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~~~~ 
 
Step #1: The Unexpected Curve Ball 
 
 
It wasn't planned. 
 
No, that's not true. I've actually been planning it  
for quite some time. It's just that, well, I wasn't  
planning for it to be tonight. 
 
And I sure as hell wasn't expecting Scully to be the  
one who put everything into motion. 



 
When I left her in the office two days ago, I was  
irritated at her for not wanting to come with me to  
England, and I was more than a little hurt. 
 
Sure, I was being selfish and arrogant and all those  
other things I often am, but when I told her I'd booked  
us two tickets to England, I didn't think she'd be so  
bitchy about it. 
 
And yet she was, her sharp tone of voice slicing right  
through me. 
 
Later that same day when I called her on the phone,  
she softened towards me a bit, but still there was  
an edge in her voice that bothered me. 
 
Did the things I do really piss her off that much, or  
was there something else bothering her? 
 
I spent more than half my flight to England pondering  
that very question. 
 
But despite the reservations I had about what was  
going on with us, once I found out the whole crop  
circle thing was a hoax, I immediately got a ticket  
for the first available flight back. 
 
Sure, I was a little nervous about what her reaction  
towards me might be once we saw each other again,  
but I was prepared to deal with whatever she threw  
at me. 
 
And damn, did she throw something big. 
 
A curve ball from way out in left field. 
 
Which leads me to where we are this very moment, her  
hand between my thighs, my hand cupped around her  
breast. 
 
And oh yeah, did I happen to mention we're both naked? 
 
I knew there was a reason why I liked baseball so much. 
 
 
~~~~ 



 
 
Step #2: The Realness of Red Hair 
 
 
When I open my eyes, the first thing I see is red  
hair, and lots of it. 
 
Apparently Scully's sleeping on me, the top of her  
head resting right below my chin. 
 
If I would have awakened like this before last night,  
I would've sat up in bed and blinked my eyes several  
times, trying to snap myself out of yet another  
dream, but not this time. 
 
This time it's real. 
 
Scully is here sleeping beside me, her soft cheek  
pressing against my bare chest. 
 
And she's definitely real. 
 
Just like the growing hardness between my legs. 
 
"Is that a gun in your pocket, Mulder, or are you  
just happy to see me?" she says sleepily, lifting  
her head up from my chest and gazing up at me in  
the dark. 
 
"I didn't bring my gun to bed with me tonight," I  
reply as I lift my own head from the pillow and kiss  
her forehead. "But I do have something that's loaded  
and ready for action," I tease, running my fingers  
through her hair. 
 
She lays her head back down and giggles into my chest,  
then kisses me there not once, but twice.   
 
Her lips feel soft and warm and wet, and if I don't  
change my position in about two seconds, I'm afraid  
my 'gun' will be emptying its bullets before I even  
have a chance to fire it. 
 
"Ready for action, huh?" she asks as her hand slowly 
slides across my belly and down the inside of my  
thigh. 



 
"Prove it," she purrs. 
 
And I am completely undone. 
 
The next time I open my eyes, it is morning, and the  
red hair that greeted me before is gone. 
 
I immediately sit up and blink my eyes, then look  
around the room, hoping to see her clothes still  
lying on the floor.  
 
But they're gone too. 
 
Flopping back against the pillow, I glance over at  
the empty side of my bed and let out an exasperated  
sigh. 
 
Maybe she wasn't real after all. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
Step #3: The Power of the Shower 
 
 
 
The water shoots out of the shower-head with full  
force, its coldness numbing my skin. 
 
Or is what happened with Scully making me numb? 
 
In either case, I can't feel a thing, and so I stand  
there, letting the icy water hit me square in the  
chest. 
 
I guess I really shouldn't be surprised that she left  
this morning without saying goodbye...after all, we  
never say goodbye when we hang up from the phone... 
but still, things are different now. 
 
*We're* different. 
 
At least I thought we were anyway. 
 
Hell, maybe it all really was just a dream, an  



extremely vivid and powerful dream brought on by  
too many hours of traveling and not enough hours  
of sleeping. 
 
No, I refuse to believe that. 
 
Scully *did* sit beside me on the couch and tell me  
that her life had changed. 
 
And then she proved it by coming to my bed. 
 
So, why did she leave this morning without saying a  
word? 
 
Did she decide that she isn't ready for us to be 
lovers and that we're better off just being partners? 
 
The thought that I might never be that close to her  
again, never feel her beneath me again, sends a  
stinging rush of adrenaline through my veins, and  
suddenly I no longer feel numb. 
 
I feel determined. 
 
Stepping further underneath the now steamy stream  
of water, I finish my shower in under five minutes,  
then quickly get dressed. 
 
I have to see her. 
 
I have to see her and tell her that what we have is  
right and that it's our time now. 
 
I have to tell her that last night wasn't a mistake,  
that I'm ready to take this next step and that she  
is too. 
 
But even more importantly, I have to tell her that  
it's okay to be afraid about it, because I sure as  
hell am. 
 
Grabbing my car keys off the table, I run my hand  
over my still wet hair, take a deep breath, and  
hurry out the door. 
 
 
~~~~ 



 
 
Step #4: Lonely Man Walking 
 
 
Hoover Building 
9:33 am 
 
 
When I pull into the parking lot, I immediately see  
that she's not here. 
 
I suppose that she could've parked her car in a  
different spot today, but it's doubtful, considering  
that she's been parking in the same area for the past  
seven years. 
 
Quickly finding a place to park, I pull in and get  
out. Scanning the lot a second time, I still don't  
see her car, and my mind instantly goes into overdrive,  
considering all the possibilities of where she might  
be. 
 
In one of the departments on the other side of the  
building?   
 
At home?   
 
Driving around somewhere, trying to rationalize what  
happened between us last night? 
 
Well, there's only one way to find out. 
 
Though I've walked through this building thousands of  
times over the years, once I get inside, everything  
seems different to me. The hallway seems longer. The  
lights seem brighter, and if I didn't know any better,  
I could swear that every person I walk past knows that  
Scully and I slept together last night. 
 
And that she left me this morning without saying  
goodbye. 
 
Unsuccessfully trying to swallow the huge dry lump  
now embedded in my throat, I pick up my pace and  
hope that no one can see the sweat accumulating on  
my forehead. 



 
Is this how she felt earlier when she walked down  
these same halls? 
 
Finally after what seems like the longest five minutes  
of my life, I reach our office. As usual the door is  
closed...Scully and I always keep it that way now... 
but I'm surprised and a little more than concerned to  
find that it's locked. 
 
Pulling out my keys, I unlock the door and open it,  
only to be greeted by an empty room. 
 
And a note lying on the floor. 
 
I quickly step inside and pick up the piece of paper,  
already knowing who it's from before opening it. Then  
I turn on the lights and walk across the room, though  
I don't know how, considering how unsteady my legs  
feel at the moment. 
 
Sitting down at my desk, I wipe the sweat from my  
forehead, then close my eyes and slowly unfold the  
paper in my hands, not sure I really want to read  
what she has to say. 
 
Once my eyes are closed, my sense of smell quickly  
takes over, and I find myself bringing her letter  
up closer to my face so I can breathe in even more  
of her. 
 
And I remember. 
 
The way her delicate hands glided across my chest.   
The way her tongue tickled the roof of my mouth. The  
way her hips rose from the bed as I slid inside of  
her. 
 
The way she looked at me afterwards. 
 
I'll *never* forget that. 
 
Ever. 
 
Making myself open my eyes again, I bite down on my  
lip, and silently read her hastily scrawled words. 
 



    Mulder, 
 
    I came to the office this morning with every 
    intention of treating this day like any other 
    day, but you and I both know that it's not like  
    any other day. I don't regret what happened  
    between us last night, but I need time. I need  
    time to make sure this is right...for both of  
    us. I know as soon as you read this you're  
    going to want to come over to my apartment to  
    talk things out, but if you do, you won't find 
    me there.   
 
    I'll call you later, I promise. 
 
    Scully 
 
I immediately read her words again, and then a third  
time before I suddenly realize that I've bitten down  
so hard on my lip that it's bleeding. 
 
Quickly folding up her letter and putting it in my  
coat pocket, I swipe the blood off my lip with my  
thumb, then leave the office and begin the long walk  
back down the hallway. 
 
Alone. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
Step #5: A Bad Case of Jet Lag 
 
 
Hoover Building 
9:50 am 
 
 
I'm a very impulsive person. 
 
Always have been, always will be, which makes this  
whole waiting game harder than hell, but I'll do it  
because she asked me to, and because, well...I need  
to do some thinking too. 
 
Reaching into my pocket, I briefly brush my fingers  



over her letter, and continue my long walk back  
through the building. 
 
"Agent Mulder?" a low voice says behind me, startling  
me from my thoughts. 
 
Turning around, I see Skinner standing there, a  
perplexed look on his face. "Sir?" I say awkwardly,  
hoping he doesn't notice the cut on my lip or the  
fact that I can't seem to stop shuffling my feet. 
 
"What are you doing here, Mulder? I thought you were  
in England," he says. 
 
"I got back last night," I reply, silently willing  
my damn feet to stop moving. 
 
He tilts his head to the side and purses his lips.  
"And?" 
 
And when I got back, Scully came over to my apartment  
and we made love...*twice*.   
 
Any other questions? 
 
"Agent?" he asks, reaching out and touching my arm.  
"Are you okay, Mulder?" 
 
"Umm...yeah...it's just some jet lag, sir," I reply,  
impressed with my ability to come up with an excuse  
so quickly. 
 
"That's understandable," he said, a hint of skepticism  
in his voice. "So, what'd you find out there?" 
 
"It was all a hoax, a big waste of time," I answer,  
wiping off the thin layer of sweat that's accumulating  
on my forehead, then nervously sticking my hand in  
my pocket. 
 
"Well, I'm sorry things didn't pan out for you, but  
I'm sure that Agent Scully will be glad to have you  
back." 
 
"Actually, I got in so late last night, I haven't had  
a chance to call her yet...but I will," I lie, tightly  
squeezing her note inside my pocket and wishing I was  



anywhere but here. 
 
"Where are you headed to now?" asks Skinner, thankfully  
making an attempt to end our conversation. 
 
"I thought I'd take some time at home today, Sir," I  
reply, wondering if he's buying any of this at all.   
 
Hopefully, he is, though I can't really tell from  
the blank look on his face. 
 
"Well, get some rest. I've got two new case files  
for you to take a look at when you come back tomorrow,"  
he said, turning to go in the other direction.  
 
Thank God. Now if I can just get through the rest of  
the building without anybody stopping me. 
 
"And Agent Mulder?" he calls out, his deep voice  
startling me from behind again. 
 
I clear my throat and shuffle my feet again. "Sir?"  
 
"When you see Agent Scully, tell her she doesn't  
have to come in today either," he says, a slight  
smile crossing his face right before he turns and  
heads back down the hallway. 
 
Damn. 
 
So much for the jet lag excuse. 
 
Not wanting to dig an even deeper hole for myself, I  
say nothing and quickly hurry out of the building. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
Step #6: The Scent of a Man 
 
 
Where do you go when there's someplace else you want  
to go, but you know you can't go there? 
 
In my case, it's the park. 
 



After I left the office, it was all I could do not to  
head to Scully's apartment, knowing that even though  
she said she wouldn't be there, that she probably was. 
 
But as difficult as that was, when I got to the exit,  
I forced myself to keep going straight and went back  
to my own place instead. And once I got there, I did  
what I usually do when I really need to think. 
 
I put on my jogging stuff and went out for a run. 
 
There's a park not too far from my apartment that I  
like to go to, and it has some good running trails,  
each of them about a mile long.   
 
According to my watch, it's only been about a half  
hour since I started running on one of them, but  
with the way my hips and inner thighs are protesting  
right now, it feels like I've been running a marathon. 
 
Huffing and puffing and stumbling over to a bench,   
I plop down on the wooden seat and bend forward, my  
forearms on my knees, my head tilted down. 
 
And as I'm trying to shake out my leg cramps and catch  
my breath, it suddenly occurs to me why my groin area  
now feels like it's been put through the yoga class  
from hell. 
 
It's from having sex.   
 
It's been so damn long since I've gotten laid that I  
actually forgot what my body usually feels like the  
morning after. 
 
The stiff upper arms, the achy hip joints, the  
glorious after-burn that comes after a night of  
vigorous lovemaking. 
 
And it certainly was vigorous, that second time. 
 
Our inhibitions gone after the gentleness of the first  
time, it was fast and frenzied our next time together. 
 
And incredible. God, it was incredible... 
 
"Excuse me, but is this seat taken?"  



 
I don't have to look up to know whose voice it is. 
 
"It depends," I reply, straightening myself up from  
my hunched over position and resting my left arm along  
the back of the bench. 
 
"On what?" she says, her feet nervously shifting back  
and forth the same way mine had when I was talking to  
Skinner before. 
 
"On whether or not you mind sitting next to someone  
who's a bit ripe," I reply, catching a whiff of my  
sweaty armpit. 
 
I quickly put my arm back down and hope she's not too  
offended by my current odor. 
 
Then again, she's smelled me when I've been a lot worse  
than this. 
 
The night after I took a swim with Flukeman. The night  
we got bombarded by manure at the waste plant in  
Miller's Grove. The night I cried beside my mother's  
bed smelling like gasoline.   
 
A couple months ago when I was attacked in a basement  
by zombies. 
 
"Well, I'll take my chances," she says as she sits  
down, and I can't help thinking back to nearly six  
years ago when she said the exact same words to me. 
 
We were separated then. 
 
And now here we are again, sitting on a different park  
bench, under different circumstances. 
 
And we're together this time. 
 
At least I think we are anyway. 
 
"How'd you know I was here?" I ask, taking note of the  
fact that her leg is pressing against mine. 
 
"You always come here when you want to think...or you 
go to the office," she says simply. 



 
She looks down and starts picking at a loose thread  
on the seam of her jacket. "You went there this morning,  
didn't you?"  
 
"I got your note." 
 
"Oh," she says, awkwardly looking up at me. 
 
I look back at her, and I feel awkward too, but I know  
what I have to do. 
 
Nervously tugging on a tiny rip on the knee of my  
sweatpants, I quietly say, "I just want you to know  
that it's okay, Scully...If you need to get away for  
a while, think about some things, well...I'm not going  
to stop you." 
 
There, I said it.   
 
Actually, I don't know how I was even able to say  
anything, considering the huge lump that seems to  
have taken up residence in the middle of my throat,  
but I said it and I meant it. 
 
Now I just hope I haven't blown it. 
 
She looks at me again, but this time I don't see the  
uncertainty in her eyes that I saw before. 
 
"I'm not going anywhere, Mulder," she says, leaning  
over and surprising me with a kiss on the cheek,  
then slipping her hand into mine. "Except maybe to  
your place." 
 
"What are you saying, Scully?" I ask, both confused 
and excited by this sudden turn of events. 
 
She squeezes my hand, looks at me with her beautiful 
blue eyes, and smiles. "I'm saying I want to go home 
with you." 
 
"Are you sure?" 
 
Leaning over and surprising me with another kiss,  
this time on the lips, she gives me her answer. 
 



And I happily take it. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
Step #7: So Much for Spontaneity 
 
 
"So you want to go back to my place, huh?" I say,  
finally breaking our very pleasant kiss. 
 
"Yes," she replies with blushing cheeks, though I'm  
not sure if they're that way because of me or the  
cool chill in the air. 
 
Either way it's nice seeing her like this. 
 
She's a different Scully than the one I left behind  
when I went to England, that's for sure. 
 
Shy, yet bold. Confident, yet uncertain. And hot. 
 
Oh yeah, definitely hot. 
 
"So, where's your car?" I ask, looking around me and  
not seeing it anywhere. 
 
"I parked it in the other parking lot, you know, the  
one on the south side of the park, closer to your  
apartment." 
 
"That's over a mile from here, Scully," I say, amazed  
that she walked all this way to find me. 
 
"I know," she says simply. 
 
"Well, I'm impressed," I say, noticing her clothes  
for the first time since she got here. It's not often  
I get to see her dressed so casually, and the sight  
of her feet in white cuffed sports socks and Reeboks  
is more than a little stimulating.   
 
"I didn't do it to impress you, Mulder," she says,  
standing up from the bench. "I did it because we need  
to talk." 
 



Of course, I know she's right.   
 
We *do* need to talk, but still...she tells me she  
wants to go to my place and we share a kiss in a  
public park, and now all she wants to do is talk? 
 
So much for spontaneity and sexy footwear. 
 
Oh well, at least we seem to be moving forward now  
after what happened between us last night, and that's  
more than what we were doing just two days ago. 
 
Standing up in front of her, my worn out Nikes toe to  
toe with her bright white Reeboks, I brush my fingers  
across her cheek and quietly say, "Okay Scully, let's  
talk." 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
Step #8: Working Out the Kinks 
 
 
This is how it should be. 
 
We walk back to her car. We get in it, and she drives  
me back to my place. Once we're there, I take a  
shower and get cleaned up after my run. Then we sit  
on the couch together, and we talk about this whole  
new relationship thing we've got going now and how  
we're going to make it work. 
 
This is how it actually goes. 
 
We start to walk on the trail to go back and get her  
car. She accidentally steps in a hole, which in turn  
causes her to twist her ankle.   
 
She then proceeds to hang onto me for the next fifteen  
minutes, her arm tightly squeezing my waist and all  
her weight pressing against my hip. 
 
Now as much as I like the fact that she's letting me  
help her, I'm not too thrilled with the way my legs  
and back are feeling right now. 
 



Who would've thought that such a petite woman could 
be so heavy? 
 
"You doin' okay, Scully?" I ask, though I'm the one  
who seems to be hurting more at the moment. 
 
"You need to rest, don't you?" she asks, tugging on  
the bottom of my sweatshirt so I'll stop. 
 
She doesn't have to ask me twice. 
 
I immediately remove my arm from around her and take 
a step back, then straighten myself up to a more  
upright position. Almost instantly I hear my lower  
back and right hip pop, and I quickly start to cough,  
hoping to cover up my discomfort so Scully won't hear  
it too. 
 
Unfortunately for me, I'm not quite fast enough. 
 
"What was that, Mulder? Was that your back?" she asks  
with concern as she limps back over to me. 
 
"Yeah, I guess it was," I answer, placing my hands  
on my back and trying to knead out the knots. 
 
Holding onto my forearm for balance with one hand,  
she slides the other hand beneath my shirt and begins  
to massage my lower back, despite the fact that I  
know her own ankle's hurting big time. 
 
"Think this is an omen?" I ask, relishing the feel  
of her thumb making deep circles on my back. 
 
"What do you mean?" 
 
"In case you hadn't noticed, we're not exactly off  
to a very good start here, Scully. I mean...is this  
how it's always going to be for us?" 
 
Her thumb presses harder and moves faster now, working 
out every kink like an expert massage therapist. "If  
I'm not mistaken, Mulder, I think it's always been  
like this for us," she states matter-of-factly. 
 
That's my Scully...always the logical and reasonable  
one in the midst of my confusion. 



 
She's right though.  
 
In the seven years we've been partners, things have  
never been easy for us. 
 
So why should being in a romantic relationship be any  
different? 
 
My back feeling much better now, I bend down and slip  
my arm around her again, then gently kiss her cheek.  
"Let's get you home, Scully." 
 
Hobbling closer, she wraps her arm around my waist  
again and smiles, then gives me the one thing I  
cherish from her the most. 
 
She leans on me. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
Step #9: Paging Dr. Mulder... 
 
 
Mulder's Apartment 
12:38 pm 
 
 
"Feeling better, Scully?" I ask as I walk into the  
living room. 
 
My back a lot more relaxed after taking a shower, I  
energetically plop down on the couch beside her,  
shaking my head and flicking several water droplets  
from my still wet hair on her t-shirt. 
 
"You apparently are," she replies, trying to suppress  
a smile as she bends forward and adjusts the ice pack  
on her ankle. 
 
"Yes, I am," I say as I take the ice from her and set  
it down on the coffee table. 
 
"I'm sorry you had to drag me through the park like  
that." 



 
"I'm not." 
 
"You practically carried me for a mile, Mulder." 
 
"I'd carry you for ten miles if I had to, Scully,"  
I say, knowing my words sound sappy, but also that  
they're true. 
 
She doesn't say anything back, but the slight tilt  
of her head and the softening around the edges of  
her eyes tells me that she knows it too. 
 
"Here, let me," I say as I carefully lift up both  
her legs, swing them to the right and reposition  
them on a pillow on top of my lap. 
 
"What are you doing, Mulder?" 
 
"Playing doctor," I reply, gently pressing my fingers  
in various places on her tender ankle. "Just relax,  
and let me do my thing." 
 
She smiles and leans back against the cushion. "Your  
thing?" 
 
"Yeah, my thing," I reply, lightly running my fingers  
over the arch of her foot, along the inside of her  
ankle, then back around to the most swollen area. 
 
Leaning back against the pillow, she closes her eyes  
and lets out a contented sigh. 
 
"Better?" I ask, letting my fingers wander up past  
her ankle under the cuff of her jeans. 
 
"Mmmm..." she purrs, her eyes still closed, her cheeks  
quickly becoming flushed. 
 
"I'll take that as a yes," I remark, my own cheeks  
beginning to feel warm. 
 
"Anyone ever tell you that you have a great bedside  
manner, doctor?" she asks, sliding down even deeper  
into the cushions. 
 
Opening up her eyes, she looks up at me and smiles,  



and almost instantly all the warmth from my cheeks  
travels straight to my groin. 
 
"You just did," I say simply, casually sliding my  
hand even farther up underneath her jeans.   
 
She lets her body relax then, lets her eyes close  
again, and so I begin. 
 
Lightly massaging her calf muscle, I slowly work my  
way down to her ankle and back up again, savoring  
every contented moan, every whispered gasp. 
 
But most of all, savoring the fact that I'm the one 
who's making her feel so good. 
 
"I should probably put this ice pack back on your  
ankle, Scully," I say several minutes later, not  
wanting to stop my ministrations, but knowing that  
cold ice is really the best thing for her at this  
point. 
 
Leaning over and picking up the slightly melted ice  
pack from the coffee table, I gently set it on the  
puffiest part of her ankle. 
 
"That feel okay?" I ask as I adjust it so it fits  
over her foot better.   
 
Getting no response, I look over at her, her lips  
slightly parted, a tiny trickle of drool in the  
corner of her mouth, and it's then that I realize  
she's fallen asleep. 
 
That's my Scully.   
 
Able to take down mutants and high-ranking government  
officials one minute. Falling asleep the next minute. 
 
Softly brushing the hair from her forehead, I lay my  
head back against the cushion and smile, then let my  
own eyes slip shut. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 



Step #10: The Beginning of Us 
 
 
I'm awakened by the sensation of water in between my  
legs. 
 
Wiping the sleep from my eyes, I immediately turn and  
look at Scully, whose attention is also focused on the  
dampness between my thighs. 
 
"That must have been some dream, Mulder," she teases,  
the corners of her eyes crinkling with pleasure as  
she leans forward and picks up the now completely  
melted ice pack limply resting on my thigh. 
 
Looking at the bag full of water in her hand, then  
down at the big wet stain over my crotch, I suddenly 
find myself laughing.  
 
Not because I'm nervous or uncomfortable about her  
seeing me this way, but because I'm happy. 
 
Happy because I'm sitting on the couch with a woman 
who, despite all my faults, likes me anyway.  
 
Happy because I'm no longer afraid of what we can be  
together. 
 
Happy because I love her, and she loves me. 
 
"Are you okay?" she asks, a puzzled look on her face  
as she lays the plastic bag of water down on the  
coffee table. 
 
Leaning over, I cup my hand around the back of her  
neck and quietly reply, "I've never felt better." 
 
And then I kiss her. 
 
And she kisses me back. 
 
I run my hand over her hair, tucking a few loose 
strands behind her ear. 
 
She slips her fingers under the collar of my t-shirt. 
 
And that's all it takes. 



 
The next thing I know she's unsnapping my wet jeans  
and dropping them on the floor and in an instant I'm 
doing the same with her pants, tossing them behind  
me with one flick of the wrist. 
 
And then we're kissing again. 
 
"Maybe I should sprain my ankle more often," she says  
breathlessly as I lower her onto her back and nudge  
my way in between her thighs. 
 
"And maybe I should always fall asleep with an ice pack  
on my lap," I whisper, slowly easing my way inside her.  
 
She gasps. 
 
I go deeper. 
 
"And maybe we should just stop talking now," she says  
with a groan, her hips rising, her thighs clenching. 
 
A thrust. 
 
"But I thought you wanted to talk," I grunt, pressing  
her body even deeper into the cushions. 
 
A moan. Maybe mine, maybe hers. 
 
"I did...I do...I just..." she stutters, her eyes 
closing, her head tilting back. 
 
Another thrust. 
 
Another moan. Definitely hers this time. 
 
"You just...what?" I ask, kissing her shoulder, her  
collarbone. 
 
"Right now...I just want to feel you," she says, her  
voice low and seductive as she pushes my head down  
to her breast. 
 
And I want to feel you too, Scully. 
 
I don't want to talk anymore about how we came together  
or why.   



 
I don't want to talk about taking things slowly or about  
how complicated things might become. 
 
Right now, I just want to feel.  
 
I just want to feel... 
 
One more thrust. One more tilt of the hips. One more  
moan from her. One more grunt from me.  
 
And then we're there. 
 
We're there, and it's passionate and it's messy. It's  
smooth and it's rough and it's everything we are and  
everything we've been. 
 
But even more than that, I know it's the beginning of  
something I thought we'd never be able to have. 
 
It's the beginning of us. 
 
 
~end~ 
 
 
**I originally wrote these vignettes over 17 years  
ago and posted them one step at a time. It was so 
fun to write about the blossoming romance between  
Mulder and Scully back then, and even though I don't  
write nearly as much as I used to, I still adore the  
characters and love giving them something fun and  
flirty to do on occasion.:)  
 
When all of the "Steps" were done, I knew that I  
wanted to continue writing about the newness of  
their romantic relationship so I wrote a few more  
vignettes that I called "Phases." I will eventually  
be posting those as well and adding new vignettes  
as I become inspired. 
 
Thanks so much for reading. I hope these little  
stories made you smile.:) 
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