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~~~~ 
 
"How's my favorite partner doing?" asked Mulder, 
slowly walking over to her bedside. 
 
"I'm your only partner," she replied in a raspy  
voice. 
 
"Yes, you are," he said quietly as he leaned over 
and kissed her on the cheek. "How are you feeling?" 
 
"I think I feel better than you look." She patted  
the sheets on her bed. "Sit down, Mulder." 
 
"You don't have to ask me twice," he stated, letting  
out a big groan as he sat down facing her. 
 
"You okay?" she immediately asked. 



 
He tilted his head from one side to the other, then  
gingerly rubbed his left arm and shoulder.  "The  
doctor said I'll be fine." 
 
She pushed the collar of his hospital gown to the  
side and lightly pressed on his shoulder. "I don't  
care what the doctor said.  I want to know what  
*you* think.  Are you really all right?" 
 
"It's nothing some aspirin and a good night's sleep  
can't fix." 
 
"You need to take care of yourself, Mulder," she  
said, taking his hand in hers.  "Your fingers are  
cold." 
 
"I can't seem to get warm," he said, shivering. "And  
being stuck wearing this flimsy hospital gown isn't  
exactly helping much."  
 
"There's an extra blanket over on the chair if you  
want to use it...or you could share mine if you want,"  
she suggested, lifting up the corner of her bedding. 
 
"Scully, are you coming onto me?" he teased as he  
gently draped part of the loose sheet over his  
exhausted legs. 
 
"Leave it to you to be thinking about sex when we're  
both too exhausted to do anything about it, Mulder,"  
she remarked, raising her eyebrow. 
 
His eyes widened. 



 
"You mean you've thought of it before...you've thought 
about us...in that way?" he asked, suddenly feeling  
a lot warmer than he was just a few moments ago. 
 
"I've thought about a lot of things since I've been  
here." 
 
"Like what?" 
 
"I've been thinking about what almost happened back  
home between us...you know...in your hallway," she  
said shyly. 
 
"Me too." 
 
"And I'm sorry about what I did. I shouldn't have  
told you I was quitting and then walked away from  
you like that. It wasn't fair." 
 
Placing his hand on top of hers, he said, "And I  
should've told you sooner how I felt about you,  
Scully. I guess I thought you already knew how much  
you meant to me professionally...and personally." 
 
He squeezed her fingers. "I guess I took it for  
granted that you'd always be there...and for that  
I'm sorry," he said softly. "When I think of you  
trapped in all that liquid, I just..." 
 
"But I'm okay now, Mulder," she interrupted. "You  
saved me, and for what it's worth, you didn't just  
save me from being buried underground." 
 



She lightly brushed her hand across the bullet wound  
on his forehead. "You saved me from making a terrible  
mistake, and that's what leaving you and the X-Files  
would've been...a terrible mistake." 
 
He closed his eyes a moment, savoring her words, then  
said, "I meant what I said, you know...out in the  
hallway before all this happened. I really wanted to  
kiss you then, Scully...just like I want to now." 
 
He tenderly touched her frostbitten cheek. 
 
She let out a sigh. 
 
He leaned in closer to her face. 
 
She closed her eyes. 
 
And then he did kiss her, not on the lips like he  
wanted to, but in the space above her eyebrow where  
her skin wasn't damaged from the cold. 
 
"I'll have another kiss for you when we get back  
home," he promised. "A better one..." 
 
Before she had a chance to say anything in return,  
he lifted the sheet off of his legs and stood up  
beside the bed. "It's late. I should get back to  
my room before the nurse comes looking for me." 
 
Grabbing hold of his hand before he could walk away,  
she looked up at him and said, "I'm going to hold  
you to that promise, Mulder." 
 



He smiled. "I'll see you in the morning...and Scully?" 
 
"Yes, what is it?" 
 
He squeezed her hand one last time, then replied,  
"For what it's worth, I don't feel cold anymore."  
 
She smiled back.  "Neither do I." 
 
 
~end~ 
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