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Phases  
by Susan 
~~~~ 
 
Phase 1: The Worst Kept Secret 
 
 
"So Mulder, what do you want to do this weekend?  I was  
thinking maybe we could head up to Maine," she said,  
seductively running her fingers over my forearm. 
 
"Got a hankerin' for some lobster, do ya, Scully?" I  
joked, pulling her into my arms and pressing my hands  
into her lower back.   
 
"Maybe," she said as she wrapped her arms around my waist  
and rested her head against my chest, pressing her cheek  
against my silk tie. 
 
There used to be a time when we wouldn't have dared show 
such affection towards each other at the office, a time  



when we kept our feelings hidden. 
 
But not anymore. 
 
Not since I finally accepted Samantha's death and decided  
to move on with my life.  Not since Scully moved past her  
own demons, putting to rest the guilt she felt about her  
long-ago relationship with Daniel. 
 
And not since that night a month ago when we finally made  
love for the first time. 
 
We're together in every way now, and our relationship has  
never been stronger. 
 
"Actually, I was thinking more along the lines of spending  
a relaxing weekend at a bed and breakfast, maybe take one  
of those specialty tours," she suggested, lifting her head  
from my chest and playfully sliding my tie back and forth  
between her fingers. 
 
"You can take a tour of me anytime you want, baby," I teased,  
lightly running my hand down her back and over her ass with  
just enough pressure to make her shiver. 
 
"Mulder..." she protested, her eyebrow raising as she took  
a step back from our embrace.  "You know we have to be  
careful here." 
 
"I know, but you and I both know that hardly anyone comes  
down here other than Skinner, and he usually calls first  
before he does.  Besides, he already knows about us." 
 
She smiled.  "*Everyone* knows about us, Mulder." 
 
"Well then, in that case, what are we waiting for?" I  
remarked, reaching over just far enough to lock the door. 
 
Then I scooped her back into my arms and gave her a kiss  
that definitely wasn't careful. 
 



 
~~~~ 
 
Phase 2: The Couple Concept 
 
 
"Mulder, I thought I asked you to leave the toilet  
seat down when you stay over here." 
 
So what's the big deal? I've been leaving it up all  
my life. 
 
"Could you actually try to throw your clothes *in*  
the hamper once in a while?" 
 
Hey, so a few of my t-shirts and socks actually end  
up on the floor. They'll get picked up. 
 
Eventually. 
 
"And I'd appreciate it if you wouldn't leave your  
razor on the edge of the sink." 
 
Well, maybe if you'd move some of *your* stuff off  
of the counter, I'd have room to put my razor there  
instead. 
 
"You know, you really should wait until the  
dishwasher is full before you start it, Mulder.   
You waste too much water otherwise." 
 
So the dishwasher runs through a cycle with only  
two plates, a couple cups, and some silverware. Is  
that a crime? 
 
Apparently it is as far as Scully is concerned. 
 
And apparently, there are numerous other things  
that both of us don't do to each other's liking. 
 
Suffice to say, I'm starting to wonder if this  



whole "couple" concept isn't overrated. 
 
I guess I really shouldn't be surprised though. 
 
Between all the time we're spending time together  
on the job and all the time we're spending together  
after hours, it's no wonder we're starting to get  
on each other's nerves. 
 
Still, there's nothing better than falling asleep 
beside her every night. 
 
And it's great having her cook dinner for me at  
least three times a week, even if she does overcook  
it on occasion. 
 
And the regular sex...well, that goes without saying. 
 
I guess what it boils down to is that even though  
we've known one another for over seven years now,  
we both still have a lot to learn about each other. 
 
"Good morning, Mulder," she says, interrupting my  
thoughts as she walks into the bathroom, her hair  
disheveled, her robe hanging halfway open. 
 
"Mornin', Scully," I say, reaching for a towel and  
drying off my freshly shaven face. 
 
Her arms slide around my waist, her cheek rests  
against my bare chest, and as I look at us standing 
here together in the mirror, all the frustration I  
was feeling earlier no longer seems that important. 
 
Maybe this couple thing isn't such a bad thing after  
all. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
Phase 3: The Classics King 



 
Saturday night 
Mulder's apartment 
 
 
"So, what do you want to do tonight?" she asks,  
peering over the magazine in her hand. 
 
"I thought maybe we could watch some movies, pig out  
on some popcorn," I reply, popping a sunflower seed  
into my mouth as I sit down beside her on the couch. 
 
"What kind of movie?" she asks, setting her magazine  
on the end table and resting her hand on my thigh. 
 
I like how easily she touches me now. 
 
I reciprocate by touching her back, putting my arm  
around her shoulder. 
 
"Oh, I don't know, maybe one of the classics," I  
answer, hoisting my legs up onto the coffee table. 
 
"I didn't know you owned any *classic* movies,  
Mulder," she teases. 
 
"Are you kidding? I'm the 'classics king' when it  
comes to movies, Scully," I say, absentmindedly  
sliding my fingers through the strands of her hair. 
 
"I've seen some of your so-called classics, Mulder,  
and they're not exactly on the movie critics' top  
ten lists," she remarks, casually running her index  
finger back and forth along the outside seam on my  
jeans. 
 
"Scully, I'll have you know that I have copies of  
some of the most important movies of our generation." 
 
"Do you have 'The Wizard of Oz'?" 
 



"Everyone has that movie." 
 
"Well then, how about 'The Exorcist'?" 
 
"It's your favorite, Scully. Of course, I have it." 
 
That answer earns a smile...and a kiss, a big one. 
 
"Alright, what about 'Rocky'?" 
 
"Have it...and all the other 'Rocky' movies too." 
 
"Even 'Rocky 5'?" 
 
"Of course, I do. You can't have one and not have  
the whole collection." 
 
My hand finds its way underneath the collar of her  
blouse, my finger lightly making circles over the  
back of her neck. 
 
She gasps, shifts her body closer to mine. 
 
"'E.T.'?" 
 
"I can't believe you're even asking me that." 
 
"Sorry. 'Forrest Gump'?" 
 
"Gotta love Tom Hanks in that one," I reply, moving 
my hand around to her shoulder. I start to massage 
it. 
 
"Me too. Okay, what about 'Platoon' then?" 
 
"I'm not usually one for war movies, but that was a  
pretty good one so yeah, I have it." 
  
"Now I know you don't have this one," she says, her 
eyes sparkling as she traces a path along my jaw  
line. "'From Here to Eternity.'" 



 
I smile and give her shoulder another squeeze. 
 
"Well, you're wrong, Scully, I do have it," I say  
proudly. "And that scene on the beach...very hot." 
 
"Yes, it was," she comments as she slowly rubs her  
palm over my chest. 
 
Actually, I'm feeling kind of hot myself right now,  
and judging from the light shade of pink on her cheeks,  
she is too. 
 
"So Scully, wanna know what other classics I have  
hidden away in my closet?" I ask, nibbling on her  
earlobe, then leaving a trail of kisses along her  
collarbone. 
 
She tilts her head to give me better access, then  
runs her fingers over my jeans again, but this time  
it's not on the outer seam. 
 
It's the inner one. 
 
And it's up and down. 
 
Oh yeah.   
 
"What'd you say?" she asks breathlessly as she unsnaps  
my jeans, slides her hand down. 
 
What *did* I say? 
 
My mind's a little preoccupied at the moment. 
 
And so is my hand.  
 
"Um, Scully," I mumble, popping open the top buttons  
on her blouse as my mouth makes its way into the  
hollow of her neck. 
 



"Hmmm?" she replies, pulling my head down towards her  
breast. 
 
"Let's forget about the movie tonight," I whisper,  
slipping my thumb underneath the lacy edge of her bra,  
then kissing her there. 
 
Letting out a contented sigh, she replies, "What movie?" 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
Phase 4: Morning Man 
 
 
It used to be that I couldn't wait to get up each  
day, go into work, spend every moment doing my job,  
then come home and spend even more time doing my  
job. 
 
And it used to be that I enjoyed the wake-up rush  
that hit me as soon as my eyes opened. 
 
But not anymore. 
 
Why? 
 
One word. 
 
Spooning. 
 
Yeah, that's right. I'm a spooner and proud of it. 
 
Now that Scully and I are officially a couple, we  
stay over at each other's apartments most nights,  
which means we also wake up together most mornings. 
 
And when we do, we spoon. 
 
Whichever one of us wakes up first spoons up against  



the other until they wake up too, and then we talk  
and cuddle until we absolutely have to get ready for  
work. 
 
And yes, you heard that right.   
 
I did use the word cuddle. 
 
Now, grant it, some mornings we don't have a choice  
about getting up early because we have to catch a  
flight or make an early morning meeting, but unless  
it's an absolute necessity, we take our time now. 
 
We spoon, we kiss, sometimes make love.  We eat  
breakfast in bed, watch Good Morning America, read  
the newspaper. 
 
We talk. 
 
And next to spooning, that's probably my favorite  
part of the morning now. 
 
If you ask most guys what they enjoy doing with 
their wives and girlfriends, ten to one they aren't  
going to say talking. 
 
But not me. 
 
Sharing my thoughts with Scully about anything and  
everything while we're lying so close to each other  
is even better than I imagined. 
 
And it's certainly better than rushing off to the  
office first thing in the morning. 
 
Yeah, that's right. 
 
I, Fox Mulder, the once-obsessed-with-work-guy, am  
now the obsessed-with-making-this-relationship-work 
guy. 
 



And damn proud of it. 
 
Sure, I still have my moments of obsession when it 
comes to my job and certain cases, but I'm changing,  
and I'm learning to appreciate the simple things. 
 
Why? 
 
One word. 
 
Love. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
Phase 5: Slow Motion 
 
 
I can't believe it's been a month already. 
 
Where did the time go? 
 
Not that I'm complaining, it's just that lately 
everything we do seems so hectic and rushed.  
 
When Scully and I finally decided that we'd had  
enough of being alone, I knew that things would  
change for us, but I never expected our lives to  
suddenly go into warp speed. 
 
When we're not out of town working on a case, we're  
working late at the office trying to dig ourselves  
out from underneath all our paperwork. 
 
And when we're not doing the work thing, we're doing  
the horizontal thing. 
 
Again, not that I'm complaining, but every once in  
a while, I'd just like to slow things down a bit, go  
out on a date at a fancy restaurant, have a picnic,  



maybe take a walk along the ocean and hold hands. 
 
You know, do some of the things that other couples 
do when they're just starting out together. 
 
Not that we're even remotely close to other couples  
in terms of our relationship, but still, I can't  
help wondering what it would be like to try. 
 
"Hey Scully, let's go out tonight," I suddenly blurt  
out, my voice sounding louder in the silence than  
I intended it to be. 
 
"What? Did you say something, Mulder?" she asks, half  
of her hearing me, the other half still focused on  
the report she's working on. 
 
"Let's go somewhere tonight, just you and me," I  
suggest as I get up from my chair and walk over to  
the table she's working at. I sit down on the edge  
of it. 
 
She finally looks up at me then, her face drawn, her  
eyes bleary from all the reading she's been doing  
this afternoon. 
 
"As tempting as it sounds, Mulder, we really can't.   
We've got too much work to do," she says, her hand  
giving my thigh a quick pat, then going back to  
holding the report she's been working on. 
 
"I know, but I was kind of hoping that maybe we  
could knock off early tonight, go get some dinner  
at that new Italian restaurant over on Jackson  
Blvd." 
 
Still sitting with one hip on the edge of the table,  
I bend down closer to her face, cup my hand around  
her cheek.  "What do you say, Scully?" I whisper, 
caressing her cheek with my thumb. 
 



"Are you asking me out on a date, Mulder?" she asks,  
her full attention on me now.  
 
"That depends." 
 
"On what?" 
 
"On whether or not you'll say yes," I reply with a  
smile. 
 
"Yes," she says simply, her eyes intently focused 
on mine. 
 
"Okay then, it's settled.  We leave the office at 
5:00. I pick you up around 6:30, and then viola,  
dinner for two at Caprisio's at 7:00," I say,  
pleased with myself for coming up with the idea  
in the first place.  
 
And even more pleased with the fact that she said  
yes. 
 
I start to stand up then so I can go back over to  
my desk, but before I can, she grabs my wrist and 
stops me. 
 
"Thank you," she says, putting her hand behind my  
neck and pulling me down for a kiss, and not just  
one of those forehead or on-the-cheek kisses. 
 
No, this one is one of those not-suitable-for-the- 
office-but-I'm-going-to-do-it-anyway kisses. 
 
"What was that for?" I ask breathlessly when we  
finally come up for air nearly a minute later. 
 
Her cheeks tinged with pink, her lipstick slightly 
smeared, she replies, "For making me slow down." 
 
"Any time," I say, chuckling to myself at the  
irony of her words. 



 
"What? What's so funny?" she asks, her blue eyes  
sparkling as they catch the sunlight coming in  
through the window. 
 
"Me, slowing down. I bet you never thought you'd  
see me wanting to do that," I reply. 
 
"There are a lot of things I never thought you'd 
want, Mulder," she said, taking hold of my hand. 
"And a lot of things I never thought I'd have," 
she added softly. 
 
"And you have them now?" I ask, already knowing 
her answer, but wanting to hear it anyway. 
 
"Yes," she says, gently squeezing my fingers. 
 
Bringing our joined hands up to my lips, I kiss 
her knuckles and smile. "Me too." 
 
 
 
 
Thanks for reading. 
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