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The Blue Series 

by Susan 

~~~~ 

 

 

blue 

 

 

When he felt every hair on the back of his neck  

rise in unison, he knew. 

 

He had to get to her. 

 

There had been other signs since he'd gotten  

home. The odd grinding sound his clock was  

making. The unusual taste of the toothpaste  

as he brushed his teeth. The same song on his  

radio that she'd heard earlier. 

 

But it was the prickly hairs around the base  

of his neck that prompted him to race down  

the stairs instead of using the elevator, then  

drive off into the night at breakneck speed. 



 

He'd had other premonitions about his partner  

recently. Other moments when his adrenaline  

went into overdrive because she was in danger. 

 

And thankfully, each of those times he had been  

able to save her. 

 

But would he be able to this time? 

 

~~~~ 

 

He pulled into the hospital parking lot at  

exactly 7:15 a.m., found a place to park, then  

shut off the engine. 

 

The cold rain was coming down hard now and  

though he usually kept an umbrella in his glove  

compartment, he suddenly remembered that he'd  

given it to Scully to use two days ago.  

 

Two days ago she'd gratefully taken it from him  

during an unexpected downpour and given him a  

warm smile he'd never seen before. 

 

Just two days ago... 

 

Getting out of the car, he slammed the door,  

pulled the collar of his jacket up around his  

neck, and walked towards the hospital. 



 

Slowly. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he got to her doorway, he didn't bother  

knocking or even trying the key. He kicked the  

door open, gun in hand, heart thrumming in  

triple time. 

 

His eyes darting around the room, he quickly  

surveyed the damage before him. 

 

Broken lamps, scattered magazines, loose chair  

cushions. Shattered glass everywhere and the  

faint scent of cinnamon candles. 

 

When Donnie Pfaster had held her hostage five  

years ago, he'd seen the same things, but he'd  

also seen Scully right in front of him, hands  

tied, a gag loosely hanging around her neck. 

 

This time he saw nothing. 

 

And he knew. 

 

This time he was too late. 

 

~~~~ 

 



The moment he walked through the main entrance,  

he was struck by just how many people he saw. 

 

Were there really that many patients here for  

them to visit? 

 

And of those patients, how many had been hurt  

in car accidents? How many of them had gone  

through surgery this morning? How many were  

dying of cancer or lung disease? 

 

There were probably hundreds of patients like  

that scattered throughout the five floors of  

the hospital. 

 

But how many of them had five of their fingers  

sliced off by Donnie Pfaster last night? 

 

Only one. 

  

~~~~ 

 

When he found her, she was lying on the floor  

next to the bathtub, burning candles surrounding  

her. 

 

And blood. 

 

Not on her neck or head where he expected to  

find it, but on her fingers. 



 

The same fingers that had so carefully dissected 

dozens of victims over the years. The same  

fingers that she'd used to tuck her hair behind  

her ear. The same fingers he'd held in his own  

hand. 

 

The same fingers that had softly trickled down  

the curve of his back just two nights ago. 

 

Her fingers, once smooth and strong and perfectly  

manicured, now desecrated beyond recognition. 

 

He wanted to shoot, kill, destroy. 

 

But he was too late. 

 

Too goddamn late. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He stepped into the elevator, pressed the button 

for the fourth floor, then leaned back against  

the wall. 

 

As the door shut, he closed his eyes and waited 

for the familiar sensation of being lifted off  

the ground. 

 

And then he felt it, his body going up, up, up,  



and he wished he could just keep going right up  

through the top of the building and into the sky. 

 

And he wished Scully was with him too, the two 

of them flying through the clouds in their own  

private elevator. 

 

But then he felt it stop, saw the door open, and 

the white clouds were gone, replaced by a hallway 

of white walls. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He didn't know where Donnie was or why he'd  

left without finishing the job. 

 

All he knew was that she was still alive. 

 

Her pulse was thready, her eyes dark and glassy, 

her wrists red with rope burns. 

 

But she was alive. She was alive... 

 

"Scully, talk to me, Scully," he pleaded as he 

pulled her limp body into his arms. "Please," 

he begged, lifting her face up closer to his, 

looking for a sign of recognition, a flicker of 

hope, anything... 

 

But there was nothing in her eyes for him to  



see. 

 

And nothing for him to hold onto. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Four years ago, he remembered walking down a  

long white hallway like this. 

 

He was called in to identify a body that had  

been found along the side of a highway, then  

brought in to the coroner's office. 

 

At the time, he thought he was going to have  

to see her body lying there, dead on the table. 

 

It took everything he had to make himself walk  

down that hallway. 

 

And though this time he knew she'd be alive  

when he got to her room, he felt the same way  

again. 

 

If only he could make himself breathe. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Grabbing a towel from the rack, he carefully  

wrapped it around both her hands, then reached  

inside his pocket and pulled out his phone. 



 

His hand shaking, his voice barely audible, he  

pressed the buttons, and called 911. 

 

And he waited. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he walked into her room, there was a nurse 

standing by her bed, writing on a chart, the same  

nurse who'd attended to her last night when she  

was first brought in. 

 

"Has there been any change?" he asked hopefully. 

 

"I'm sorry, Agent Mulder, there hasn't," she  

replied, setting the chart down on the night 

stand. "But she's comfortable," she added,  

gently touching his arm as she walked by. 

 

"Thank you," he whispered, grateful for her  

kindness. 

 

"I'll be back in a half hour to check on her  

again," she said, quietly leaving the room. 

 

And for the first time since he'd found her on  

the bathroom floor, they were alone. 

 

He'd been alone with her before in a hospital  



room, waiting for her to open her eyes and look 

over at him, but this time was different. 

 

This time her eyes were already open. 

 

But they weren't looking at him. 

 

They weren't looking at anything. 

 

~~~~ 

 

"She's an FBI agent...my partner," he said,  

trying to keep his composure, but failing  

miserably.  

 

The paramedics bent down beside him and lifted  

her from his arms, the woman keeping the towel  

wrapped around her hands, the man doing most of 

the lifting onto the stretcher. 

 

"Be careful with her," he whispered, his arms  

now empty, the bottom of his shirt bloody. 

 

"We'll get her to the hospital as fast as we  

can, sir," reassured the female paramedic as  

they raised the stretcher and quickly wheeled  

her out of room. 

 

He nodded his head, then made himself look  

around again. 



 

At the tray of shampoos and conditioners perched  

on the edge of the tub, at the dozens of candles  

still burning, their wax dripping onto the  

porcelain. 

 

At the knife on the floor. 

 

The same bloody knife Donnie Pfaster used to  

slice his partner's fingers off. 

 

Was she aware of what he was doing? Did she  

scream for help? Beg him to stop? 

 

Was she paralyzed with fear, or did she fight  

him with everything she had? 

 

He surveyed the room again, his eyes taking in  

the broken glass from the mirror, the scuff marks  

on the floor, the small tuft of hair on the rug. 

 

She's a fighter, his Scully. Always has been,  

always will be.  

 

But how will she ever have enough strength to  

fight her way back from this? 

 

~~~~ 

 

Whenever she'd been in the hospital before, he'd  



sit beside her bed. 

 

Sometimes he'd talk to her. Sometimes he'd simply  

watch her sleep. 

 

But there was one thing that he always did, one  

thing that always made him feel connected to her  

in a way that nothing else did. 

 

Holding her hand. 

 

He would place his hand over hers and lightly  

squeeze her fingers, then lean over her bed and  

tell her what a strong person she was and that  

she had to fight. 

 

But this time that connection was gone. 

 

This time her hands were taken away from her,  

half her fingers stolen by a sick bastard  

because he was too late. 

 

Too goddamn late. 

 

~~~~ 

 

The police arrived shortly after the paramedics 

left. He told them all he could, then left just 

five minutes later. 

 



He had to get out of her apartment, get away  

from the smell of burning candles and freshly  

spilled blood. 

 

And he had to get to her. 

 

He had to be there when she called his name,  

when she reached out for him. 

 

And he had to be there to see her looking up at  

him, not with eyes that were dark and glassy,  

but with the beautiful blue that he knew. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He opened the blinds on the window and looked  

outside at the icy rain bouncing off the glass. 

If the rain continued that way, driving home  

later on the slick roads could be dangerous. 

 

But he wasn't going to worry about it. 

 

He wasn't going anywhere today. 

 

Closing the blinds back up again, he walked  

over to her bed and leaned down, gently kissing  

her cheek. 

 

Then he sat down in the chair beside her,  

carefully placed his hand on her arm and looked  



into the same eyes he'd been looking into for  

the past seven years. 

 

Somewhere beneath the darkness were the bright 

blue eyes he knew, he was certain of it. 

 

And he'd wait for them as long as he had to. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

silver 

 

 

It was one of her kitchen knives. 

 

The one she used to cut cucumbers and tomatoes  

and all the other things she put on her salads. 

 

That was the knife Donnie Pfaster used to slice  

her fingers. 

 

She remembers trying to scream, but being gagged  

so she couldn't. 

 

She remembers seeing the reflection of the  

candles on the knife, the gold flames flickering  

on the silver surface. 

 



And she remembers the look in his eyes right  

before he made the first cut. 

 

He called her "girlie girl" again just as he'd  

done five years ago, and he told her that she  

wasn't going to get away this time. 

 

She thought that meant killing her. 

 

Instead he took away who she was. 

 

~~~ 

 

Mulder stood up from his chair, rolled his  

shoulders, stretched his stiff back. He'd been  

sitting by her bed for an hour watching her. 

 

Waiting. 

 

He thought he'd seen her eyelids flutter with  

recognition about fifteen minutes ago, and he'd 

excitedly called the nurse to tell her. 

 

But it was nothing. 

 

There was no change in her heartbeat, no change  

in her blood pressure, no change in the color  

of her eyes. 

 

Just the steady beeping of the monitor next to  



her bed. 

 

And the overwhelming need he had to rip it out  

of the wall and throw it across the room. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Once he cut through the first finger, she thought 

she was going to pass out from the pain, but she 

made herself stay awake. 

 

Her being unconscious would make things easier 

for him and give him even more pleasure. 

 

And she didn't want things to be easy for him. 

 

So she kicked at him and thrashed around and did  

everything she could to make things difficult. 

 

That made losing the second and third finger  

excruciating, and though she thought she could 

continue to withstand the pain, she finally lost  

the battle. 

 

The twisted smile on his face was the last thing  

she saw before everything went dark. 

 

~~~~ 

 

"Why don't you take a break, Agent Mulder?"  



suggested the nurse as she picked up the chart 

from the night stand and jotted something down. 

 

According to her badge, her name was Amy, and  

apparently she had replaced the other nurse  

that had been in and out of Scully's room the  

past few hours. 

 

"The other nurses tell me that you've been here  

for a while now." 

 

"I have." He looked over her shoulder at the  

chart in her hand. "How is she?" 

 

"Her vitals are strong, and that's a good sign." 

 

"But?" 

 

"But she's been through something very traumatic, 

and we're concerned about her," she replied,  

setting the chart back down on the night stand  

and checking her IV line. "I'm going to need to  

check a few more things so if you'll excuse me  

I think now would be a good time to take a break  

for a couple minutes." 

 

He didn't want to leave, not for a few minutes,  

not for a few seconds. 

 

What if during that time, she looked for him and  



he wasn't there? 

 

No, he wasn't going to leave, and no one could  

make him. 

 

"I'd rather stay," he said firmly. 

 

Amy looked at him, at the weariness on his face,  

at the guilt in his eyes, and started to lift  

the sheet off Scully's legs. "Okay, but could  

you stand over there please? I need some room." 

 

"Thank you," he said, rubbing his forehead, then  

walking over by the window. 

 

The rain had let up some from earlier, but  

looking down at the parking lot, he could see  

that it was covered with ice now, and he could  

see his own car, blanketed in white, frozen in  

place. 

 

And that was how he felt now too, blanketed in  

guilt, his life frozen in a time and place he  

didn't want to be.  

 

~~~~ 

 

When her eyes opened, Donnie Pfaster was gone,  

and she wasn't dead. 

 



But there was blood and there were candles and  

there was glass on the floor around her. 

 

And she couldn't move, couldn't lift her arms,  

couldn't feel her hands. 

 

Couldn't stop her body from shaking. 

 

She turned her head, looking for him, listening  

for the sound of his footsteps, the heaviness  

of his breathing, the running of cold water,  

but he was gone. 

 

Thank God, he was gone. 

 

Breathing a sigh of relief, she closed her eyes  

and let the tears flow. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He didn't feel like sitting anymore. 

 

The nurse had left a few minutes ago, and he'd  

been pacing back and forth in front of her bed, 

thinking about Donnie Pfaster. 

 

If he ever saw him again, he'd kill him. 

 

He didn't care what the consequences would be.  

If he saw him, he would take him down. 



 

And he would feel no remorse. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When she opened her eyes the second time, she  

didn't know where she was. 

 

But she knew that something wasn't right. 

 

Her hands felt strange and when she tried to  

wiggle her fingers, it felt like thousands of 

tiny needles were poking into her all at once,  

digging underneath her skin, scraping at her  

flesh. 

 

She tried to lift her hands, to see what was  

wrong, but she couldn't move them away from  

her sides. They were thick and heavy and warm  

and no matter what she did, she couldn't get  

them to move. 

 

What the hell had happened to her? 

 

Turning her head as far as she could manage,  

she looked to her left, then to her right, and  

that's when she saw the bloody knife. 

 

And that's when she knew. 

 



~~~~ 

 

He was exhausted. 

 

He hadn't slept all night, instead spending  

some of his time at the hospital with Scully,  

some of his time working with the police to  

find Pfaster. 

 

It was a waste of time. 

 

Not only had they not gotten any leads as to  

his whereabouts, but they had made even more  

of a mess out of Scully's apartment. 

 

Though he knew they had to check everywhere,  

he hated how they had rummaged through her  

private belongings, how they tossed her most  

treasured items aside as they tried to find  

anything that would help them find Pfaster. 

 

But even more than that, he hated the fact that  

the sick son of a bitch had come into her home  

and done the same thing. 

 

Yes, if he ever saw Donald Addie Pfaster again,  

he'd kill him. 

 

And no one could stop him. 

 



~~~~ 

 

She didn't know how long she'd been lying there  

or how long it had been since Donnie had left,  

but she knew one thing. 

 

She needed Mulder. 

 

Despite her need to be independent and strong,  

she needed him to come rescue her now, to burst  

into this room, scoop her up into his arms, and  

take her away from here, away from the pain. 

 

But most of all she needed to look into his eyes  

and hear him say that she was going to be okay. 

 

Her body uncontrollably shaking now, she squeezed  

her eyes shut and called out his name as loud as  

she could. 

 

She only hoped he could hear her. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Three hours had gone by when he let himself  

touch her again. 

 

He'd been watching her, waiting for her to see  

him, to say his name, to do anything, but she'd  

been motionless the entire time, her breathing  



still steady, her eyes still blank. 

 

And so he got closer. 

 

Leaning over her and tentatively placing his  

hand on the heavily bandaged fingers of her  

right hand, he knew he shouldn't be touching  

her there. 

 

But he had to. 

 

It was what they always did when one of them  

was hurt, and it was what he would do now. 

 

He only hoped she could feel him. 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

white 

 

 

It was exactly 2:22 when he got the call. 

 

An FBI agent from the Richmond field office told  

him that they'd found Donnie Pfaster's body dumped  

in a park approximately thirty minutes ago and  

that he was shot through the back of the head  

execution style. 

 



Letting the words sink into his brain, he thanked  

the agent and hung up the phone, then calmly  

walked into the bathroom, and threw up. 

 

It was over. 

 

Donnie Pfaster was dead. 

 

He only wished he had been the one to pull the  

trigger. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She remembers someone lifting her off the floor  

and wheeling her away. 

 

She remembers being put into the back of an  

ambulance and the smell of antiseptic. 

 

And she remembers the shrill sound of the siren  

pounding in her head as the paramedic touched  

her in places she didn't want to be touched. 

 

But where was Mulder? 

 

She thought she'd heard his voice before, even 

felt his arms around her, but if that was true, 

where was he now? 

 

And why couldn't she feel her hands? 



 

~~~~ 

 

Part of him couldn't wait to tell Scully that  

the bastard was finally dead and that he couldn't  

hurt her anymore. 

 

And then there was the other part. 

 

The part that knew no matter what he told her  

about Pfaster, it wouldn't change what had  

happened. 

 

She'd still be missing five of her fingers, and  

she'd still never get them back. 

 

When a person lost a finger or a toe on the job  

or in an accident, if it was recovered, there  

was always the possibility that it could be  

reattached. 

 

But her fingers were never found. 

 

Not at her apartment or outside the building.  

Not with Donnie's body or anywhere in the  

general area. 

 

They were just gone. 

 

Five steady fingers that had written about him  



in a journal. Five strong fingers that had 

pulled him away from danger. Five delicate  

fingers that had brushed across his cheek. 

 

Five warm fingers that had held his hand and  

comforted him in a way that nothing else could. 

 

All of them gone because he was too late. 

 

Pressing his back against the wall, he slowly  

slid down to the floor. 

 

And he wept. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She wasn't in the ambulance anymore. 

 

She was in a room with white walls and noisy  

machines and bright lights, and there was  

someone holding her hand. 

 

It wasn't Mulder. 

 

He was wearing a mask and he was touching her  

and doing something to her with gloves on. 

 

She didn't like it. 

 

She wanted to scream at him to let go of her  



hand, and stop hurting her, but her body was  

too weak, her throat too raw. 

 

She was completely helpless. 

 

Again. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He remembers seeing her there, lying on the  

floor, her hand covered in blood. 

 

Red and thick and flowing over her pale skin. 

 

He remembers yanking a towel from the rack and  

carefully wrapping it around both hands, hoping  

that somehow it would help ease her pain. 

 

And he remembers how white her face looked. 

 

When she'd been returned after her abduction,  

her skin had been pale then too. 

 

But not like this. 

 

No, this frightened him more. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She thought she heard him. 



 

His voice was soft and muffled and he was telling  

her to do something, but she couldn't understand  

what it was. 

 

And she couldn't understand why she couldn't see  

him. 

 

Her eyes were open, she was sure of it, but the  

images in front of her were dark and out of  

focus. 

 

Was he really here with her now, or was she  

dreaming? 

 

Was she alive, or was this what being dead felt  

like? 

 

~~~~ 

 

"Are you okay in there, Agent Mulder?" asked  

a nurse whose voice he didn't recognize. 

 

He immediately stood at attention, his heart  

racing. "I'm okay," he lied. "I'll just be a  

minute." 

 

"All right," she said from the other side of  

the door. 

 



Bending down closer to the mirror over the  

sink, he looked at the deep creases on his  

forehead, the dark shadows beneath his eyes,  

the grim line of his mouth. 

 

He looked like shit and felt even worse, but  

he couldn't let Scully see him looking like  

that. 

 

Turning on the faucet, he splashed some water  

on his face, closed his eyes and took a deep  

breath, then opened the door. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She could feel his presence. 

 

Then again, she could always do that. 

 

Whether they were in different states or driving  

in separate cars somewhere, she could feel him. 

 

It wasn't always that way, but as the years  

went by, he'd gotten inside her soul in a way  

that no one else ever had. 

 

And it excited her. 

 

But now it frightened her. 

 



Why could she only feel his presence? Why couldn't  

she see him or feel his touch? 

 

Maybe she really *was* dead. 

 

~~~~ 

 

It was exactly 2:45 when he told her. 

 

He pulled his chair up as close to her bed as  

he could, then lightly rested his hand on the  

bandages where her wrist was covered. 

 

"He's dead, Scully. He can't hurt you anymore,"  

he said, gently brushing her hair with his other  

hand. "No one's going to hurt you anymore, I  

promise." 

 

Even as he said the words, he knew it was  

impossible to protect her from everything that  

was out there, but he needed to believe that  

he could. 

 

And he needed her to believe it. 

 

Leaning over further, he looked into her eyes,  

her dark vacant eyes, and whispered, "No one's  

ever going to hurt you again, Scully. No one." 

 

~~~~ 



 

She heard it again. 

 

His voice. His words. Her name. 

 

And she felt it too. 

 

His presence. His touch. Her heartbeat. 

 

He was with her, and she was with him, and all  

those images that were once dark and out of focus  

started becoming clearer.  

 

His face. His eyes. His tears. 

 

She was alive. 

 

She was really alive, and so was he. 

 

And right now, it was the only thing that mattered. 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

red 

 

 

Mulder stood by the hospital window, his eyes  

scanning the parking lot. 

 



He wasn't sure what he was looking for or why  

he was even looking out of the window at all,  

but he needed to step away from her bed for a 

while. 

 

And he needed to not see her bandaged hands. 

 

What would he tell her about them when she  

finally came out of it? How could he possibly  

explain that she no longer had half of her  

fingers? 

 

How could he calmly look into her eyes and tell  

her that everything was going to be okay when  

he wasn't sure of it himself? 

 

The truth was he didn't know how he could do  

much of anything now. 

 

He just knew that he had to. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Her hands felt heavy and prickly against her  

sides, her mind fuzzy, her mouth dry. 

 

What the hell happened to her, and why was she  

in yet another hospital bed? 

 

She didn't know, but she knew one thing. 



 

The darkness she'd been trapped in before was  

gone. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he turned away from the window and looked  

at her bed again, he wasn't sure if what he was 

seeing was in his mind or if it was real. 

 

Her eyes were open as they had been, but they  

looked different, clearer. 

 

Wanting to believe so badly that what he was  

seeing was really happening, he took a step  

closer and then another. 

 

"Scully?" 

 

She didn't reply, but for the first time since  

she'd been attacked, her mouth moved. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Her heart instantly sped up the moment she saw  

him, and she wanted nothing more than to reach  

for his hand. 

 

But she couldn't. 

 



She couldn't move her hands or her arm and legs  

either, for that matter. 

 

All she could do was move her mouth and hope  

that something would come out of it. 

 

~~~~ 

 

"Scully, can you hear me?" he asked, bending  

down so close to her that their faces were  

just inches apart. 

 

She looked up at him and licked her lips, then  

whispered, "Mulder." 

 

It was the sweetest sound he'd ever heard. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Seeing the dark circles below his eyes and the  

tears on his cheeks, she knew that whatever it  

was that had happened to her, it was bad. 

 

Part of her wanted to immediately sit up in bed  

and make him tell her everything. 

 

And then there was the other part. 

 

The part of her that knew it was too painful 

for him to say and for her to hear. 



 

And so she did the only thing she was capable  

of right now. 

 

She breathed. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He touched her cheek, smoothed her hair with  

his hand, and forced himself to smile. 

 

"Hey you, how are you feeling?" he managed to  

ask, kissing her temple, then sitting down in  

the chair beside her. 

 

Normally this would be the part where he'd take  

her hand in his and reassure her that she was  

going to be okay. 

 

But there was nothing normal about what had  

been done to her. 

 

And there was nothing else he could say. 

 

His throat had too big of a lump in it. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She looked into his dark eyes, down at her heavily  

bandaged hands, then back into his eyes again. 



 

"My hands hurt," she replied, trying to remember  

what had happened to them. 

 

He swallowed the lump, bit his lip, then said,  

"I can go get one of the nurses for you, have  

her give you something for the pain if you want."   

 

As much as she wanted something for the pain  

right now, there was something else she wanted  

even more.  

 

Answers. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He didn't want to tell her. 

 

Telling her would make it real, and he didn't  

want it to be real, didn't want it to be true  

that her hands had been mutilated and that  

they'd never be the same again. 

 

"What happened?" she rasped. 

 

He didn't want to look into her eyes and tell  

her that Donnie Pfaster had stolen a part of  

her that she'd never get back. 

 

He couldn't hurt her like that, and he wouldn't. 



 

Not now, not when she was still so weak. 

 

"Just rest now, Scully," he said, his voice  

shaky as he brushed his hand over her hair  

again. "Just rest." 

 

Her eyes, now at half-mast, stared at him,  

waiting for him to say more, but he couldn't  

make himself speak. 

 

All he could do was watch his fingers as they  

slid through the soft red strands of her hair. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Though her thoughts were fuzzy, her eyelids  

heavy, she knew he was keeping something from  

her. 

 

She also knew that in time he would tell her. 

 

Ever since they'd stood in his hallway and  

he'd called her his touchstone, their  

relationship had been changing, and with the  

shift had come a new level of understanding  

between them. 

 

And an even deeper trust. 

 



And so for now, she'd do what he told her to  

do and try to rest. 

 

But only for a little while. 

 

When she woke up again, she expected him to tell  

her what she wanted to know, no matter how painful  

it might be. 

 

Looking into his tired eyes one last time, she  

let own eyes close and let the gentle stroking  

of his hand on her hair lull her to sleep. 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

beige 

 

 

She had been sleeping for at least a half hour 

when he finally decided that it was okay to  

leave her bedside. 

 

Not wanting to go too far away from her, he  

walked down the hallway to the drinking fountain,  

took a good long drink, then headed back to her  

room. 

 

He didn't know what he was going to say once  

she woke up, but he knew that he couldn't lie  



to her. 

 

There was a time when all he did was protect  

her from the truth, but not this time. 

 

This time she needed to know the truth, and  

she needed to hear it from him. 

 

~~~~ 

  

When Donnie Pfaster held her down on the floor  

in the doorway and pinned her arms behind her  

back, it not only pissed her off, but it made  

her feel an emotion that she'd rarely felt  

before. 

 

Hatred. 

 

Of course, over the years there were times when  

she hated doing her homework, hated moving from  

base to base because of her father, hated the  

long hours she had to work during her internship  

at the hospital. 

 

But what she felt then really wasn't hatred as 

much as it was irritation and frustration. 

 

No, what Donnie Pfaster made her feel was a  

hatred that ran so deep it burned inside her  

soul. 



 

~~~~ 

 

When he went back to the room, he adjusted her 

sheets, checked her IV line, and brushed her  

hair off her face, but he couldn't bring himself 

to look at her hands. 

 

Seeing them bandaged and propped up at her sides  

only reminded him that he failed. 

 

As her partner, and as a man. 

 

Yes, he knew it was archaic of him to think of 

what had happened in that way, that being the 

big strong macho man, he should've been able  

to protect her from everyone and everything,  

but he couldn't help it. 

 

He should've figured out what was happening  

sooner, and he should've gotten to her in time. 

 

He didn't. 

 

He failed, and now because of it, the normal  

life she once told him she wanted was gone. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She remembers hiding under the bed, a gag in  



her mouth, her hands tied behind her back. 

 

She remembers the feel of the carpet against  

her cheek, how it smelled, how it tickled her  

skin. 

 

And how beige it looked. 

 

The other carpeting in her apartment was faded  

and worn-out, but underneath the bed where no  

one ever went, it was soft and thick with a  

perfect blend of beige and rustic red. 

 

It was such a stupid thing to notice at a time 

like this, the color of the damn carpet. 

 

Then again, what else are you supposed to think 

about when you're about to die? 

 

~~~~ 

 

She was dreaming. 

 

He'd watched her sleep many times over the years, 

and he could tell by the way her eyelids were 

fluttering, the way her lips roughly popped open,  

then tightly closed again, that it wasn't a good  

dream. 

 

Was she remembering that night? 



 

Was she dreaming of knives and candles and cold 

bathwater? 

 

Or was it something even worse? 

 

He wanted to make her nightmares go away, to  

make her feel safe, but there was nothing he  

could do to change what happened. 

 

The damage was already done. 

 

~~~~ 

 

It was what she saw in his eyes that frightened  

her more than anything else. 

 

They were cold and dark and held no remorse for 

what he was about to do, and she wondered if  

this was what the other women saw right before  

they died. 

 

How could someone with such a normal looking  

face be such a monster? 

 

~~~~ 

 

Leaning over her, he pressed a kiss to her  

forehead, brushed his fingers over her left  

cheek. 



 

Once soft and smooth, the skin there was  

scratched and bruised, just as it was all along  

her jaw line. 

 

Did she hurt herself falling against the side  

of the bathtub during their struggle, or did  

Donnie punch her in the face to make her be  

quiet? 

 

Either way, he didn't want to let himself think 

about it. 

 

~~~~ 

 

"Is your hair normal or dry?" 

 

He had asked her that five years ago as he  

filled up a bathtub with cold water and bubbles  

that were meant for her. 

 

And now he was asking her again, this time in  

her home, in her bathroom using her candles  

and her shampoo and her container of bubble  

bath. 

 

She hated that he had invaded her home, hated  

that he was touching her things, yet there was  

nothing she could do to stop him. 

 



She was a prisoner with no place to escape. 

 

And no one around to hear her scream. 

 

~~~~ 

 

It was happening again. 

 

Watching her face twitch, her legs kicking  

beneath the sheets, he could see her in the  

bathroom with Donnie struggling for her life  

with no one there to help her. 

 

*He* wasn't there to help her. 

 

But maybe this time, he could. 

 

Leaning down even closer to her face, he put  

one hand on her shoulder to steady her trembling  

body, the other he used to lightly stroke her  

cheek. 

 

"I'm here, Scully. It's going to be okay. I'm  

here," he whispered. "I'm right here." 

 

And he would continue to be there for her as  

long as she needed him. 

 

He promised. 

 



~~~~ 

 

He was smiling. 

 

The bastard was smiling at her and he was cutting  

her not once, not twice, but three times. 

 

Oh God, he was cutting her fingers off one by one 

and placing them on the edge of the sink. 

 

And she was screaming for him to stop and she was  

kicking and twisting and turning, but he wouldn't  

stop. 

 

No matter how hard she fought, he just wouldn't  

stop, and so she did, finally letting herself go  

and giving him what he wanted all along. 

 

Her life. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Five minutes ago, she was dreaming of unspeakable 

things, but now her body was still. 

 

Had she been pulled even deeper inside of herself, 

or was it his quiet words of reassurance that had 

finally broken through her dreams and calmed her  

soul?  

 



He wanted to believe that he had that kind of 

power, that he could heal her with simply the 

sound of his voice, and so he kept on talking. 

 

He only hoped that when she woke up again, he'd 

be able to tell her what she needed to know. 

 

And that she'd be strong enough to hear it. 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

hazel 

 

 

She had always taken great pride in how strong  

she was and how much confidence she had in her  

ability to overcome any obstacle. 

 

But it was different this time. 

 

This time she felt herself giving up, and she  

hated herself for it. 

 

Yes, she'd fought Donnie Pfaster with everything  

she had, but he had still overpowered her and  

gotten what he wanted. 

 

One, two, three fingers gone, just like that,  

and yet in her dreams her hands felt as if he'd  



taken even more away from her. 

 

Did he? 

 

Did he steal the other seven? 

 

No, he couldn't have. Nobody could be that sick. 

 

Could they? 

 

~~~~ 

 

He'd been talking for at least fifteen minutes, 

whispering words of encouragement, telling her 

that she was strong and that she could fight 

her way back from this. 

 

And that he loved her. 

 

The first time he told her he loved her, she  

thought he was loopy from the drugs they'd given  

him at the hospital. 

 

But then a few months ago he'd said them to her  

again, and she'd said them back. 

 

She'd said them back, and everything changed. 

 

But now she was broken, and he didn't know how  

to help her pick up the pieces. 



 

Or if she'd even let him. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Mulder was talking to her again. 

 

She could hear his voice and feel his words  

washing over her like cool spring water. 

 

And she could see him looking down at her, his  

hazel eyes drinking her in. 

 

God, those eyes.  

 

So soft and sensitive. So perfectly imperfect. 

 

She could drown in those eyes of his, be swept  

far, far away, and yet still feel him close. 

 

It was what they shared, what they had the moment  

she first walked into his basement office and  

introduced herself to him. 

 

An undeniable connection. 

 

Call it cosmic. Call it spooky. Call it love,  

but it was them, and it was everything. 

 

But was it enough to get her through this? 



 

~~~~ 

 

<Donnie Pfaster cut off five of your fingers.> 

 

It made him feel nauseous, even thinking about 

the words, and yet somehow, some way, he had to  

tell her. 

 

<No, they weren't recovered from the scene so 

reattachment isn't an option.> 

 

But how? 

 

<I'm sorry, Scully. I'm so very sorry...> 

 

How do you look into the eyes of the woman you 

love and tell her that her life will never be 

the same again? 

 

~~~~ 

 

She knew that Donnie had violated her body, she  

could feel it, could feel his dark eyes staring 

at her, but what had he done? 

 

When she woke up the first time, she'd seen the 

fear in Mulder's eyes, heard the edge in his  

voice when he told her to rest, but she was too  

tired to listen to anything else. 



 

And so she'd closed her eyes and shut down her 

thoughts, but now as she drifted in and out of  

consciousness, she found herself ready to wake 

up and hear what he had to say. 

 

If only she could make her body move. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She was waking up again. 

 

The first time he was relieved to see her eyes, 

to hear her voice, and to know that she  

recognized him. 

 

But this time, he had to tell her the words he'd 

kept hidden before, the words he still couldn't  

believe. 

 

The words that made his stomach turn and his  

heart ache. 

 

This time he had to tell her the truth. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She knew she hadn't been raped, but she'd had 

something stolen from her. 

 



She'd been dreaming about it, seeing bits and 

pieces of the night he'd changed her life, and 

yet she couldn't quite remember all of it. 

 

There was blood, she was certain of it, and the 

sound of water sloshing over the sides of her  

bathtub. 

 

And candles. Lots of candles. And her voice 

screaming for help, echoing off the tiles on 

the wall. 

 

And fingers. 

 

His cold hands holding onto her fingers, and  

then... 

 

Oh...my...God... 

 

"Noooo!" she screamed, her eyes flying open,  

her body suddenly jerking upright in bed. 

 

Her head felt dizzy and the room was spinning  

and sparks of pain sizzled through her arms,  

into her hands, and down through her fingers. 

 

Through her fingers...her fingers...her fingers. 

 

And it was then that she knew. 

 



She wasn't dreaming anymore. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He'd never heard her scream like that before,  

never seen her so raw, never seen her emotions  

so stripped down to the core. 

 

And he'd never seen her eyes look like that. 

 

Ever. 

 

"It's okay. I'm here," he said as he sat on the  

bed and put his left arm around her. "I'm here. 

I'm here, Scully," he said quietly, his hand  

gently squeezing her shoulder. 

 

"Tell me it's not true. Tell me," she begged,  

burying her head into his chest. "Please,  

Mulder...tell me." 

 

He wanted to. Oh God, how he wanted to. 

 

He wanted to hold her in his arms and tell her  

she'd imagined it all in her dreams and that  

she was just fine. 

 

But as much as he wanted to tell her what she  

wanted to hear, he couldn't lie to her. 

 



Or to himself. 

 

Carefully placing his hand on her bandaged  

fingers, he pressed his lips to her temple,  

then whispered, "It's true, Scully." 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

purple 

 

 

It was all a dream. It had to be. 

 

She wasn't in a hospital sobbing in Mulder's  

arms. She didn't have any bandages around her  

hands. She wasn't wearing an ugly hospital gown  

or connected to any machines. 

 

And she sure as hell hadn't had any of her  

fingers cut off by Donnie Pfaster. 

 

No, it was all a dream. 

 

It was all a dream... 

 

~~~~ 

 

"It's going to be okay, Scully. I'm right here,"  

he said softly, brushing her hair from her eyes  



and tucking a few strands behind her ear. 

 

There was a dark purple bruise there on her  

forehead, a hidden mark by her hairline he  

hadn't seen before, and almost instantly his  

rage bubbled to the surface again. 

 

He hated that bastard, hated what he did to her,  

how he'd scarred her for life. 

 

If only Donnie Pfaster was still alive, he'd  

make him suffer for all that he did.  

 

Then he'd kill him slowly and painfully, and  

show absolutely no remorse. 

 

But Donnie wasn't alive anymore, and Scully  

was. 

 

Scully was... 

 

~~~~ 

 

"How many?" she asked, her head resting against  

his chest. 

 

Her question was concise and to the point, like  

she was, and though she was afraid to hear the  

answer, she needed to know. 

 



"Five," he softly replied, his heart pounding  

against her cheek. 

 

"Which ones?" she asked as she pushed herself 

away from his embrace. 

 

"Scully..." 

 

She tried to wiggle the fingers she had left, 

tried to make them move underneath the thick 

layers of bandages wrapped around them, but  

she couldn't feel anything. 

 

"Which ones, Mulder?" she asked more firmly. 

"Tell me."  

 

She looked into his eyes for answers, but all  

she could see was that he didn't want to give  

them to her. 

 

No, he *couldn't* give them to her. 

 

~~~~ 

 

"Please, Mulder. I need to know," she pleaded. 

 

Of course, she needed to know. She was a  

scientist, and she needed proof. 

 

So he gave it to her. 



 

"Two on your right hand, three on your left,"  

he finally said as he carefully touched each  

hand. 

 

"My thumbs?" she asked anxiously. 

 

She could live with five less fingers, she could,  

but the thought of her having to go through the  

rest of her life without either of her thumbs... 

 

No, he wasn't going to let himself even think  

about what could have been. 

 

He was going to think about what she *did* have,  

and what she had was an incredible inner strength  

that constantly amazed him. 

 

"Your thumbs are okay, Scully," he replied,  

lifting both her hands up to his face, then gently  

brushing his cheek against the bandages. "They're  

still here, and so are you," he whispered. "So  

are you..." 

 

Pulling her into his arms then, he held her body  

closely against his, felt her breathing, and for  

the first time since he found her on the bathroom  

floor that night, he could feel himself breathing  

too. 

 



She could do this, she could. 

 

And he'd do everything he could to help her. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

brown 

 

 

It doesn't seem real to her, and yet it doesn't  

really feel like a dream anymore either. 

 

It just feels like nothing. 

 

When he told her about her fingers, she listened  

to his words and she heard what he was saying,  

but she couldn't process them and she sure as  

hell couldn't accept them. 

 

Spending the rest of her life without five of  

her fingers? 

 

How could she do that?  

 

How could she do *anything*? 

 

~~~~ 

 



He was holding her, and yet he wasn't. 

 

He was comforting her, and yet he was the one  

shaking. 

 

"I'm sorry, Scully," he said softly as he stroked  

her hair, her back. "I'm so sorry." 

 

"Stop it, Mulder," she snapped, suddenly pushing  

herself away from her with her forearms. "Just  

stop it right now." 

 

His eyes widening, his stomach dropped at the  

sound of her harsh words. "What?" 

 

"Just...stop," she said quietly, leaning back  

in bed. 

 

Her eyes filling with tears, she looked down  

at the bulky bandages on her hands, then turned  

her head away from him. 

 

And cried. 

 

~~~~   

 

It was too much. 

 

She thought she could hear the words, thought  

she could let them slowly seep into every part  



of her so she could accept them, but it was  

too much right now. 

 

Half of her fingers were gone. 

 

Two on one hand, three on the other and nothing 

to do but force herself to deal with it and move  

on. 

 

But how could she? 

 

How could she ever move on after this? 

 

She didn't know. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He sat in the chair by her bed, his bleary eyes  

staring at the brown speckles on the tile floor,  

then at her as he tried to make sense of what  

just happened. 

 

She'd pushed him away. 

 

She let him in, and then she pushed him right  

back out again, but why? 

 

Didn't she know by now that he'd do anything  

for her, say anything, be anything? 

 



Didn't she know he'd cut off his own fingers  

and give them to her if he thought it could  

help her? 

 

Of course, she knew and so did he, just as he  

knew that she didn't want his pity or guilt  

right now. 

 

She had to process this on her own, and as much  

as it hurt, he had to let her. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Though she was done crying and her eyes were  

closed now, she knew Mulder was still there with  

her, just as she knew that he always would be. 

 

She could deny what happened, she could be angry  

at him for feeling guilty about it, and push him  

away over and over again, but he'd still be there. 

 

And she loved him for it. 

 

She loved him and trusted him and needed him.  

Oh God, she needed him. She needed him... 

 

Opening her eyes, she turned to look at him  

again. "I don't know if I can do this, Mulder,"  

she said quietly, finally breaking the silence  

between them. 



 

"You can," he said simply. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He could do this, he could. 

 

He could be in the same room with her without 

feeling guilty about not being able to protect  

her. 

 

He could touch her face, her arms, her hands  

without being afraid that he'd hurt her. 

 

He could look into her eyes and be the strong 

man that she needed him to be. 

 

He could, and he would. 

 

He had to. 

 

Standing up from the chair, he gently moved her  

body over to the left side of the bed and climbed  

in behind her. "You can do this, Scully, you can,"  

he said, his breath soft and warm against her ear. 

 

Pressing her back against the curve of his body,  

she whispered, "I'll try." 

 

~~~~ 



 

 

pink 

 

 

It was the most difficult at night. 

 

He never was good at getting a good night's  

sleep, but now it was even harder for him,  

not because of nightmares, but because of too  

many thoughts before he closed his eyes. 

 

Thoughts of himself leisurely getting ready  

for bed, brushing his teeth, and going through  

his mail at his apartment while she was at  

hers, fighting for her life. 

 

Thoughts of that sick bastard slicing through  

her fingers and enjoying it.  

 

Thoughts of her lying unconscious on the bathroom  

floor, her hands bloody and hot candles dripping  

wax onto the cold hard tile all around him. 

 

Yes, night was the time he dreaded, the time he  

felt guilty and afraid and everything in between. 

 

The time he hated. 

 

~~~~ 



 

It was hardest in the morning. 

 

At night time, she could close her eyes and make  

everything go away, but in the morning, she had  

to open them again and look at her hands. 

 

She had to endure the pain of the nurses unwrapping  

her bandages and cleaning her wounds, though she  

refused to look at her hands when they did. 

 

She had to listen to the doctors tell her that  

her hands were healing when they hurt even more  

than they did three days ago. 

 

She had to have help going to the bathroom,  

combing her hair, brushing her teeth, eating  

her meals. 

 

And though she was feeling well enough now to  

get out of bed and travel around in a wheelchair  

like other patients were able to do, she couldn't  

use her hands or even her arms to push herself  

around. 

 

Yes, morning was the time she hated, the time 

when she had to make herself deal with what  

had happened to her. 

 

The time she feared. 



 

~~~~ 

 

It had been almost an hour since he'd started  

to run. 

 

It was cold and windy outside tonight, but right  

now he didn't care. 

 

He didn't care that his nose was numb, and his  

cheeks were burning. He didn't care that his  

muscles were screaming, his head pounding. 

 

And he sure as hell didn't care that he forgot  

to wear gloves and that his fingers were turning  

bright pink from the cold. 

 

At least he had all ten of them. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She wondered what he was doing tonight. 

 

After he'd helped her eat her dinner, she'd told  

him to go home and get some rest, and though he  

said he would, she knew otherwise. 

 

Maybe he was checking on things at the office.  

Driving somewhere to clear his head. Running  

at the park near his neighborhood.  



 

Or maybe he was doing the one thing he shouldn't 

be doing. 

 

Sitting on his couch in the dark thinking of all  

the things he should've done to stop Pfaster,  

but didn't. 

 

Whatever he was doing, she knew it wasn't sleep. 

 

~~~~ 

 

Changing his run into more of a slow jog, he  

headed towards the benches over by the playground.  

It was only 5:30, but because it was winter time,  

it was already getting dark, and there weren't  

any children playing. 

 

He plopped his exhausted body down on the nearest 

bench and bent forward, resting his forearms on 

his thighs and trying to catch his breath. It  

felt even colder to him now that he'd stopped  

running, and he rubbed his hands together trying  

to generate some warmth. 

 

What a simple thing, rubbing two hands together  

to create heat on the skin of his palms and all  

ten fingers. 

 

A simple thing she'd never be able to do again. 



 

Turning his left hand over so the palm was facing  

up, he began to trace the pattern of lines on  

his smallest finger, the same finger that had  

been broken two years ago while he was working  

undercover. 

 

When Haley's henchman first snapped it, the pain  

was so excruciating he thought he was going to  

pass out, but gradually the dark pink bruising  

faded, the swelling went down, and his finger  

healed. 

 

But that was then, and this was now. 

 

Sure, over time the bruising and scarring on her  

hands would fade and the swelling would go away,  

but she'd still be missing half of her fingers. 

 

And he'd still feel useless. 

 

Roughly slapping his palm against the cold hard  

park bench, he jumped up from his seat and  

started to run again. 

 

To where, he didn't know. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She wanted to call him. 



 

She wanted to pick up the phone like she always 

did when she was feeling restless and listen to 

him ramble on and on about whatever he was into 

this week. 

 

She wanted to pick up the phone, ask him to come  

back to the hospital, and stay with her until  

she fell asleep. 

 

But most of all, she just wanted to pick up the  

phone and dial the numbers herself. 

 

But she couldn't. 

 

She couldn't, damn it, just as she couldn't do  

anything else by herself right now. 

 

Letting out a frustrated sigh, she closed her  

eyes and imagined that Mulder was still in bed  

with her, his body still protectively curled  

around hers, his breath still soft and warm  

against the curve of her ear. 

 

And she slept. 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

black 



 

 

Mulder stood in the shower, his head down, the  

hot water pounding against his back, the steam  

rising all around him, and his mind filled with  

thoughts of Scully. 

 

When he was with her at the hospital earlier,  

she'd told him to go home and get some rest. 

 

But how could he possibly close his eyes and  

rest when she was in so much pain? 

 

And so he'd gone jogging instead, first to the  

park, then over to the high school track. He'd  

stayed there long enough to run around it eight  

times, then dragged his exhausted body back  

home again, and forced himself into the shower. 

 

But that was fifteen minutes ago, and now he  

couldn't seem to force himself to get back out  

of it. 

 

If he stepped out of the steam, everything  

around him would become clear again, and nothing  

in his life seemed clear to him anymore. 

 

And so he stayed there, watching the water pound  

into the tiles, then race down through the black  

cracks in the drain. 



 

~~~~ 

 

The first thing she did when she opened her eyes  

was look down at her hands. 

 

It was foolish to think that they would've  

somehow changed while she was asleep, and yet  

every time she woke up now, she immediately had  

to look at the bandages and talk herself into  

accepting that this was how her hands were now.  

 

Of course, she couldn't actually see where her 

fingers once were, but she could imagine how 

deformed her hands looked. 

 

Two fingers missing from one hand. Three from  

the other.  

 

And five jagged scars she'd have for the rest  

of her life. 

 

Sure, the doctor had told her earlier today  

that there was a possibility she might be a  

candidate for finger prostheses on her right  

hand several months from now, but she hadn't  

told Mulder about it. 

 

And she didn't dare let herself think about it. 

 



She couldn't, and she wouldn't. 

 

Not yet. 

 

~~~~ 

 

It had been three hours since he left her at the  

hospital, and though visiting hours were long  

over, he knew he had to go back there. 

 

It wasn't so much that he had to talk to her  

again tonight, but that he had to physically  

see her, to be by her side, and make sure she  

was okay for the night. 

 

Of course, he knew the nurses there would do 

whatever they could to make her comfortable,  

but he needed to be the one to do those things  

for her. 

 

And he needed her to ask him to. 

 

His hair still damp from the shower, he ran his  

hand through it, slid on his jacket, and headed  

out the door. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When she'd fallen asleep before, she'd thought 

of Mulder lying in bed with her, his long body 



pressed up against her back, and now she found  

herself thinking about him again. 

 

What had he been doing for the past three hours? 

 

Was he at home getting the rest he said he would,  

or did he end up back at the office, trying to 

bury his guilt under a pile of work?  

 

She wished she could call him right now and make 

sure he was okay, but she couldn't pick up the  

phone and dial his number, just as she couldn't  

call him earlier when she wanted to talk to him. 

 

And so she did the only thing that someone with 

deformed hands could do. 

 

She rolled over onto her back and stared at the 

ceiling. 

 

~~~~ 

 

It was after 10:30 by the time he arrived at  

the hospital, and though he really needed to  

see her again tonight, now that he was standing  

outside her door, he wasn't sure that being  

here was such a good idea. 

 

More than anything else, she needed to be  

resting now, not dealing with a guilt-ridden  



partner who couldn't seem to make it through  

the night without her. 

 

And yet he couldn't walk away from her. 

 

Not now, not ever. 

 

Opening the door as quietly as he could so he  

wouldn't wake her, he stepped inside, and  

looked over towards her bed. 

 

~~~~ 

 

She didn't expect to talk to him again tonight,  

let alone see him, and yet there he was. 

 

But why? Why did he come back to see her again 

when she'd told him to go home? 

 

Walking over to her, he leaned down and kissed 

her cheek. "I had to come back, make sure you  

were okay." 

 

"I'm okay," she replied as she watched him check  

both her hands, carefully lifting each one up,  

then tenderly placing them both back on the bed. 

 

And she was okay, now that he was here. 

 

"Are you sure?" he asked, taking off his jacket 



and tossing it over on the chair against the 

wall, then sitting down on the edge of her bed. 

 

She looked up at the kind sensitive man sitting  

beside her now, the man she trusted with her  

life, and replied, "I'm sure." 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

gray 

 

 

He stood up from the uncomfortable hospital chair,  

put his hands on his hips and tilted his head  

upward, stretching the achy muscles in his lower  

back. 

 

He'd been sitting in the same position for the  

past hour watching her sleep, and although he  

was exhausted, he couldn't sit in the hard chair  

for another minute. 

 

Walking over to the window on stiff legs, he  

looked down at the almost deserted parking lot.  

The last time he'd been parked out there at  

night, his car had been covered with snow, but  

now there was nothing below except a few cars  

sprinkled across the dark gray pavement. 

 



How many of those cars belonged to people just  

like him, people spending the night pacing the  

floor, worrying about their loved ones? 

 

Probably most of them, but how many of those  

same cars belonged to someone whose partner  

had half their fingers brutally sliced off? 

 

Thinking about what Donnie had viciously taken  

away from her made him boil with rage all over  

again, made him want to slam his fist right  

through the window, but what would that  

accomplish? 

 

Not a damn thing. 

 

And so he just stood there, pressing his forehead  

against the cool glass and staring down into the  

darkness below. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He called her "girlie girl". 

 

He was just inches away from her face when he  

grabbed the back of her hair and called her  

"girlie girl" the same way he had all those  

years ago. 

 

Just inches away where she could see the angry  



lust in his eyes and feel his hot breath against  

her cheeks as he used his other hand to grab  

onto her chin. 

 

He smelled like burning candles and death, and  

though she tried to fight him off, she couldn't  

stop him from coming even closer, roughly pulling  

the gag off her mouth and pressing his prickly  

chapped lips against hers. 

 

"You're not getting away this time, girlie girl,"  

he hissed, biting her lip as he abruptly ended  

their kiss and twisted his fingers around her  

hair even harder. "Or ever again." 

 

~~~~ 

 

It was the softest of whimpers that made him  

turn around. 

 

The softest of whimpers that made him hurry  

back to her bedside, put his hand on her arm. 

 

"It's just a dream, Scully," he whispered,  

gently squeezing her arm. "Just a dream..." 

 

But looking at the rapid fluttering of her  

eyelids, the rigid position of her arms, he  

knew it wasn't just a dream. She was reliving  

everything all over again, and there wasn't  



anything he could do to save her from it. 

 

Just like he wasn't able to save her that night. 

 

~~~~ 

 

It wasn't at all like the first time. 

 

Back then he'd locked her inside a dark closet  

with her mouth gagged and her hands tied while  

he prepared the bathtub with candles and lotions  

in another room. 

 

No, this time he was even more sinister, even  

more calculated. 

 

He made her watch. 

 

The tub was already filled, the candles lit,  

the music playing when he dragged her into the  

bathroom and made her watch as he lined up  

three of her sharpest knives on her sink, then  

held each one up in front of her face, daring  

her to choose the one he would use on her. 

 

"You're not going to get away with this," she  

said, her eyes helplessly darting around the  

room looking for something, anything that she  

could use to hurt him. 

 



"I already have," he replied, grabbing the  

paring knife she used to cut vegetables and  

flipping her onto her stomach on the floor. 

 

Her wrists still tied behind her back, she  

thrashed around and squeezed her hands into  

fists as tightly as she could, but he was too  

strong for her. 

 

Yanking the ring finger on her left hand away  

from her other fingers, he slid the blade into 

her flesh and pressed down. 

 

~~~~ 

 

"It's okay, Scully. He can't hurt you anymore,"  

he whispered, softly caressing her arms and  

trying to relax the tightness in her muscles.  

"You're safe now. You're safe..." 

 

"No...stop...don't do this..." she whimpered  

as her head jerked from side to side. 

 

Leaning over her, he carefully cupped his hand  

around her cheek and tried to still her  

movements. "Come on, Scully. Open your eyes,"  

he said, softly running his hand over her hair,  

her cheek, the curve of her shoulder. "Open  

your eyes, and look at me." 

 



She started blinking furiously then, her lids  

struggling to open as he continued to reassure  

her. "That's it, Scully. Just like that," he  

said, placing his palm on her shoulder. 

 

"Mulder?" she murmured, her watery eyes widening  

with recognition as she tried to stay focused  

on his face. 

 

"Yeah, it's me," he said, his own eyes filling  

with tears of relief. "You had a bad dream, but  

it's over now, and you're safe." 

 

She closed her eyes, licked her lips. "I'm safe?" 

 

Swiping away the moisture on his cheeks, he  

touched her shoulder again, then quietly replied,  

"You're safe." 

 

~~~~ 

 

When her eyes first opened, she expected to see  

Donnie still hovering over her, his eyes dark  

and empty, a sick smile on his face, but instead  

she saw Mulder. 

 

Unlike Donnie, his eyes were kind and reassuring,  

his face filled with concern, and she wanted  

more than anything to reach up and softly brush  

her fingertips across the deepened creases in  



his forehead.  

 

But she couldn't. 

 

She couldn't touch him that way, not now. 

 

Maybe not ever again. 

 

Pouring some water from the pitcher on the table,  

he stuck a straw in the cup, then raised the  

head of her bed and put the straw in her mouth.  

"Feel like talking about it?" he asked, even  

though they both already knew what her answer  

would be. 

 

She took two small sips from the straw, then  

looked down at her hands. "I want to...but I  

can't," she replied, taking a deep breath. "Not 

yet." 

 

And she couldn't talk to him about it yet.  

 

She couldn't tell him that she wasn't strong  

enough, that she'd given up fighting after the  

first three fingers on her hand were gone. 

 

And she couldn't tell him about the other  

things that Donnie had done to her, the other 

parts of her that he'd stolen. 

 



No, he hadn't raped her, but he'd invaded her 

home and chipped away at who she was, taking  

with him several pieces of her she wasn't sure  

she'd ever get back. 

 

"You don't have to talk to me about anything  

until you're ready to, Scully," he said softly,  

resting his hand on her arm. "But I'll be here  

when you are, okay?" 

 

"I know you will," she said, awkwardly placing 

her hand on top of his and wishing more than  

anything that she could feel the warmth of his  

skin beneath her fingers instead of the thick  

scratchy bandage wrapped around her hand and  

wrist. 

 

He glanced over at the clock then, saw that  

it was a little after 1:00. "I should really  

get going, let you get back to sleep." 

 

"Do you have to go?" she asked hopefully. 

 

"Not if you don't want me to." 

 

She looked down at her hand still resting on 

top of his, then back up at him again. "Then 

I'd like you to stay." 

 

Leaning over and pressing a kiss to her forehead,  



he whispered, "I'll stay as long as you need me  

to." 

 

~~~~ 

 

It didn't take long for her to succumb to sleep 

again, her eyelids drifting shut less than an 

hour after she'd asked him to stay, and though 

he desperately needed to sleep too, he couldn't 

go home, then have her wake up again and find 

him gone. 

 

And so he stayed, taking off his jacket and 

trying to make himself as comfortable as he 

could in the same hospital chair he'd sat in 

before. 

 

Watching her as she slept, the rigidity in her  

body and tightness in her face now gone, he  

wondered if his presence here had helped her 

keep her nightmares at bay. 

 

And he wondered exactly what they were. 

 

Although he'd pieced a lot of things together 

from what he'd seen and from the police reports  

he'd read, she'd never really told him what  

happened between her and Donnie that night. 

 

Was there more to the story than he knew? 



 

He was sure of it, but he was also sure that  

she wouldn't tell him anything until she was  

ready to. 

 

And so he'd wait for as long as he had to. 

 

Letting out a deep sigh, he looked over at her 

one last time, laid his head on his crumpled 

jacket, and closed his eyes. 

 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

lavender 

 

 

He was touching her. 

 

With his mouth, his hands, his hips. He had her  

pinned to the floor, and his hands were on her.  

On her face, her neck, her shoulders. 

 

"Get off of me!" she screamed, but he was too  

heavy, the weight of his hips on top of hers  

holding her in place. "Get off!" 

 

She tried to wriggle her hands out from behind  

her back, but they were tied too tightly and  



she wasn't strong enough. Damn it, she wasn't  

strong enough. 

 

"You like this, don't you?" he asked, bending  

down closer to her face. "I know you do. I  

know you like it rough." 

 

"Stop it," she begged, his weight making it  

difficult for her to breathe. "Just...stop."  

 

He bent down even closer to her and was just  

about to kiss her a second time when she  

somehow gathered enough strength to spit at  

him, her saliva hitting him in his left eye. 

 

"You bitch!" he yelled, wiping off his face  

with one hand and slapping her cheek with his  

other one.  

 

"I'm done with this," he muttered, lifting  

himself off of her, then standing up. "And  

I'm done with you," he added, angrily kicking  

her legs before leaving the room. 

 

The cold hard sting of his palm hitting her  

face made her feel dizzy, making it difficult  

for her to focus on anything. Blinking her eyes,  

she rolled over onto her back and tried to find  

something in the room that she recognized. 

 



Her eyes finally settling on one of the few  

things still left hanging on the wall, she  

focused on a small painting of some lavender  

violets and tried to remember where she'd  

bought it. 

 

It was five years ago, no, seven years ago at  

an art festival, right before she was assigned  

to the X-Files. 

 

Oh my God.  

 

The X-Files.  

 

Mulder. 

 

"Mulder!" she screamed as loudly as she could. 

"Mulder, I'm in here! Mulder!" 

 

"He's not going to hear you," grumbled Donnie,  

kneeling down beside her and quickly shoving  

the gag back in her mouth.  

 

The cloth stuffed in her mouth made her feel  

nauseous, and it was all she could do not to  

vomit all over the soggy fabric. 

 

"Nobody's going to hear you, girlie girl," he  

whispered, leaning in closer to her face again, 

his cold hand cupping her cheek.  



 

~~~~ 

 

"No, don't touch me!" she wailed, harshly  

jolting him awake in his chair. "Mulder!!!!!" 

 

His jacket dropping to the floor, he stood up  

and hurried over to her bed. "It's okay, Scully.  

I'm right here," he said quietly, trying to keep  

his voice calm as he sat down on the bed and  

leaned in closer to her face. "I'm right here." 

 

She suddenly sat upright then, her body trembling,  

her eyes widening with fear as she looked at him,  

then awkwardly pulled him into her arms.  

 

"Mulder, you're here...you're here," she sobbed,  

trying to pull him even closer.  

 

Her voice, raw with need, was unfamiliar to him,  

and it was all he could do to keep his composure  

as he held onto her as tightly as he could. "I'm  

right here, Scully, and I'm not going anywhere." 

 

Her body shaking even more now, he began to rub  

her back as he whispered over and over, "I'm  

right here. I'm right here. Right here, Scully." 

 

"Is everything okay in here?" asked a nurse he  

didn't recognize as she poked her head through  



the doorway. 

 

My partner was attacked, lost half of her fingers,  

and is sobbing uncontrollably in my arms.  

 

Does it look like she's okay?  

 

Now leave us the hell alone. 

 

That's how he wanted to reply to her stupid 

question, but instead, he simply motioned for  

her to leave them alone. 

 

And surprisingly she did, nodding her head in  

understanding and quietly shutting the door  

behind her. 

 

Brushing her hair off her face and kissing her  

forehead, he said, "Whatever it was, it's over  

with now, and you're safe here, Scully. No  

one's going to hurt you. I won't let anyone  

hurt you." 

 

His words seemed to have the affect he was  

hoping for, her body now beginning to relax,  

her grip on him loosening. 

 

"That's it, Scully. Just let yourself relax,"  

he said, continuing to rub her back. "Now in  

just a moment, I'm going to let go of you,  



okay?" 

 

"Okay," she sniffled. 

 

Slowly sliding his arms from around her back,  

he gently took hold of her bandaged hands and  

placed them in her lap. "I'm not going anywhere.  

I'm staying right here," he said softly, his  

hands still carefully holding hers. 

 

The bandages were bulky and scratchy, and he 

wished more than anything that he could feel 

her hands holding onto his, her fingers softly 

pressing into his skin. 

 

But he couldn't. 

 

He couldn't, damn it. 

 

Tentatively reaching out to touch her face,  

he brushed away the stray tears on her cheek  

and said, "It's okay, Scully. It's over now." 

 

She looked down at her hands, then up at him, 

and quietly replied, "It's not over, Mulder." 

 

~~~~  

 

She was trying. 

 



She was trying to be strong, she was trying to  

not look back, but it was all she could think  

about. 

 

Donnie's mouth pressed against hers, his nostrils  

flaring, his hot breath crawling all over her  

skin. 

 

His rough hands prying her fingers apart just  

far enough so that he could cut them off. 

 

One by one. 

 

Squeezing her eyes shut, she tried to block out  

the memories, but she couldn't. 

 

And although having Mulder here now was of  

comfort to her, he couldn't possibly begin to  

understand what she was feeling. 

 

Could he? 

 

"I want to help you," he said, his hands still  

gently holding onto hers. "Tell me what you  

need, Scully." 

 

"I don't know," she replied, her eyes welling 

up with tears. 

 

Leaning in even closer, he whispered, "Look, I  



know you're not ready to talk about it yet, but  

I want to help you...if you'll let me. Let me  

help you, Scully." 

 

She wanted to let him in, let him take away some  

of her pain, but she was afraid. 

 

She was afraid to tell him that Donnie had kissed  

her, slapped her, kicked her, and treated her as  

if she was nothing. 

 

"Let me help you, Scully," he repeated. 

 

She was afraid to tell him that she wasn't strong  

enough, that she didn't fight hard enough, that  

she had given up. 

 

"Let me help you. Let me help you work through  

this. Please, Scully..." 

 

His voice cracking, his eyes pleading with her,  

she wanted more than anything to let him in,  

to let him hold her and not let go, but after  

what she'd just been through, was she willing  

to let herself be completely vulnerable with  

him? 

 

Squeezing her eyes shut again, she bit her lip  

and tried to hold her tears back, but she  

couldn't. 



 

Just as she couldn't hold herself back from him  

any longer. 

 

"Oh Mulder..." she sobbed, moving back into his  

waiting arms. "I need you." 

 

Protectively wrapping his body around her, he  

kissed her temple, brushed his fingers across  

her tear-stained cheek, and whispered, "I need  

you too." 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

gold 

 

 

When she woke up, the first thing she saw were 

several thin lines of gold on the wall. 

 

Her brain fuzzy, her eyelids heavy, she blinked 

several times trying to focus on what was in 

front of her.  

 

The room she was in was fairly dark except for  

the golden stripes, and though she wanted to  

sit up so she could see better, her head was  

throbbing too much for her to lift it. 

 



Blinking her eyes a few more times, she finally 

realized that the gold lines were caused by the 

moon shining between the slats of the blinds on  

the window. 

 

Was it because there was a full moon tonight? 

 

She had no idea, just as she had no idea what 

time or what day it was. 

 

How many days had she been in the hospital? How  

many days since Donnie Pfaster had invaded her  

home and stolen her life? 

 

Slamming her arm down against the mattress in 

frustration, she quickly lifted it up again, 

the force of the blow sending several sharp 

jolts through her hand and down into her 

remaining fingers. 

 

"Damn it," she swore through gritted teeth,  

trying to absorb the pain. 

 

"Mmmm...Scully?" Mulder groaned behind her. 

 

She turned her head to the other side, and there  

he was, slumped in the chair beside her bed. 

 

"What is it? You okay?" he asked sleepily as he 

rubbed his eyes and slowly sat up. 



 

"No, I'm not," she muttered, turning her head 

away from him. 

 

"Scully, what's wrong?" he asked, immediately 

getting out of the chair and moving over to 

the other side of the bed. "Are you in pain?" 

 

"Yes, but I'll get over it," she grumbled, 

cradling the hand she just slammed against the  

mattress with her other hand. 

 

"Is it your fingers? You want me to call a 

nurse for you?" he asked, tentatively touching  

her arm. 

 

"I can't do this, Mulder," she said quietly. 

 

"Can't do what?" 

 

She looked away from him, towards the window, 

then down at her lap. "This. All of it. I 

can't do it." Her voice wavering, she added, 

"I can't deal with any of it, and right now  

I feel like I don't even want to try." 

 

~~~~ 

 

In all the years he'd known her, she'd always 

been the strong one. 



 

Her abduction. Melissa's death. Her cancer. 

Emily. Antarctica.  

 

She'd survived them all. 

 

But this time was emotionally and physically 

brutal for her in a way that she'd never  

experienced before, and it scared the hell  

out of him. 

 

Although she'd taken the first step earlier  

last night and told him that she needed him,  

now she sounded completely lost. 

 

She didn't even want to try to heal herself 

and move on? 

 

That wasn't the Scully he knew, and though he 

felt as if she was breaking into pieces right 

in front of him, he had to do something, say 

something, anything to let her know that she 

wasn't alone in this. 

 

But what? 

 

What could he possibly say to her when her 

entire world was falling apart? 

 

Sitting there in the dark, his hand on her arm,  



his heart in his throat, he looked up at the  

ceiling, hoping to find the right words to say. 

 

And then he did. 

 

Scooting his chair closer to her bed, he moved  

his hand down to her hand and gently picked  

it up. 

 

"If you quit now, he wins," he said firmly, 

tilting his head to the side the same way she  

had done two years ago when it felt as if his  

own world was falling apart. 

 

"And there's no way in hell you're going to let  

that bastard win, not if I have anything to say  

about it," he continued. "You're too strong,  

Scully, and I won't let you give up." 

 

Lifting her hand up to his mouth, he kissed her  

wrapped fingers, then leaned in closer to her  

face. "I won't." 

 

Tears trickling down her cheeks, he could see  

the fear and exhaustion in her eyes, but he  

could also see that she was trying to reconcile  

his words with her situation. 

 

"I don't know how I'm going to do this, Mulder," 

she said so softly he could barely hear her. 



"I just don't know..." 

 

Seeing her like this, so broken and afraid, made  

him feel sick to his stomach, but this wasn't  

about him or his guilt or anything else. It was  

about doing whatever he could to help her no  

matter how difficult it was for him. 

 

Still holding onto her hand, he said, "Well, I  

know how. You're going to do it one day at a  

time, and I'm going to be right there with you  

every step of the way." 

 

She looked down at her hands then, turned them 

over so her palms were facing up. "But how?" 

 

And that was the question, wasn't it? 

 

How was she going to do the things she'd easily 

been doing all her life? 

 

If he was being honest with himself, he had no 

idea how she was going to able to write, eat, 

comb her hair, get dressed. 

 

Just as he had no idea how he could possibly be  

strong enough to help her deal with all of it. 

 

But there was one thing he *was* certain of, 

and that was her. 



 

As afraid as she was now, she was the smartest 

and strongest person he'd ever known, and if 

anybody could find a way to get through this, 

it was her. 

 

"You can do this, Scully, you can, and I'm going  

to help you get started right now," he said, an  

idea popping into his head as he stood up from  

his chair, then pushed it over against the wall  

by the window. 

 

"What are you doing, Mulder?" she asked, a 

puzzled expression on her face. 

 

"Helping you out of bed." He pulled the covers 

off her legs, then bent down to retrieve the 

slippers that were on the floor. 

 

"I'm supposed to call a nurse if I need to get 

out of bed," she protested as he gently put the  

slippers on her feet. 

 

"I'm not taking you to the bathroom, Scully," 

he said. "There's something I want you to see, 

and you can't see it if you're in this bed. 

You trust me, don't you?" he asked, carefully 

lowering her legs down over the side of the 

bed. 

 



"You know I do," she replied. 

 

"Then let me help you," he said matter-of-  

factly. "Now put your arm around my neck,  

and slowly lower your feet to the floor," he  

commanded as he bent down next to her. 

 

"Okay," she said, lifting her right arm and  

putting it around his neck and shoulders, then  

cautiously letting her slippers touch the  

floor. 

 

Her weakened legs were unsteady from being in 

bed for days, and he wrapped his arm tightly  

around her for support. "You're doing great.  

Now we're just going to walk over to the  

window." 

 

"The window? What are you doing, Mulder?" she  

asked as they slowly made their way across the 

room. 

 

"Showing you what you would miss if you give 

up." 

 

~~~~ 

 

"I don't understand." 

 

"You will. You said you trusted me, right?" 



 

She looked up at him and answered, "Always." 

 

"Then let me do this for you," he said as they  

stood by the window, his arm still wrapped  

around her for support. "Now open up this  

blind and look outside." 

 

She glanced down at her heavily bandaged hands,  

then at him. "I can't." 

 

"Yes, you can," he said, nodding his head, 

encouraging her.  

 

It had always been such an easy thing to do at  

her apartment, opening the slats on the blinds  

every morning to see what kind of day it was  

going to be, then pulling them up to get a  

better look outside.  

 

Opening the blinds was something she never had  

to think about before, her fingers simply going  

through the motions without hesitation. 

 

But now here she was standing in front of a  

hospital window in the middle of the night with  

her crazy partner telling her to do it. 

 

He nodded his head again. "You can do it, Scully." 

 



And she could do it, damn it. 

 

Lifting both arms, she reached over and positioned  

the back cord between her wrapped hands and pressed  

down, then pulled on it, revealing the huge moon  

hanging in the night sky. 

 

He smiled. "I knew you could do it. Now pull them  

up so you can see even better, and then I'll help  

you get into this chair." 

 

She was sweating now from the small exertion, 

and her arms were beginning to tingle, but she  

did as he asked, positioning the cord between  

her hands again and awkwardly pulling down on  

it. 

 

As the blind slowly moved up, she could now 

see more clearly that it was a full moon. Her  

eyes widening as the cord dropped from between  

her hands, she took in the dazzling view and  

let out a gasp. 

 

"Here, let me help you sit down," he offered,  

putting his arms under her elbows from behind 

her as he carefully lowered her into the chair. 

 

She looked out at the bright round sphere, its  

surface a swirling mixture of golden shadows  

surrounded by a sprinkling of stars. 



 

She hadn't seen anything but darkness since 

that night, and now before her was something 

that was simple and bright and pure. 

 

And full of hope. 

 

"It's beautiful, Mulder," she whispered, tears  

welling up in her eyes as she reached over and  

touched his hand. 

 

He crouched down beside her and put his arm 

around her shoulder, then leaned in and wiped 

a stray tear from her cheek. "So are you," he  

whispered back. "And you're going to be okay." 

 

Sitting here with him now, in the quiet of this  

room, she closed her eyes and for the first  

time in days, she felt like maybe she could get 

through this, and although she knew it wouldn't  

be easy, she knew he would be there to help her. 

 

Slowly opening her eyes, she looked out the  

window again, then turned to him and replied,  

"I'm going to be okay." 

 

~~~~ 

 

 

yellow 



 

 

It was as if everything had shifted. 

 

Last night she'd been lost, with nothing to  

believe in and even less to hope for. 

 

Last night, she didn't know how or even if she 

could possibly deal with everything that had 

happened, and she wanted nothing more than to 

give up. 

 

But then Mulder had made her see the light. 

 

Literally. 

 

He had made her get out of bed and look at the 

gorgeous full moon that was outside, made her 

realize that there was too much out there for 

her to give up, but even more importantly, he'd  

made her feel as if she could do anything.  

 

And she *could* do anything. 

 

Yes, it would be painful and messy and the  

hardest thing she ever had to do in her life,  

but she would recover from this. 

 

And she'd be an even stronger person because  

of it. 



 

~~~~ 

 

Mulder stood in the shower, tears uncontrollably 

slipping down his cheeks as his hands pressed  

against the tiled wall. 

 

He'd cried so much for her the past few days, 

but these tears weren't filled with regret and  

sadness. 

 

These were tears of relief. 

 

~~~~ 

 

He'd called the front desk earlier and asked  

the nurses to tell her that he'd be at the  

hospital by 10:00 and that she needed to be  

ready to leave her room when he got there. 

 

Knowing that she wasn't ready to have her first  

therapy session yet and that it was too soon  

for her to be discharged, she wasn't sure why  

she had to be ready to leave her room, but she  

knew that if Mulder had made the effort to call  

ahead of time instead of just showing up, she  

should probably see if the nurses could help  

her look decent enough to be out in public. 

 

She hated having to rely on them to clean her up  



and wash her hair, and although she was grateful  

for their help, she couldn't help thinking about  

how she was ever going to be able to take care  

of herself once she actually was discharged from  

the hospital. 

 

"You have such nice thick hair, Dana," remarked 

Josie, sliding the comb down the back of her head.  

"I'm sure it feels good to get it washed." 

 

"Yes, it does," she replied, her lids heavy as  

she let her head drop forward. 

 

It was also exhausting, and it was all she could 

do to stay awake. "I'm sorry. I can't seem to  

keep my eyes open." 

 

"That's okay. Most patients are really wiped  

out after having their hair washed for the first  

time," said Josie. "I'm finished now anyway so  

why don't you just lie back and relax until Agent  

Mulder gets here." She grabbed a dry towel from  

the back of the chair, placed it over the pillow,  

then lowered Scully's head down. "Just press the  

button if you need anything else, Dana." 

 

"Thank you," she replied, her eyes already  

closed. 

 

~~~~ 



 

Although she'd had somewhat of a breakthrough  

last night, he wasn't sure what to expect when  

he got to the hospital. 

 

Would she be afraid and closed off from him, or  

would he see the hopeful woman he saw last night? 

 

He didn't know. 

 

He just knew that right now he needed to be with  

her. 

 

Stopping at the light, he looked over at the  

small pot of yellow flowers in the seat. He'd  

wanted something small that could be taken home  

to her apartment after she got out of the  

hospital, something bright and colorful. 

 

And so he'd gotten her a pot of miniature gerber 

daisies. 

 

Although it wasn't much, he knew she wasn't 

ready for anything more. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When she opened her eyes, she wasn't surprised  

to see him sitting in the chair next to her bed,  

his hand lightly resting on top of her hand. 



 

"Mulder, when did you get here?" she asked, her  

voice drowsy as she struggled to open her eyes  

all the way. "I guess I fell asleep." 

 

"I guess you did," he smiled, pushing some loose  

strands of hair off her forehead. 

 

She blinked a few times and yawned. "I'm sorry."  

 

"Don't be. You need to rest." 

 

Fully awake now, she reached up with her right 

hand and tried to touch his face. "So do you." 

 

"I know, but this morning isn't about me. It's 

about you," he said, picking up the pot of  

daisies from the nightstand. "I thought these  

would be something nice for you to look at now  

and once you get out of here. They're supposed  

to be pretty easy to take care of and should  

last a while." 

 

"Thank you, Mulder," she said, touched by his 

kind gesture. "They're lovely," she remarked, 

trying not to let herself think about how she  

could possibly water them once she was at home  

on her own. 

 

He stood up then, set the flowers on the  



nightstand, then walked over to the wheelchair  

that was sitting over in the corner of the  

room. Pushing it over to her bed, he asked,  

"Can I take you for a spin?"  

 

"Are you driving?" 

 

He smiled. "Only if you want me to." 

 

The hopeful expression on his face warmed her  

heart, and although she wasn't sure she was  

ready to have people other than the doctors 

and nurses see her this way, she knew she had 

to start somewhere.  

 

"You know, you don't have to do anything you  

don't want to, Scully." he said softly. 

 

She looked up at him, her eyes fixed on his  

as she pressed her bandaged hand against his  

forearm. "I want to." 

 

~~~~ 

 

"There's something I want to show you," he said, 

rolling her wheelchair down the hallway towards  

the visitors' room. 

 

Although she'd agreed to go with him, he could  

feel the waves of tension rolling off her  



shoulders every time they passed someone in the  

hallway, hear the panic in her breathing the  

further they got away from her room. 

 

Stopping the wheelchair, he crouched down beside 

her and looked into her eyes. "I'm not going to  

let anything happen to you, okay?" 

 

Her eyes pooling with tears, she bit her bottom 

lip, and nodded. 

 

He cupped his hand around her cheek. "Just trust 

me." 

 

"I do," she said, remembering how he'd said the 

same thing to her last night. 

 

Leaning in closer, he kissed her cheek. "Then 

let me do this for you," he said quietly, not  

sure if he should take her back to her room or  

not. 

 

Trying to blink away the moisture in her eyes, 

she nodded at him again, then reached out to 

touch his cheek, the gauze on the bandage  

scraping across his skin. "Okay," she replied. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When they reached the visitors' room, she was  



glad to see that there was no one else there.  

Pushing her wheelchair closer to one of the  

large windows, he set the brake on it so it  

wouldn't move, then stood in front of her. 

 

"Last night I showed you the moon and the  

stars, and now I want to show you what else 

you'd be missing if you gave up," he said,  

holding out his hand for her to grab onto. 

 

She'd barely been on her feet since she'd been 

in the hospital and though she'd stood up last 

night, she wasn't sure her legs were steady  

enough to try it again. 

 

"Just hold onto me," he said, taking hold of 

her forearm and slowly starting to pull her 

out of the chair. "I won't let you go," he  

added, wrapping his arm around her waist and 

guiding her closer to the window. 

 

The muscles in her legs felt weak, and her  

hands felt warm and prickly as he tried to  

help her move into a more comfortable position. 

 

"Now look outside," he said, finally deciding  

that moving behind her to support her was the  

best way for them to stand. "We got some more 

snow last night."  

 



Leaning back against him, she looked outside 

at the winter wonderland, the soft flakes on 

the ground glistening in the sunlight, but it 

was the large oak tree next to the building 

that really caught her eye. 

 

The tree was dusted in snow, every branch  

perfectly painted with a thin layer of white 

crystals. 

 

Taking in the magnificent sight in front of 

her, she felt his arms tighten around her waist,  

felt the tickle of his warm breath against her  

neck. "It's quite a view, isn't it?" 

 

It was amazing, the way the snowflakes sparkled 

in the sunlight as they continued to float down  

from the sky, then gracefully landed on the tree  

in front of her. 

 

And it was amazing that the sensitive man next 

to her continued to believe in her the way he  

did. 

 

Her eyes welling up with tears again, she tried 

to find the words, but couldn't. 

 

He turned her around in his arms then, tipped 

her chin up and looked deeply into her eyes.  

"You've been through something no one should  



ever have to go through, but you're a strong,  

person, Scully. Always have been, always will  

be, and that's something Donald Pfaster can  

never take that away from you...ever."  

 

She thought about what he'd told her last night  

and what he'd just said, letting his words wash  

over her, sink into every part of her being,  

and although her life would never be the same  

again, deep down she knew he was right. 

 

She *was* strong.  

 

Always had been. Always will be. 

 

She leaned into him, rested her head against his  

chest. "Thank you, Mulder." 

 

Being careful of her hands, he drew her in closer 

ran his palm over her hair. "We can do this, Scully.  

*You* can do this." 

 

And standing here with him now, his strong arms  

gently wrapped around her, she finally let herself 

believe that she could. 

 

 

~end~ 

 

 



*Wow, are you as emotionally drained as I am?  

This was a difficult story for me to write,  

but I really felt like I needed to tell it.  

So many times throughout the years that the  

show was on, both Mulder and Scully came close  

to dying, yet they always found a way to survive,  

and I really liked that about them. 

 

But then I got to thinking, what if one of those  

times, they lost hope and weren't sure how they 

could ever move on? What if something tragic  

happened, and it wasn't resolved after just one  

episode? What if they had to deal with that 

tragedy for the rest of their lives?  

 

That's why I wrote this, and that's why it gave  

me a such a great deal of creative satisfaction.  

The words and images were dark and raw and at  

times actually made *me* feel uncomfortable, but  

it is my hope that as you read this, you felt  

some emotions too.  

 

The first story in The Blue Series was originally  

posted December 2004, and now ten years later, in 

November of 2014, it is finally completed.:) 

 

Thank you so much for taking the time to read 

this story. It means more to me than I can say. 

 

 



~Susan 

touchstone98@tx.rr.com 

 

You can read my stories and personal backstory  

notes about them at my new site here: 

 

http://possibilities98.wordpress.com/ 

 

 

 

 


