
Parts Unknown 

by Susan 

~~~~ 

 

------------ 

day nine 

------------ 

 

"What are you doing?" asked Scully as she sat down on the  

end of his bed. 

 

"Sleeping...or at least I was trying to." He rubbed his eyes,  

pulled himself up into a sitting position. "What are you doing  

here, Scully?" 

 

"I had to come here." 

 

"You had to? Why?" 

 

"I had to see you, make sure that what I dreamt was true." 

 

"You had a dream about me?" 

 

"Yes, I did. I've had many dreams about you since I've been  

gone, Mulder, but this one was different." 

 

"How?" 

 

"It was real." 

 

"Dreams aren't real, Scully. They're a reflection of our  

unconscious mind, a peek into our deepest fears and desires." 

 

"Maybe according to Freud, but I know what I saw, and it was  



real." 

 

"What did you see?" 

 

"You, sitting beside my bed, holding my hand and telling me  

that I was going to be okay." 

 

"Oh Scully..." 

 

"Tell me it was real. Tell me that I'm going to be okay. Tell me,  

Mulder." 

 

"You're going to be okay, Scully. You're going to be okay. You  

have to be okay..." he mumbled over and over again, his eyes  

fluttering open as he slowly became more alert. Although his  

bedroom was dark, he could see the numbers 12:21 glowing  

on the clock on his nightstand.  

 

Still groggy, he rubbed his eyes and sat up. "Scully?" he asked,  

leaning forward towards the dark shadow at the end of his bed  

expecting to see her. 

 

And that's when it hit him. 

 

"Scully!" He jumped out of bed and hurried to the bathroom.  

"Shit," he mumbled, the realization that he'd apparently fallen 

asleep when he should've been back at the hospital instead 

suddenly hitting him. 

 

Now fully awake, he quickly splashed some cold water on his  

face, then looked up at himself in the mirror. His shirt was  

wrinkled, his face even darker with stubble than before, and  

it was now also obvious that he hadn't cleaned up or changed  

his clothes either. 



 

"Shit," he muttered again as turned on the shower and took  

off his clothes, then got out his razor and shaving cream from  

underneath the sink while he waited for the water to warm up. 

 

As he leaned over to get the supplies, he couldn't help but  

notice the gold cross dangling in front of him. Reaching  

behind his neck, he started to open the clasp so he could  

take it off, then just as quickly let go of it. 

 

He couldn't take off her necklace, not yet. 

 

No, he was going to take it off and give it to her when he  

could look into her eyes, then put it around her neck himself. 

 

Stepping inside the shower with renewed energy and  

determination, he quickly cleaned up and washed his hair,  

then shaved and got dressed. Though he could still see the  

dark circles under his eyes when he looked in the mirror,  

he looked better than before, and that would have to do. 

 

Ten minutes later, he was out the door and on his way to  

the hospital. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he got to the third floor, it wasn't as busy as it was when  

he'd been there before, and it seemed quieter too. Then again,  

it was 1:00 in the morning. Truth be told, he was surprised that  

the woman at the information desk even let him come up here  

this late at night. 

 

Of course, flashing his badge didn't hurt either. 

 



In his haste to get here, he'd almost forgotten to bring it, but  

luckily at the last moment he'd remembered to grab it off the  

kitchen counter. 

 

Although he was so distraught the first time he was here, he  

remembered the nurse who'd been so nice to him, and he  

was both relieved and surprised to see that she was still here. 

 

She stepped out from behind the nurses' station. "I see you're  

back, Agent..." 

 

"Mulder," he replied, holding up his badge, then shoving it  

back into his pocket. "How's she doing?" 

 

"You know, visiting hours were over a long time ago, Mr.  

Mulder." She looked down at her watch. "Five hours to be  

exact."  

 

"I need to see her," he said simply. 

 

Pamela looked down at the chart in her hands, then up at him,  

her eyes softening. "There hasn't been much change, although  

both her breathing and her blood pressure seem to have  

stabilized, which is good." 

 

She stepped aside then and nodded towards Scully's room.  

"You have fifteen minutes." 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he saw her for the first time many hours ago, he was  

exhausted, devastated. 

 

Broken. 



 

But now as he moved closer to her bed, he actually felt stronger  

than he had in months. 

 

She was alive. She was breathing. She was back home and here  

in front of him where he could watch over her and take care of  

her. 

 

Taking his jacket off, he sat down in the chair next to her bed.  

He looked at the tubes connected to her body, at the steady  

rise and fall of her chest, at her delicate hand. 

 

It was one of the few parts of her that wasn't damaged, her  

skin unblemished, her nails smooth and shiny. 

 

Carefully putting his hand on top of hers, he watched her  

chest rise with every new breath.  

 

In…out.  

 

In…out.  

 

In…out. 

 

And then he gave her his heart. 

 

"Scully, you're the strongest person I know...and because of  

that, I know you're going to be okay. Your strength comes  

from your beliefs, and right now I know you believe you're  

going to get through this just as I do." 

 

He gently squeezed her hand, then continued. "You have to  

get better, Scully, you have to. Who else is going to make 

sense of my theories or hop on a plane with me in the middle 



of the night? Who else is going to steal the pickles off my 

plate, or save my ass when I do something I shouldn't?" 

 

His eyes tearing up, his throat tightening, he couldn't say  

anything else right now, and he didn't want to. Lifting her  

hand up, he pressed it to his cheek and closed his eyes. 

 

Damn it.  

 

He'd come into her room strong and determined, and now  

he couldn't blink away the dampness in his eyes. Her hand 

felt warm against his cheek, and he held onto it tighter as  

he tried to compose himself. 

 

But he couldn't. 

 

As much as he'd denied it, he knew she wasn't just his partner  

anymore. She was his best friend, the person who tried not to  

laugh at his jokes and always listened to what he had to say at  

the same time she was telling him he was nuts. She was the  

person who wasn't afraid to tell him the truth about anything,  

even when he didn't want to hear it. 

 

And she was the person who gave him the one thing that was  

more precious to him than anything else. 

 

Her trust. 

 

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

as he carefully placed her hand back on the bed. 

 

Although the nurse had told him he only had fifteen minutes,  

he wasn't about to leave her anytime soon. Leaning back in the 

chair, he made himself comfortable, then watched her breathe  



for as long as he could until the weight of his eyelids became  

too heavy for him to keep open. 

 

~~~~ 

 

The moment she walked into the basement for the first time,  

he was instantly intrigued. 

 

A firm handshake. Good eye contact. A medical doctor with  

a degree in physics who challenged him on day one. 

 

"The answers are there. You just have to know where to look," 

she'd said right before leaving his office that day, and he  

couldn't remember the last time he'd been more excited to  

start working on a new case. 

 

Day two she did an autopsy on someone who may or may  

not have been human and stood in the middle of the road  

with him as he told her that nine minutes of their lives just  

disappeared. 

 

At the end of the day as she stood before him and dropped  

her robe, trusting him to tell her the truth about the bumps  

on her back, he'd felt a wave of emotions so strong, he  

shared the painful story of his missing sister with her. 

 

He hadn't talked about his sister for years, but there was  

something about her and so he talked and she listened. 

 

Later that night they'd stood in the pouring rain in the middle  

of a cemetery laughing and trading wild theories, and he'd  

never felt more alive. 

 

It was incredible, really. 



 

He'd known her for only two days, and yet it was if they'd  

always known each other. 

 

"Are you having that dream again?" she teased as she sat  

down in the chair in front of his desk. 

 

"What dream?" he replied innocently. 

 

"You know exactly what dream I'm talking about." She smiled,  

putting her elbows on his desk and leaning forward. "So what  

was it this time, Mulder – the fact that I questioned your theories  

on day one or laughing in the rain at the cemetery? No, it was 

probably when I came to your room in my robe, and you saw  

me in my underwear. Am I right?" 

 

He loved it when she was like this. Confident, playful, and even  

a little bit flirty. 

 

Putting his own elbows on his desk, he leaned forward too and  

smiled. "Would you believe me if I said it was all of those things  

and more?" 

 

Her expression now serious, she looked up at the poster behind  

him, and leaned in even closer, then replied, "I want to believe." 

 

She broke almost instantly then, sitting back in her chair, and  

letting out a giggle snort that was so unlike her that he burst  

out laughing too. 

 

"Dana Scully, what am I going to do with you?" 

 

She looked at him, her gaze intense, then leaned forward again  

and reached for his hand. "What do you want to do with me?" 



 

His body jerked awake then just like it did all the other times  

he'd had the same dream, but unlike those times, he didn't  

wake up on his couch. 

 

And he didn't wake up with someone stroking his hair. 

 

Wait, what?  

 

Blinking several times to get his bearings, he slowly lifted his  

head from the arm pillow he'd apparently made on the edge  

of the bed, and watched with disbelief as her hand limply  

slid off his head and dropped back on the mattress. 

 

"Scully?" 

 

She turned her head slightly towards him. 

 

"Oh my God...Scully," he whispered, leaning over her and  

carefully brushing the loose hair away from her forehead,  

then cupping his hand around her cheek. "I'm here." 

 

Her eyes filling with tears, she rasped, "You're here." 

 

~~~~ 

 

He sat in his car in the hospital parking lot, trying to gather  

his thoughts. 

 

Ten hours ago, she'd opened her eyes for the first time, and  

he was still trying to convince himself that it had actually  

happened. 

 

Since then, she'd been put through a series of tests, had the  



nasal cannula removed, and had been sleeping off and on  

through all of it. Of course, her mother had been called and  

had refused to leave her side since. 

 

As for him, he couldn't seem to take his eyes off of her, taking  

note of every time she winced with pain, sighed with relief,  

furrowed her forehead in frustration whenever yet another  

nurse would come into the room. 

 

She hadn't said much since she first regained consciousness,  

not because she didn't want to, but because her frail body  

was still so weak. She did however, have enough energy to  

tell her mom to stop fussing over her, then promptly fell  

asleep right afterwards. 

 

"That's a good sign, Mrs. Scully. She's trying to take back  

control," he'd told her mom as he reassuringly squeezed  

her shoulder. "I'm going to head out, leave you two alone  

for a while, but I'll be back." 

 

That was two hours ago, and now that he'd taken a quick  

nap, gotten cleaned up, had something to eat, and given  

Scully's mom some time alone with her daughter, he was  

anxious to see her again. 

 

And he wanted to be alone with her when he did. 

 

Getting out of the car, he took off her necklace and put it  

in his pocket, then headed into the hospital. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he walked into the room, he wasn't surprised to find  

that Scully was asleep. 



 

Her mother, however, was a different story.  

 

Not sitting in her usual place next to the bed, she was sound  

asleep in the chair against the wall. 

 

"Hey, Mrs. Scully," he quietly said as he touched her arm. 

 

"What is it, Fox? What's wrong?" she asked, her eyes widening  

and immediately on alert as she quickly focused on her  

daughter. 

 

"Nothing's wrong," he reassured her. "Now that I'm here,  

maybe you should go home and get some rest. You've been  

here for hours." 

 

She rubbed her eyes, let out a sigh, and glanced over at Scully.  

"I was just going to close my eyes for a minute, but I guess I  

was more tired than I thought I was." 

 

She stood up then, walked over to the bed, softly brushed her  

palm over her daughter's hair. "Dana's going to be okay, isn't  

she, Fox?" 

 

"She's the strongest person I know." He turned to her and  

smiled. "She got that from her mother." 

 

Both surprised and touched by his words, she gave him a half  

smile in return, then firmly said, "You call me if there's any  

change." 

 

"I will." 

 

She nodded, picked up her purse, and grabbed her coat. "I'll  



be back later," she stated, giving his hand a quick squeeze  

before leaving. 

 

~~~~ 

 

When he'd taken off to parts unknown nine days ago, he was  

lost. 

 

During that time, he'd carried a lot of guilt and done a lot of  

thinking about his relationship with Scully. He also thought 

about how he wanted nothing more than to find out who 

did this to her and about how he'd make them pay, but as  

he held her hand and watched her sleep, he knew exactly  

what he wanted. 

 

And it wasn't that. Not anymore. 

 

"I know you, Mulder, and I know you'll figure things out. You  

always do." 

 

Two nights ago, she'd spoken those words to him in a dream,  

and he hadn't forgotten them since. At the time, he'd heard  

something in her voice that had spurred him on to come  

home, but the moment he walked into her hospital room and  

saw her again, he knew her words meant so much more. 

 

She meant so much more, and he'd figured out exactly what  

was the most important to him. 

 

The X-Files may have been his life, but she was his soul.  

 

Of course, she'd be the first to tell him that he was crazy for  

taking a dream so seriously, but then again, she pretty much  

told him he was crazy on a regular basis, and he quietly  



chuckled to himself at the thought. 

 

"Quit thinking so hard," she croaked, her raspy voice disrupting  

his ruminations.  

 

Startled by her voice, he immediately let go of her hand and  

quickly scanned her from head to toe to make sure she wasn't  

in pain. 

 

"I'm fine, Mulder." 

 

"Scully, you're not fine, but I'll let that one slide," he said as he  

picked up the cup of water from the tray by her bed. "Here,  

take a sip," he said, carefully lifting her head just enough so  

she could more easily reach the flexible straw. 

 

"Thank you." She took a sip and leaned back into the pillow,  

closing her eyes as she swallowed. "That's good." 

 

"More?" he offered. 

 

She shook her head, and he sat the cup back on the tray table. 

 

"So what were you thinking about?" she asked quietly, her  

fingers weakly grabbing onto his shirt sleeve.  

 

"You," he answered simply, though there was nothing simple  

about what he was feeling right now. 

 

She closed her eyes, let go of his shirt, and for a moment, he  

thought she'd fallen back asleep. 

 

"I can't remember anything, Mulder. I tried, but..." she  

murmured, her eyes rimmed with tears as she opened them. 



 

"It doesn't matter, Scully." He slid his hand back into hers.  

"None of that matters." 

 

Letting out a sigh, she nodded her head in understanding. 

 

"But I know something that does matter, something I wasn't  

sure I would ever believe in again." He reached into his pocket,  

pulled out her necklace, and placed it in her palm. 

 

Tears spilling down her cheeks now, she looked at the golden  

cross and gently brushed her thumb back and forth over it. 

 

"When Samantha was taken, I prayed for her return, and she  

never came back...but you did. You came back, Scully," he  

said quietly, his own eyes watery now. 

 

"I came back," she whispered. 

 

Taking the necklace from her hand, he leaned forward, lifted  

it over her head, and gently put it back around her neck. 

 

"I came back," she repeated, her eyes fixed on his as she  

wiped both her cheeks, then rolled the tiny cross back and  

forth between her fingers. 

 

He smiled at the strong woman in front of him. His partner,  

his friend, his soul.  

 

"Yes, you did." 

 

 

~end~ 

  


