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On with the show…..

Dana walked into the squad room clad in a tea-length black skirt with a long slit up the back, a white tailored blouse and a matching black blazer.  Olivia was already seated at her desk in a pair of gray slacks and an azure button down blouse.  She looked up just in time to see an exhausted Dana enter the room.  “Don’t you look snazzy?”


Dana looked at her watch.  “I’ve got to be in court in half an hour.”


“You’re going?”  Elliot asked.


“Do I have a choice?”  She smiled weakly.


“She served you?”  Olivia asked, hoping Alex would have mentioned it.


“No.”  Dana stifled a yawn and looked around.  “Where are the two clowns?”


“Out with the flu.”  Elliot rubbed his forehead mindlessly.


“Both of them?”  Dana questioned.


“Yep.”  Olivia nodded.  “Speaking of flu, you don’t look so hot yourself.”


“Just tired.”  Dana held up the case reports she spent the entire night reviewing.  She turned to look directly at Elliot.  “You feeling alright Elliot?”


“Fine.”  He brushed her concern off.


“I thought he looked a little pale today, but he assures me it’s my imagination.”  Olivia watched as Dana frowned and reached over touching his forehead with the back of her hand.


“Elliot, you’re burning up.”


“I’m fine.”  

“You need to go home.”  Dana looked from him to Olivia.

“I don’t have the flu.  I’m fine.”  He answered, noticing Olivia nodding to someone behind him.

“Elliot,” Cragen announced his presence in the bullpen.  “Go home, you don’t need to spread the wealth.”

“Cap, I’m fine.  You can’t afford to send me home.”

“I’ll put Olivia and Dana together.  They can handle the most pressing cases, and when the rest of the squad is feeling better we’ll play catch up.”

Dana looked at her watch.  “I’d better get going, or I’m going to be late.”

As she walked out, Cragen looked at Olivia who answered his inquiring look.  “Court.”

“Why the change of heart?”

“If I had to guess.  I’d say it’s because above all else, she’s a professional.”  Olivia shrugged and looked at Elliot.  “Get out of here germ boy.”

Abbie turned around when she heard the click of heels entering the courtroom.   Alex was standing beside her, searching her briefcase for the autopsy files.  “I know I put the copies in here.”

“Are you sure you made copies before you dumped them on Agent Scully’s desk?”  Abbie watched the redhead walking up the center isle.

“I’m sure I copied it.”  Alex wrinkled her brow.

“Ahem.”  Dana cleared her throat.  

Alex turned around.  “Agent Scully?”

“Were you expecting Santa Clause?”  She held up the autopsy reports.

“Actually, I’d be less surprised to see him here.”  Alex took the files.  “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet counselor.”

“Oh, think you could add anymore ice to that?”  Alex felt Abbie’s hand on her forearm, and took a deep breath.

“You’re going to testify?”  Abbie dropped her hand to her side, as Dana nodded.

Alex turned back to the prosecution table to review her opening statement.  When she called Agent Scully to the stand, she asked all the right questions and was even more surprised to see she had been doing her homework.  The defense attorney declined to question her and she headed back to the precinct.



Olivia looked up from her desk when she saw the shock of red hair enter the room.  “How’d it go?”

Dana shrugged looking down at the scribbled note in Olivia’s hand.  “What’ve you got?”

“Dead male missing his reproductive organs.”

“Another one?”  Dana sighed, as Olivia nodded.  “Guess I was wrong on the disgruntled boyfriend.”

“You weren’t the only one.  Huang agreed with your line of thought.  I’ll drive you look exhausted.”

“No rest for the weary.” She forced a smile.  Pulling her coat shut as she followed Olivia out to pick up a precinct sedan.

Olivia was back behind her desk at four-thirty when Alex and Abbie walked in.  “Where is everyone?”

Olivia looked up and glanced at the three empty desks.  “Flu.  I guess the boys didn’t get their shots.  Trial over?”

“Just let out.”  Abbie nodded.

“Where’s Scully?”  Alex looked toward the darkened office.

“Morgue.  How’d the trial go?”

“That’s what I needed to talk to Agent Scully about.”  Alex smiled briefly.

“You can’t tell me?”  Olivia frowned and buried herself back in her paper work.

“Have her give me a call, I owe her an apology.”

“That’s an understatement.”  Olivia mumbled.  “Did you at least get your other problems figured out?”

Alex gave a playful shrug, as Abbie replied.  “We owe you one.”

Olivia smiled.  “Glad I could help.”

“When are you two off again?”  Alex ran her index finger along the edge of Elliot’s desk.

“Depends on how long the rest of the crew stays sick.  Right now Dana, Cragen and I are it.”

“We’ve got another body Olivia.”  Cragen was pulling on his coat.  “Dana’s gonna meet us at the scene.”

“We just got back.”  Olivia sighed.

“Yeah, Agent Scully said I caught her just before she started slicing and dicing.”  Cragen held up the keys.

“Have fun.”  Alex called after them, feeling sorry for the threesome, she commented on how tired Agent Scully had looked that morning.

“Yeah, but she pulled it together before she got on the stand.”  Abbie observed.  “So are you ready to go celebrate?”

“Depends on what you have in mind Counselor.”

“I know someone who needs to be cross examined.” Abbie smiled seductively.

Alex frowned as her cell phone chirped.  “Cabot – Sure, I’ll be right over.”

“Arthur?”

“Yeah, wants to see me in his office.”

“Just you?”

“Yes, and I have a feeling I know what it’s about?”  When Abbie gave her a perplexed look, she continued.  “I’m sure someone went to him about my treatment of Agent Scully.”

“She wouldn’t have.”  Abbie reassured her.  “Look, why don’t you meet with him, go home and change into something comfortable and we’ll eat at my place around seven.”

“Sounds great.”  Alex tried to hide her dread.

“It’ll be fine.  Good luck.”

At six-fifteen Abbie’s doorbell sounded.  She flipped her dark hair over her shoulder before opening the door to reveal a smiling Alex.  She was wearing faded blue jeans that barely hugged her hips and a tight black cotton shirt.  In her hand she held a six-pack of Corona.  “I wasn’t sure what we were having for dinner.”

“Come on in, sexy.”  Abbie took the six-pack from her.  “We’re having lasagna, and you won’t be needing this to have a good time tonight.”

Alex closed the door and pushed the slide lock into place.  “You were right, Dana didn’t go to Arthur.  He just wanted to congratulate me on pulling that case out of the hopper.”

“That’s great.”  Abbie strolled back into the kitchen and put the Corona in the fridge.  “Dinner will be ready in about thirty minutes.”

“Smells wonderful.”

Abbie jumped, she hadn’t realized Alex had followed her into the kitchen.  “Let’s go sit in the living room.”

Alex let Abbie lead her back, and joined her on the couch.  Soft jazz tones filtered out of the speakers.  “What’s wrong?”

Alex looked at Abbie for a long minute before clearing her throat.  “I just feel really bad for what I did to Dana.”

“Alexandra Cabot the great, actually feels sorry for something job-related?”  Abbie teased as she pushed a lock of Alex’s golden hair behind her ear.

“I really do.” Alex turned her head toward the soft touch of Abbie’s hand, her senses immediately heightened.  “I couldn’t have won that case without her testimony.”

“And she didn’t even make you kiss her ass, to come through for you.”

“You’d like to see that wouldn’t you?”  Alex smirked.

“Metaphorically yes, but literally my ass is the only one I want you kissing.”  Abbie’s eyes wandered over the arc of Alex’s breasts.

“That can be arranged.”  Alex sighed, completely aware of Abbie’s eyes traveling over her body.  She closed her eyes and rested her head on the back of the couch.  She wasn’t sure how much time had passed when she felt a hand on her knee.

“Alex, time to eat.”  Abbie took her hand and led her to the small intimate dining room where the plates were already fixed.


When they finished Alex picked up the plates, and Abbie shook her head.  “I’ll get those, later.  There’s something else I need you to do.”


“Hmm?”  Alex raised an eyebrow.


“Give me two minutes.”  Abbie disappeared to the bedroom and returned a few minutes later grinning.  “I need you to go in the bedroom, and slip into nothing but the sheets.  I’ll be in shortly.”


“Um, ok?”  Alex disappeared down the hall finding the bedroom on the second try.  The first door led to Abbie’s office, which was still in boxes.  In the bedroom there were at least fifty candles lit and placed along the walls.  On the bed a clean set of red satin sheets.  Alex folded her clothes setting them on Abbie’s dresser before sliding between the slick sheets.  


“I always wondered what a blue-eyed, naked blonde would look like in my bed.”  Abbie smiled in the doorway.  “And I have to say you look better than I ever dreamt.”


Alex blushed, suddenly feeling self-conscious as Abbie stripped down in front of her.  Sure she had all the confidence in the world when she was in her element, the courtroom or anything remotely linked to justice.  Lying there naked, with out a suit insight, she suddenly longed to be somewhere else.


“What’s wrong?”  Abbie slid in beside her.  She knew the look. 


“Nothing.”


“You don’t believe you’re beautiful?”  Abbie questioned, running her hand along Alex’s jaw line.


“I guess I’m ok.”  Alex shrugged.


“No, you are more than just ok.  You are a total hottie.  I ask myself how I ever got so lucky to find you.”  Abbie leaned over and kissed her before she could argue.  “Now Counselor, I’m going to show you exactly what I came back to New York for.  And it’s definitely not the Yankees”


Alex gasped, as Abbie whispered;  “I don’t want you to do anything but enjoy.”  

Ten-thirty Dana returned to the morgue with Olivia in tow.  “I’m going to go change into scrubs.”

“Did you even sleep last night?”  Olivia blocked the exit.

“Who had time to sleep?”  She laughed nervously.  “I had a case to prepare for.”

“Go home and get some sleep.  The bodies can wait.”

“No they can’t.” Dana glanced at the slab.

“They’re dead, they aren’t going anywhere.”  Olivia crossed her arms over her chest in a defensive manner.  “You haven’t eaten today.”  

“How would you know?”

“Because aside from your time in court and the few minutes you spent over here, you’ve been with me.”

“Olivia, I’ve got work to do.”

“And I said it can wait until tomorrow.  You’ve had two hours of sleep in the last…” Olivia looked at her watch and calculated the number in her head.  “Sixty-four hours.  If you can call napping in the crib sleep.”

“And what happens tomorrow when I get more DBs to slice and dice?  Or we’re too busy canvassing for suspects for me to do these autopsies?  Warner’s not here.”

“You need to eat at least.”

“After.”  Dana’s voice held more conviction than her body did.

“I’m staying.”  Olivia announced.

“You’re going home and going to bed.  One of us has to be able to drive tomorrow.  I’ve got my gun, I’ll be fine.”  Dana yawned.  “I’ll see you in the morning.”

Olivia gave up and went home.  Dana had a point; someone had to be able to drive.

The sun rose to find Dana still in the morgue, and when Cragen came in at six-thirty she was just finishing up the second body.  “How’s it going?”

“Same basic findings as the other bodies, except this last one had evidence of forced sodomy.”

“Great.”  Cragen watched her pull the tapes out of the recorder.  “Let me take those to transcription for you.”

“I type up my own reports, sir.”

“Not today you don’t.  You need some sleep.  Crash in the crib and Olivia or I will wake you if we need you.”

“All I need is a shower.”  She held on to the tapes.

“Don’t argue with me.”  He held out his hand, and she finally relinquished the recordings.

Dana grabbed a shower and showed up in the bullpen with wet hair and fresh clothes.  Olivia was pulling on her jacket.  “Where are we going?”

“Cragen and I are going to Mercy, college student claims she was raped.  You’re going to the crib.”

“Hey Cap, I’ve got this one.” Dana stuck her head in his office.  He waved her on while he finished his phone conversation.

The day didn’t get any better.  They left the hospital and went to canvas Hudson’s campus.  Out of the students they talked to no one claimed to have seen anything.  “She’s going to get with a sketch artist later this afternoon, let’s wait till we have more to go on.”

Dana nodded as her cell phone came to life.  She held it up and turned it so Olivia could read the incoming number.  “It’s Alex.”

“Can’t be that important then.”  She pocketed the phone.  When her phone quit ringing Olivia’s started.

“Benson.”  She listened for several minutes said goodbye and hung up.  “That’s the one six, they have a questionable erotic asphyxiation, versus suicide.  They want us to take a look at.”

“Great another body.”  Dana followed Olivia back to the car.

At five they met with Andrea, the rape victim from Hudson and their sketch artist, coming up with a half way decent sketch if they could just find the match.  Olivia order Chinese for the three of them and told Dana she would take Cragen to canvas the campus with the sketch.  Dana excused herself before the food arrived to return to the morgue.  “One asphyxiated dead woman coming up.”

Dana returned to a darkened squad room sometime after midnight.  Olivia was slumped over her desk sleeping.  Cragen was either in the crib, or had gone home.  Dana went in her office and closed the door.  She had gone down to transcription and found her tapes from the night before which hadn’t even been touched.  She decided if the job was going to get done.  She would have to do it.  She looked down at a note written in red.  The handwriting was too neat to belong to Huang, or Cragen.  She picked it up knowing Olivia would have just called down to the morgue to tell her anything.


Agent Scully,



We need to talk.




Cabot
Dana dropped the note back on the desk and dove into typing up her autopsy reports.  When she finished at five am, she ventured out into the bullpen to make copies.  Olivia stirred when she heard the machine whirling in the corner.

“Sorry didn’t mean to wake you.”  Dana watched her rub her neck.

“Did you finish?”

“Yeah.  It wasn’t suicide, and it wasn’t accidental.  Bruising around the carotid is too deep.  There was semen present in the vaginal cavity.  Thank goodness for stupid perps.”

“Yeah.   Until someone who lives through the assault gets pregnant.”

“I’m sorry Liv, I wasn’t thinking.”

“No need to apologize, I agree with you.  DNA make’s Cabot’s job easier.”

Dana nodded.

“Did you eat?”

“No.”  Dana looked at the left over Chinese scattered across Elliot’s desk.  “I’m going to get a shower.”

Olivia looked at her watch.  “You’re working on ninety hours.”

“I know.  I’ll hit the crib after I shower.”

Alex stopped by before heading to her office.  “Where’s Dana?”



“She just went up to the crib.”  Olivia threw a hand up to Cragen who was returning from there.

“Good, I need to talk to her.”  She turned on her heel.

“If she’s asleep let her be.” Olivia warned.  “She hasn’t slept all week.”

“Why?”

“Well reviewing the files for your case kick started it, and it’s been a zoo here with three detectives and Warner out.”

“Ok.”  Alex disappeared.  

Fifteen minutes later Dana sunk down in Elliot’s chair.  “Is the coast clear?”

“Alex?”

“Yeah.”  She nodded.

“You saw her?”

“I saw her coming, and pretended to be asleep.”  Dana stretched, wishing she could sleep.  But there was too much activity in the precinct despite the semi-quiet bullpen.  Olivia looked passed Dana and tried to suppress her grin.  “What?”

Before she could turn around she heard Alex’s voice call out.  “Agent Scully, I thought you were sleeping.”

“Too much excitement around here to sleep.”  Her stomach rumbled.

“Have you eaten recently?”  Alex jumped at the opportunity.

“No, and I’m really not hungry.”  Dana watched Olivia answer her phone.

“We need to talk.”  Alex stated.

“I need to do a lot of things Ms. Cabot, and talking isn’t high on my list of priorities.”  

Olivia hung up.  “That was the lab, they want to show you something.”

Dana stood up and grabbed her keys.  Olivia pulled them from between her fingers.  “You’ll be pulled over for suspected drunk driving.”

“You can’t avoid me forever Dana.”  Alex called after her.

“No but I sure as hell can try.”  Dana mumbled eliciting a giggle from Olivia.

That night Dana’s head found her own pillow.  She would have enjoyed a restful sleep, but instead she was plagued with nightmares.  In each one the cause of her fear was hidden just out of sight in the shadows.

The weekend wasn’t much better, neither was the following week.  Cases were piling up, and they were making very little headway.  They had plenty of evidence, and it wasn’t until Friday afternoon when Olivia reached over for a new pen and knocked all the files on the floor that Dana finally found the biggest clue of all.  Two of the DNA labs landed together in the clutter, and as she helped Olivia sort through the mess, she saw it.  The labs had two different case numbers.

“Hey Liv, do you have the DNA results from the Hudson U rape?”

“It’s actually right here in my hand.” Olivia handed it to her tired partner sitting among the scattered papers.

“You should have done this last week.”  Dana looked at the mess.

“Should’ve done what?”

“Thrown your papers all over the floor.”  Dana jumped up.  “I need all the DNA results from any open cases we have from the last two weeks.”

Olivia met her at the white board a few minutes later, happy to see some energy returning with the excitement Dana was emitting.  Considering the hellish almost two weeks they’d had, any energy and excitement was appreciated.  Dana tacked the results up side by side as Cragen approached.  “What have you got?”

“Take a look.”  She stood back admiring her work.  “What do you see?”



“They all match.”  Alex appeared seemingly out of nowhere. 

“Yes they all match.”  Dana spun around confused.  “I’m seriously thinking about taking a TRO out on you counselor.”

“This is my squad you know.”  Alex smiled.

“Doesn’t give you the… Oh screw it.”  Dana turned back to the white board.  “These results are the DNA reports on every case to come into the unit since Harold’s body was found the Monday before last.”

Huang stood there scratching his head.  “Are you sure?”

“Positive.”  

“How many bodies?”  Huang asked.

“Let’s see I’ve averaged about an autopsy per day, so…”

“Eleven, so far last Friday and today, we don’t have a body.  There were two last Tuesday.”  Olivia shook her head.  “Plus one live victim.”

“We’ve got a sketch.”  Dana posted a copy on the whiteboard.

“Now go out and pick me up a suspect.”  

“Do you want to do my job Counselor?”

“No, you’re doing a fine job Agent.”  The sarcasm Dana had expected to hear was missing.

Dana looked back at the board silently studying the sketch.  “I know this face.”

“Me too.”  Olivia put her hand on Dana’s shoulder.  “We’ve been staring at it for the past week.”

“No, I’ve seen this guy.”  She turned to face Cragen.  “I passed him this morning.”  Her voice grew in animation as she spoke.  “He was working the magazine stand in Central when I went for a run.”

“You and Olivia go pick him up.  Alex see if you can get a warrant for his DNA.”  Cragen turned hearing his phone ring.

“You’re going to have to get me a positive ID before I can get a warrant.”

“We can’t hold him all weekend Alex.”  Olivia interjected.

“Alex, see if you can get the judge to issue the warrant with the stipulation of a positive ID.  I’ll see if we can’t get a uniform to go pick up Andrea and bring her in to pick him out of a line up.”  Dana grabbed her coat and keys.  “We could also use a search warrant for his home.”

“I’ll get right on it.”  Alex nodded.  Maybe they could get along after all?

“Where’s the warrant?”  Dana asked when Alex joined them in for the line up.  She waved the warrant.  “All I need is a positive ID.”

Cragen pushed the talk button.  “Bring in the line up.”

“Take your time.”  Olivia put her hand on the girl’s shoulder.

“It’s number two.”

“You’re positive?”  Alex asked.

She nodded with tears running down her cheeks.  Olivia led her out of the room and into the break room

“Here’s your search warrant.”  Alex handed the paper to Dana.

“What about the DNA?”  

“It’s all covered.”

Dana walked into interrogation room two where they had moved the suspect after the line up.  “Do you know what this is Mr. Cradley?”

He scratched at his two-day stubble, as she slammed the warrant down on the table.  “I haven’t a clue.”  

“It’s a warrant for your DNA, we know you’ve been going around raping and killing men and women.  You’re sick!”  Dana watched him shrug his shoulders.  “It’s also a warrant to search your home, and there’s a team in your house as we speak tearing it to pieces.  You want to save us the trouble and tell us where you put your souvenirs?”

He stared at her for a long moment and a predatory smile appeared on his lips.  Dana’s stomach tightened.  

“What’s going on?”  Alex asked as she stood with Cragen and Huang on the other side of the two way.

“He’s playing her.  Trying to get a reaction.”  Huang threw out.

“No, I don’t like this.”  Cragen looked up as Olivia opened the door.

“Cap, you need to take a look at this.”  Olivia held up a thick three ring binder.

“What is it?”

“It was recovered from Cradley’s house.  Where’s Dana?”

“She’s questioning him.”  Cragen looked back through the glass.

Olivia was already in interrogation two.  “Agent Scully, I need you for a minute.”

Dana looked up at Olivia.  “Now?”

Olivia nodded, and Dana followed her into the observation area.  Cragen was already flipping through the binder with Alex and George on either side.  It was divided into victims, each section housing a wealth of candid photos of the victims.   Showcasing approximately one week of stalking. At the end of each division there was a picture of Agent Scully on the scene with the dead victim.  The last section in the binder wasn’t completed.  It showcased both Agent Scully and Detective Benson separately.  The last page had a picture Agent Scully out running with a red target drawn over her and the following day’s date on it.  Directly below it was a picture of Benson walking up to her apartment building.  The same date was written above her head, with RIP across her abdomen.

Dana walked out after seeing the pictures.  George came out after her.  “Agent Scully?”

She walked into her office and closed the door.  A few minutes later there was a knock, and when she didn’t answer the door opened a crack.  Olivia stuck her head in.  Dana had her glock and badge lying on the desk.  “You ok?”

Dana nodded.

“He picked us up because we were working his case, that’s all.”  Olivia pushed her body through the opening.

“It’s not the case.  It’s not him.”

“What then?”  Olivia asked.  “You’re not thinking about quitting are you?”

Dana looked at the glock and badge laying in front of her and chuckled.  “No Olivia, I’m stronger than that.  I’m just tired.  Haven’t been sleeping even when I don’t get called out all hours of the night.”

“Cragen says Warner, Munch, and Fin are all returning to work tomorrow.  Elliot will be back Monday at the latest.  So he says he doesn’t want to see our sorry faces back in here until Wednesday.”

“We’ve got a case to wrap up.”

“Let the boys handle it.”  Olivia smiled.  “We’ve done all the hard work.”

“Cradley just lawyered up.”  Alex pushed the door the rest of the way open.  When she saw Dana’s gear on the table she looked at her.  “Are you ok Agent Scully?”

Dana stared at her, tempted to pick up her gun and aim it at the ADA.  The safety was on, of course, and she couldn’t count on one hand the number of times she and Mulder had pointed their weapons at one another. Instead she continued to glare at the blonde, who shifted uncomfortably under her scrutiny.  Clearing her throat, Alex spoke again.  “Olivia, can you excuse us?”

“Yeah.”  She stood up and looked at Dana.  “I’m heading home, you should do the same.”  Dana nodded and she continued.  “Call me when you get in.”

Alex shut the door when Olivia exited.  “We need to talk.”

Dana pointed to the pile of notes from Alex, which had accumulated over the week.  “Harassment, Ms. Cabot.”

“No, if you’d give me the time of day I wouldn’t have to keep leaving you notes, and messages on your voice mail.  You can’t ignore me, we have to work together.”

“True, but I don’t have to like it.  And none of your messages mentioned a case.”

“Actually, they involved a case.” Alex pulled her dark framed glasses from her face, folding them in her hand.  She smiled.  “One that you helped me win.”

“I didn’t help you do anything, I did my job.”  Dana replied coolly.

“You went above and beyond the call of duty.”  Her smile faded, realizing Dana wasn’t going to easily forgive her.  “I understand you were up the entire night before the trial reviewing those reports.”

“And don’t for one minute fool yourself into thinking I did any of it for you.”  Dana stood up and grabbed her jacket.  “If that’s all I’ve got a bed calling my name.”

She didn’t give Alex enough time to respond before she was out the door.  Alex sat there in the vacated office for several minutes, before letting out a deep sigh.  


At eight o’clock Alex grew restless.  There was nothing more she could do on the Cradley case until Monday.  Abbie wasn’t answering her phone, so Alex decided she would call Olivia.  It seemed like ages since they had gone out for a drink, and for some reason tonight she was really missing her friend.  The phone rang four times before the answering machine picked up.  “You’ve reached Olivia.  You know the drill.  Beep.”


Alex hung up and rummaged through her attaché case in search of a tiny scrap of paper she’d written Scully’s address and number on.  Without a conscious thought the phone was already pressed to her ear and ringing.


“Hello?” Dana answered the phone half expecting it to be Olivia.

“Dana?”

“Yes?”  Was that Alex’s voice?  She was too tired to be a hundred percent sure.

“Is Olivia there?”

“No, she’s not.”  Dana concluded it had to be Alex, the voice didn’t hold the unique husky tone that Abbie’s did.  “How did you get my number?”

She honestly couldn’t remember how she’d gotten Dana’s number; only it wasn’t through any proper channels.  “I don’t know.  It’s not important.”

“It’s is important.  If I wanted you harassing me at home, I would have given you my number.”  Dana’s temper flared.

“Then I guess it’s not a good idea to ask you if you wanted to go out for a drink.”

“Oh, I see.  You call to see if Olivia’s here, and since she isn’t you just ‘guess I’ll have to do?’”

“I didn’t say that.”  Alex’s voice didn’t hold the fighting quality it had in previous conversations between the two women.  “I just thought we could go out, get a drink… talk.”

“No, Alex.  I told you at the office we have nothing to discuss.  So, unless you called for some other reason…”

“No, that was all.”  Alex hung up the phone, and an hour later found herself sitting alone in a bar across town.  She was damned if she was going to let the lack of a drinking buddy keep her cooped up at home when she felt like a total heel.

