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A Happier Place 
by Susan 
~~~~ 
 
It took him a moment to realize where he was, blinking his eyes several  
times and licking the dryness from his lips. 
 
A hint of butter still lingered there, and it was then that he noticed a lone  
piece of popcorn wedged in the crease of his t-shirt. 
 
And it was then too, that he looked over and saw her slouched on the  
couch beside him, her head pressed against his arm, her feet tucked  
beneath her. 
 
Picking up the popcorn from the fold in his shirt, he popped it into his  
mouth and swallowed it. It was dry. No salt. No butter. Obviously, a  
piece from Scully's bowl, not his. 
 
He smiled. 
 
~~~~ 
 
He'd invited her over to watch Caddyshack with him, although he barely  
remembers half of it. 
 



Once he put his arm around her and started massaging her shoulder  
and once she began to slide her hand back and forth along the top of  
his thigh, the images on the screen weren't really that important to him  
anymore.  
 
"Mmm...that feels good," she'd purred as she kicked off her shoes and  
nestled her head even deeper into the crook of his arm. 
 
"So does that," he'd replied, looking down at her delicate fingers as she  
continued to stroke his thigh. 
 
He'd let his head drop against the back of the couch then, closing his  
eyes and concentrating on the softness of her fingertips, on the warmth  
of her body pressed against his. 
 
The last thing he'd remembered was several claps of thunder and Bill  
Murray saying, "I don't think the heavy stuff's going to come down for  
a while." 
 
~~~~ 
 
She'd fallen asleep on him before. In the car, at the hospital, right in   
the middle of a serious conversation they had just a few weeks ago. 
 
And every time it amazed him. 
 
Not just because he enjoyed watching her sleep, but because she  
trusted him enough to let herself be vulnerable with him. 
 
No one else ever trusted him in that way. 
 
No one. 
 
~~~~ 
 
According to the clock on his wall, it was just past midnight, and though  
he wanted nothing more than to stay here on the couch with her the rest  
of the night, he was now feeling the urge to go to the bathroom.  
 
Glancing down at the four empty beer bottles they'd left on the coffee  



table, he tried not to think about the pressure he felt on his bladder as  
he slowly tried to slide himself off the couch without waking her. 
 
"Mulder," she mumbled, her eyes still closed, her voice groggy with  
sleep. 
 
"It's okay, Scully," he whispered, lowering her feet onto the couch and  
standing up. "Go back to sleep." 
 
He stepped out from behind the coffee table, started to take a step,  
but she was awake now, sitting up and rubbing the sleep from her  
eyes. 
 
"What time is it?" 
 
"A little after midnight," he replied. "I'm sorry I woke you," he added,  
moving the empty beer bottles and popcorn bowls over, then sitting  
down on the coffee table. 
 
"I guess I fell asleep during the movie," she said, glancing over at the  
television. She brushed her hands over her hair and tucked some of  
it behind her ears. "Sorry, Mulder." 
 
He leaned forward, rested his hand on her leg. "It's all right. It's not like  
we can't watch it again some other time." 
 
She smiled. "You fell asleep too, didn't you?" 
 
"Okay, you got me." He stood up again and picked up the dishes and  
bottles. "Next time remind me to only drink one bottle of beer." 
 
She smiled again. "Actually, it was probably all the *buttered* popcorn  
you ate." 
 
"Maybe, but that doesn't explain why *you* fell asleep, Scully," he  
teased. He picked up her empty popcorn bowl. "Remember...popcorn,  
no salt, *no* butter." 
 
"It must've been the beer then," she decided, stretching out her legs,  
then standing up beside him. "Or maybe it's because you make such  



a great pillow." 
 
"Need some help?" 
 
"Sure," he replied, handing her the dishes. 
 
They walked out to the kitchen then, put the bottles on the counter, the  
bowls in the sink. She started to turn the faucet on, but he quickly  
stopped her. "Don't worry about it. "I'll take care of them in the morning." 
 
"If you're sure." 
 
"I'm sure. Besides, it's late and you probably want to get home." 
 
She slid her arms around his waist and looked up at him, her eyes  
softening. "Who says I want to go home?" 
 
~~~~ 
 
They'd done this before, and yet it still felt new and awkward. 
 
And incredible. 
 
He'd go over to her place or she'd come over to his. They'd sit on the  
couch and watch a movie or talk about work, maybe eat a little, maybe  
not.  
 
Her fingers would slip beneath his shirt and gently begin to trace a  
path just above the waistband of his jeans. 
  
His hand would wander over the buttons of her blouse, then casually  
undo two or three of them as they'd debate the inaccuracies in  
whatever movie they were watching.  
 
They'd be in the middle of a discussion about their latest case, and  
before she knew it, her hand would be on his thigh or his would be  
on her shoulder, kneading the muscle by her neck. 
  
Sometimes it would go further then and they'd eventually end up in the  
bedroom, discarding their clothes in a frenzy along the way. 



 
Other times it was just about the touching, the exploring, and the joy  
of simply being together in that way after so many years. 
 
And then there were the times like tonight when they'd fall asleep  
together, exhausted from a hard day's work and not afraid to let their  
guard down with each other. 
 
But now as he stood here in the kitchen with her arms wrapped around  
his waist, her head pressed against his chest, he knew that tonight 
would be another time in their relationship, another new discovery of  
each other. 
 
And he wanted to savor every moment of it. 
 
~~~~ 
 
"Are you sure you want to stay?" he asked, running his palm over her  
hair. "We've got an early meeting with Skinner tomorrow." 
 
"Of course, I want to stay. How else am I going to find out how  
Caddyshack ends?" she remarked, playfully tugging on his belt buckle.  
"I'm guessing I fell asleep before all the really good stuff happened." 
 
"Actually, I'm kind of in the mood for some other good stuff right now,"  
he said, letting his fingers trickle down along her collarbone, brush  
across her breast. "I suppose we could watch more of the movie  
though if that's really what you want to do."  
 
He kissed her forehead, her nose, her lips. "Or we could do this..." he  
added, his mouth continuing its journey as he tugged on her earlobe,  
nibbled on her neck. "Whatever you want, Scully. Your wish is my  
command." 
 
She tilted her head to the side to give him easier access and let out a  
contented sigh. "I thought you had enough of dealing with wishes  
today," she replied, lifting just enough of the back of his t-shirt to slide 
her fingers underneath it. 
 
"That was earlier. This is now," he said, nuzzling her neck one last time  



before stepping back from her. "And unlike then, I know exactly what I  
can do to make the world a happier place," he added as he turned off  
the kitchen light and started to head back to the living room. "For both  
of us."  
 
"Oh really?" And what's that?" she playfully asked, though he could  
tell by her expression that she already knew what his answer would  
be. 
 
He looked towards the bedroom and grinned, then held out his hand. 
 
Placing her hand in his, she smiled back, and followed him. 
 
 
~end~ 
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