas. She found them and stepped into the pants, which were green and had a matching top. John had bought them for her while they were in Hawaii, and she thought about him as she ran her hands over the silky fabric. She smiled as she lifted up her arms and pulled it over her head. As she faced the mirror and looked in it, her eyes were immediately drawn to the crack in the shower curtain and the eye that was staring out at her.  

She opened her mouth to scream and the man jumped out, grabbing her mouth and pulling her into the tub with him.

Scully came down the stairs wearing the shin-length sleep-shirt that was her favorite. She crossed the foyer and stopped when she heard a knock at the door. She walked over and looked out the peephole. Two women were standing on the front porch looking around.

“Who is it?” Scully asked through the door. She looked through the peephole again and saw the women flashing their badges.  She flipped the locks and opened the door.

“Agent Suzy Cliff. Are you Agent Scully?”

“Yes,” Scully said, staring at her. “What is it?”

“This is my partner Agent Gwen Jones. Agent Mulder and AD Skinner asked us to come by to make sure that everything was all right.”  She craned her neck, trying to get a look in the house.  “I heard that Skinner’s lady friend escaped. She okay?”

“Yes, she is,” Scully said, the heat of anger rising to her face. “You can tell Agent Mulder that we are perfectly fine here and we don’t need any help!” She slammed the door and stalked into the living room.  “The nerve of that man! Does he think I’m helpless? That he changed who I was when he married me and knocked me up?”  She watched out the living room window as the Agents sped away in their car.

Al shifted on the couch.  “Actually, didn’t you get knocked up before you got married?”

Scully shot her a scathing look, then opened the cabinet above the television.  Her gun was on the top shelf, and she took it down, making sure that it was loaded.  “I have never needed Mulder or anyone else to take care of me, and that hasn’t changed.”

Al nodded her head, afraid to say anything else.

“What’s keeping Kate?” Scully asked. She set the gun back in the cabinet and walked down the hall to the bathroom, knocking on the door. “Kate? Are you all right?”

When there was no answer, Scully got worried. <Has she passed out in the bathroom?> she wondered, knocking harder.  “Kate!”

Al came from around the corner. “What’s wrong?”

“She’s not answering,” Scully said. “I’ll get a screwdriver and pick the lock.” She went into the kitchen. Al tried the door, rattling the knob.  “Kate?”

She heard the click of the door unlocking, and then watched the knob turn. As the door opened, she saw Kate’s pale face.

“Are you all right?” Al asked, and then the door opened wider to reveal Syndicate Man holding a gun to her head.

Al gasped. “Dana!” she tried to yell, but it came out as a raspy moan, and Syndicate Man snarled at her. He pushed Kate out of the room and she fell into Al, who stumbled and sprawled out on the floor. He held the gun on them.

“I have never met a bunch of more irritating females,” he said, his medallion shimmering in the glare from the ceiling light.

“Well, I have never seen a more greasy, revolting son of a bitch as you!” Kate retorted.

Syndicate Man lifted his foot and kicked her in the butt just as Scully walked around the corner with the screwdriver. Realizing what was happening; she raised it and plunged it into his back.

“AAHHH!” he yelled, falling to the floor, the tool sticking out of him like a pin in a bug. Scully stood staring down at him, and then looked at her friends, whom were both gazing behind her in horror. As she swung around, she was struck hard by a fist and slammed into the wall.

“Man my! Man my!” Yoda yelled, staring forlornly at Syndicate Man and rubbing his hand. A look of utter rage passed over his face and he reached down and yanked the screwdriver out of his lover’s back.  Raising it over his head, he lunged at Kate and Al.

“Die you! Die you!”

Quickly, the two women rolled apart and separated, landing Yoda right between them. Al threw all her body weight on him and heard his breath leave his lungs in with a loud whoosh.

“Get the screwdriver!” she yelled to Kate, who immediately wrenched it out of the little man’s hand.

“Get me off!” Yoda screamed, his face turning purple.

“In your dreams, you little creep!” Al said, bouncing on him.  Kate crawled over to Scully, who was unconscious. 

“Uh oh. Do you know Mulder’s cell number?”

“Call Walter, he’s with him.” Al said, and recited the number.

Kate was off the phone in a couple of minutes. “They’re on their way, and in the meantime, they are sending over the two agents that came to the door awhile back.” She had a cool cloth and was running it over Scully’s head.  “She’s not coming around. I’m calling an ambulance.” She went back to the phone.

“Get me off! Get me off!” The little man was screaming. 

“Shut up!” Al yelled at him.  “Kate, we need something to tie him up with.”

Kate finished giving information to the dispatcher and hung up the phone. She raced to the bathroom and came out with some pantyhose.  “Hold his hands behind his back and I’ll tie them up.”  Al did so, and soon they had Yoda’s hands and feet tightly trussed. She glanced over at Syndicate Man, and the blood still spilling out of him.

“I think he’s done for,” she said. “I don’t think we need to ruin any more of Dana’s pantyhose on him.”

There was a rap on the door and Al got up off of Yoda and answered it. Agent Cliff and Agent Jones stood there.

“Problem?” Agent Cliff asked, elbowing her way into the room. Agent Jones followed. She looked over at the unconscious Scully. 

“Thought she said she could take care of herself?”  Her eyes went back to Al.  “Assistant Director Skinner gave me a call. Said you needed help. Who are these guys on the floor? Hey…that one looks dead!”

Agent Jones bent down and felt for a post. “That’s because he is,” she said without feeling, standing back up and taking stock of the situation.

“These men broke into the house and attacked us,” Kate explained. “He was about to shoot me and Al when Dana came up behind him with the screwdriver.”

“What screwdriver?”

Kate looked around and then saw it on the kitchen table.  “That one. The little guy pulled it out of the big guy’s back and came at us with it. When Al sat on him, I took it away.”

Agent Cliff was writing all of this down, periodically licking the tip of her pencil.  She took her phone out of her pocket and called the local police.

Al sat down in a chair. “This is a nightmare!” she moaned. “Why did I ever get involved with an FBI man?”

“Because he’s sexy as hell!” Kate told her.

Agent Cliff looked over from where she stood talking on the phone.  “I’ll take him if you’re giving him up!”

Al flipped her a bird.

Tires squealing in the driveway announced the arrival of Skinner and Mulder.  They charged up the front walk and tried to enter the door simultaneously, which didn’t work.  Finally Skinner gave Mulder a look that said <I’m your superior> and Mulder stepped back, allowing him to enter, then he forced his way passed him and knelt by Scully’s side.

“My God, what happened?” he breathed, touching Scully’s head. They hadn’t moved her from where she had fallen by the kitchen door.

“The little guy surprised her and hit her,” Kate explained.

Skinner clenched his jaw.  “Where were you, Agents?” he snarled at Suzy and Gwen.

“She sent us away!” Gwen protested, pointing at the fallen Scully.

Skinner turned to Al, taking note of her pasty white skin.  “Are you all right?” he asked.

“Yes,” she answered, thinking about how she’d manage to break up with him. He was terribly good looking, and such an excellent lover! She shivered, remembering his large, warm hands all over her body. Not like her ex husband, who had cold, slimy hands.

The sirens could be heard in the distance, and Mulder hoped they belonged to an ambulance and not the police. Scully needed help now. He looked up at Kate.


“Would you check on the baby? Make sure he’s still asleep, and stay here with him while we go to the hospital?”

“Of course,” Kate said, and mounted the stairs.

Agent Cliff agreed to stay at the house with Kate and the baby. She took Gwen aside and said, “Be careful…these people just invite trouble. They attract it like magnets to steel.” She leaned in and kissed her tenderly and then they parted. Agent Jones drove to the hospital behind the ambulance.

Skinner told Al she’d best go back to his place with him, and she agreed. She was very scared after all that had happened, but she thought that perhaps a night with Walter would change her mind about leaving him.

“Are you going to be all right, Kate?” she asked, as she stood in the door, Skinner’s overcoat draped around her shoulders.

“Oh yes. I have Agent Cliff here with me. I’ll be fine. Besides, who is left to attack us?”

Al smiled and squeezed her friend’s hand. She took Skinner’s proffered arm and they went out the door.

Kate sighed, and turned to the kitchen phone. She dialed her answering service for the veterinary clinic and listened to her messages, then she called her assistant, Virtie, and instructed her on the patient load.  When she hung up, she went into the living room and found Agent Cliff watching a porn tape and drinking a beer. She swung back around without stopping and went upstairs, checking on William, and then going into Mulder and Scully’s bedroom. Kate sat on the edge of the bed and dialed the hospital to check on John. She was connected to his room.

“Cookie! I miss you, baby.”

It was so wonderful to hear his voice, that Kate burst into tears. Then she had to explain all that had happened, and Doggett became alarmed.

“What? Can’t that Mulder keep his own house safe?” He stopped when he remembered what had happened at his house the night before. “Well, I guess everything is okay now. What hospital have they taken Scully to?”

“The same one you’re at. Let me know when you hear something,” Kate said, and after some kissing noises, they hung up.

At the hospital, Mulder stood impatiently in the hallway while Scully had a CAT scan done. She had regained consciousness in the ambulance and insisted that she was fine, but the doctors wanted to make certain that she didn’t have a concussion or cracked skull.  He glanced over at Agent Jones. She was sitting in a chair reading Big Truck Today.

Mulder leaned against the wall. He was dead tired, and his body was sore from all the tensing he’d done in the past few hours. He and Skinner had gone to the house where Al had been held and found nothing. It had been cleaned out. The panic he had felt when he’d found out that Syndicate Man and Yoda had been in his home had been overwhelming.

He shook his head when he thought about how Scully had sent away the agents he’d asked to stay with them. She hadn’t really changed much over the years, but that was fine with him.

A nurse approached. “You can see her now. Her tests came out fine,” she said, and Mulder pushed off of the wall and followed her into the emergency room. Scully was lying on a cot and smiled when she saw him.  Reaching out her hand, she grasped his. He leaned over and kissed her softly on the mouth. Once again, all was right with the world.

But for how long?

THE END?

