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Aftereffects

by Susan

~~~~

It’s the scream that he hears the most.

Her piercing scream as she ran down the aisle of the bus is what

invades his dreams every night now.

He thought her fearful cries would go away in time, but they still

linger inside him, nipping and biting at him in the middle of the night.



Most nights, he wakes up in a sweat, his heart pounding in his chest,

his hands shaking.

If he’s lucky, he can sleep for more than an hour at a time.

~~~

It’s the guilty expression on his face she can’t forget.

Guilt for killing Roche.

Guilt for putting an innocent little girl in danger.

Guilt for not finding his sister…again.

In her eyes, no one should feel guilty for killing that monster. He was

a murderer and emotional manipulator who had shown no remorse

for any of his actions.

Even as he sat there behind Caitlyn, a gun pressed to the back of her

seat, he’d looked so arrogant, so smug.

She almost wished she’d been the one to pull the trigger.

~~~~

It had been four days now since he’d killed Roche, and although he’d

been put on suspension and told to stay out of trouble, he wasn’t told

to stay home.



And so he didn’t.

He also didn’t tell Scully where he was going, but now as the plane

touched down in Massachusetts, he couldn’t help wondering if maybe

he should have.

~~~~

Scully sat down on the couch, a book in her hand, a cup of tea beside

her. Though she hadn’t been put on suspension, she’d decided to take

some time off as well.

When they’d flown back from Massachusetts, Mulder hadn’t said a

word to her during the entire flight, and although she knew it would

take a while for him to process all that happened, it had still hurt.

Then again, if it had been her, she probably would’ve acted the same

way, needing time to sort through all her emotions.

Of course, that didn’t stop her from calling him each day since they’d

been back.

And it definitely hadn’t stopped her from worrying about him.

Even though she couldn’t see him, she could tell by the sound of his

voice that he was exhausted, most likely because he wasn’t sleeping.

Was he still having dreams, or was he lying awake every night letting

his guilt consume him?



Taking a sip of her tea, she stared at her phone for a long time, then

finally picked it up.

~~~~

When he opened the door, the house smelled just as musty as it did a

few days ago, and although he knew he should open a few windows

to air it out, he didn’t have the energy to.

He walked over to the couch, the same plastic covered couch that

Roche had sat on just a few short days ago.

The same couch where Roche had looked him right in the eye and

spun his web of lies about Samantha.

The same couch that wasn’t in Chilmark.

How could he have been so stupid? Trusting a murderer to tell him the

truth?

His obsession over his sister had nearly cost the life of an innocent

little girl, and he couldn’t just push that aside.

Lowering his body onto the couch, he let his head drop back on the

cushion and closed his eyes.

~~~~



When she called him all the other times, he answered the phone, his

voice strained as he weakly assured her that he was okay, but this

time there was no answer.

When she tried again fifteen minutes later, he didn’t pick up then

either.

Maybe he just didn’t want to talk to her now. Maybe he was finally

getting some much needed sleep.

Or maybe the guilt he felt had overtaken him, leading him down a

path she didn’t want to consider.

No, he wouldn’t do that.

He’d made some foolish and reckless mistakes during the time they’d

been partners, but he’d never consider hurting himself in that way.

Would he?

Her chest tightening, she tried his number again, but there was no

answer.

Her tea now cold, she dumped it into the sink, put on her shoes,

grabbed her coat, and headed out the door.

~~~~

“Fox! Fox! Help me!” she screamed, her voice filled with terror.



“It’s okay, Caitlyn, I’m right here,” he said, reaching out for her hand.

“It’s going to be okay, and I’m going to take you home.”

“I have your gun, Fox,” said Roche, a smirk on his face as he pressed it

even harder into the back of her seat. “And I’m afraid you’re too late,”

he added, pulling the trigger.

“Noooooooo!” he screamed, sweat pouring down his face as he

jumped up from the couch.

His heart racing, his hands clenched into fists, he frantically looked

around the room, but there was no bus, no Caitlyn, no Roche, no

blood.

There was only the harsh sound of his breathing as his knees gave out

and he collapsed onto the floor.

~~~~

Not bothering to knock, she pulled his key out of her coat pocket,

pushed it into the keyhole, then slowly opened the door.

Almost certain he wouldn’t be inside, she quietly stepped into his

apartment just in case he was.

“Mulder?” she cautiously called out as she walked first to the kitchen

area, then to his bedroom.

No answer.



Although he’d left her behind before without telling her where he was

going, this time felt different.

They weren’t arguing about a case or following a lead. They were on

their own time, and the longer she stood in his empty apartment not

knowing where he was, the more worried she became.

“Where are you, Mulder?” she whispered to herself as she walked out

of his bedroom and into his living room, then sat down on his couch.

Not sure what she should do next, she pulled her phone out, hoping

that maybe if she stared at it long enough, he would call her.

She wasn’t surprised when she looked over at the clock and saw that

an hour had passed, and her phone was still silent.

~~~~

When he opened his eyes, he was surprised to find himself lying on a

couch, his sweaty cheek pressed into the plastic covering the cushion.

He slowly sat up and rubbed his sticky cheek, his eyes darting around

the room as he tried to get his bearings.

And then he remembered.

Roche. Caitlyn. Samantha. The last cloth heart.

His last chance.



A bang.

A scream.

A dark splotch of blood sliding down the window.

A dead man.

No, a sick son of a bitch who killed innocent little girls.

Did he make the right choice when he pulled the trigger?

Damn right he did.

~~~~

Slowly sitting up, she rubbed her eyes and let out a yawn. She wasn’t

surprised to find that she’d fallen asleep on his couch, but she was

surprised when she picked up her phone from the coffee table.

Voicemail call (1) 5:02 pm

Mulder

She blinked several times, sat up straighter, and brought the phone

closer to her face. How could she have slept so soundly in the middle

of the day and missed his call?

Glancing over at the clock on the wall, it was now 5:30, almost a half

hour after he called.



Was he okay? Was he in trouble? Was he hurt? Was he alone?

But more importantly, why didn’t he call her back?

Quickly pressing the button on her phone, she listened to his

message.

“Hey Scully, it’s me. I need you to do me a favor. My flight into Dulles

should be arriving at 11:15 tonight, and I’m going to need a ride back

to my apartment. When you get this, call me back.”

Wait. What flight?

There was a long pause then, and her heart rate increased as she

waited for more.

“Look, I know you’ve been worried about me, Scully, but I’m okay…at

least I think I am. I just needed to…”

Just needed to what? Oh Mulder, what is going on? Where are you?

“Just call me back…okay?”

He paused again, and she pressed the phone even harder against her

ear, hoping to hear more than just his breathing, but all she heard was

the soft click of his phone hanging up.

Her heart beating even faster now, she held her phone in front of her

now and pressed the same button she’d pressed hundreds of times

before.



One ring. Two rings. Three.

And then she heard him. “Scully?”

“Are you okay, Mulder?” she quickly asked, one hand holding the

phone, the other rubbing her forehead.

“I think so,” he quietly replied. “Can you pick me up when my flight

gets in?”

“Where are you?”

No answer.

“Mulder, where are you?” she asked, her throat tightening.

“Chilmark.”

*Damn it, Mulder. Why would you do that to yourself?* is what she

wanted to say, but she closed her eyes and bit her lip instead.

Unfortunately, a vision of Roche’s dead body fluttered beneath her

eyelids.

“I had to come here, Scully.”

“I know.”

And she did know.



She knew that he still hadn’t fully processed all that happened with

Roche, his sister, with Caitlyn...but why hadn’t he told her he was

going there?

She could’ve gone with him and maybe even found more clarity

herself about everything that had happened.

“So…did it help? I mean, did you find what you were looking for?” she

asked quietly, not sure what his answer would be.

But there was no answer. He had already hung up.

~~~~

Staring out the airplane window into the darkness, he felt calm, or at

least that was what he told himself.

It was true...he did feel calmer than when he first flew to

Massachusetts...but there was still a part of him that felt unsettled,

and he knew why.

It was Scully.

He needed to talk to her and tell her what he was feeling, have her

help him make sense of everything.

Even if she didn't agree with his take on things, she would know what

to say to him.



She always knew what to say to him.

He didn't always like to hear it, but her perspective on things made

him think, made him consider possibilities that his mind sometimes

wasn't ready to open up to.

He looked down at his watch, then out into the night sky again, and

took a deep breath.

The pilot had just announced that they’d be landing in about thirty

minutes, and although he'd barely given her any details about his

flight, he knew she'd be there waiting for him when he arrived.

~~~~

She looked down at her watch. His flight was running late, and she

was surprised at just how nervous she felt.

What would he say to her when he saw her? Would he still keep his

emotions all bottled up inside, or would he open up to her?

And what would she say to him if he did?

She didn’t really know.

All she knew was that he was on his way home, and that she’d wait

for him as long as it took.

~~~~



Grabbing his bag from the overhead bin, he slowly made his way

down the tunnel, then through the door that led into the terminal, and

just as he knew she would be, she was there waiting for him.

Their eyes instantly met, and before he knew it, his bag was on the

floor and his arms were around her.

He’d held her before, but not like this.

He tightened his embrace and breathed her in, and he could feel her

arms holding onto him in a different way too.

It felt good. She felt good.

And in that moment, he could feel the broken pieces inside of him shift

back into place.

Almost.

~~~~

He hadn’t said a word since they got in the car. He just stared out of

the window.

And yet she didn’t really mind the silence, especially since she herself

wasn’t really sure of what to say either, she thought as she pulled to a

stop at the light.

“Your place is closer than mine,” he said quietly, finally breaking the

silence.



She turned around then, looked into his tired eyes. “Yes, it is,” she

replied, switching the direction of the turn signal, then turning to the

right.

~~~~

Once inside her apartment, she put her keys on the counter and

headed towards the kitchen. “I’ll make you some tea.”

“Thanks, Scully,” he replied, setting down his bag in the chair, then

sitting down on the couch.

The cushions were soft and comfortable, unlike the couch he’d been

sitting on hours earlier, and as he moved down to one end to make

room for Scully, he felt a wave of exhaustion wash over him. Letting

his body relax, he rested his head against the back of the couch and

closed his eyes.

~~~~

As she gathered the cups and plates and placed them on the counter,

she felt relieved. Mulder was back. He’d called her for a ride, and he’d

trusted her to be there for him.

And then there was that embrace.

She wasn’t expecting him to literally drop everything and hold onto

her that way in the airport, especially out in public, and yet there was

no hesitation by either one of them.



And it felt so good. He had felt so good, his strong arms wrapped

around her back, the warmth from his body radiating against hers.

What was he feeling now that he was back? Was he still consumed by

the guilt she knew he felt, or by going back to Massachusetts had he

actually found some semblance of clarity that would help him move

forward?

Well, there was only one way to find out. Pouring hot water into both

cups, she set a spoon and a tea bag on each plate and headed back

into the living room.

A slight smile crossed her face as she looked down at her sleeping

partner, his head tipped back, his hands loosely folded in his lap. His

face looked so peaceful, the creases in his forehead now smooth, his

full lips slightly parted, and for a moment she simply watched him.

She’d watched him sleeping before, but this time felt more personal.

More intimate.

Setting the plates down on the end table, she kicked off her shoes and

carefully lowered herself onto the other end of the couch. Satisfied

that he wasn’t going to wake up, she stretched out her legs and

rested them on the coffee table, crossing them at her ankles.

The tea she’d just prepared already forgotten, she leaned back and let

out a sigh. He looked so relaxed sleeping beside her, and she couldn’t



help but wonder if what had happened in Massachusetts had

changed things for him in some way.

Would he continue to feel guilty about the last little girl who still hadn’t

been found? Would he try to find her, or was the emotional toll too

great?

And what about Samantha? Would he continue to torture himself

about not being able to find out what really happened to her?

Or had he somehow decided to put all those things behind him and

move forward?

She didn’t know, but as she watched the steady rise and fall of his

chest as he slept beside her, it didn’t matter.

All that mattered was that he’d trusted her, knowing that when he

called her, she’d be there to take care of him.

And she would take care of him, for as long as he needed her to.

Letting out a tired sigh, she placed her hand on top of his, then leaned

back against the cushion and closed her eyes.

~~~~

When he opened his eyes, he was surprised to find Scully asleep on

the couch beside him, but he was even more surprised to find her

hand resting on his leg.



He blinked a few times, rubbed his eyes, then looked down at his

watch. It was 6:21, and though it was still somewhat dark in her living

room, there was enough daylight creeping around the edges of her

curtains for him to not only see her hand on his thigh, but also to see

the small patch of skin now showing where her blouse had gotten

bunched up.

Looking over at her now, her hair somewhat disheveled, her blouse

twisted, her hand dangerously resting close to his groin, he couldn’t

believe how lucky he was.

To have someone in his life who he trusted and who always had his

back no matter what, was something he never imagined he’d ever

have with anyone.

And yet she was there for him time and time again, just as she was

last night.

She didn’t hesitate to bring him here when he mentioned that her

place was closer than his. She just drove him here and offered to

make him some tea, never once asking him why he even went back to

Massachusetts.

He’d apparently fallen asleep shortly after that, but now he was

awake, and he wanted to tell her everything.

About his nightmares. The guilt he felt about Caitlin. The fear he still

felt about finding out what really happened to Samantha. The hope

he has that one day he will be the one to find the last missing girl.



The satisfaction he felt about putting a bullet in Roche’s head and

stopping him from ever hurting another little girl again.

And he did feel satisfied, knowing that Roche was no longer in the

picture. Yes, he knew that there were still other child predators out

there and that there always would be, but this one was gone, and

he was the one who had made it happen.

As sick as that sounded, he now found comfort in that fact, and

although he wasn’t sure how Scully would feel about his newfound

realization, he was sure of one thing.

She would support him no matter what.

Still sound asleep beside him, he carefully reached over and started to

lift her hand off his leg so he could get up, but that’s when he noticed

her fingernails.

They were polished with the lightest shade of pink, so light that it was

barely noticeable. He’d never really seen her wear nail polish before,

or at least he hadn’t noticed her wearing it before, but now he

couldn’t take his eyes off of her hand.

Did she always paint her nails like this, or was this something new? He

wasn’t sure, but something about it touched something inside of him.

It was such a simple thing, really. Something beautiful in the midst of

all the ugliness that surrounded both of them all the time.



Something that made him smile for the first time in days and made

him want to talk to her even more now.

Giving her hand a gentle squeeze, he leaned closer to her face, and

whispered, “Hey Scully…wake up.”

Her eyes fluttering open, she sleepily looked up at him, then down at

his hand which was still holding onto hers.

“You okay? What’s wrong?” she asked in a raspy voice, trying to push

herself up into a sitting position while still holding onto his hand.

Then again, he wouldn’t have let it go anyway.

He turned towards her, rubbed his thumb over the back of her palm.

“I need to talk to you.” he replied, knowing that once he started he

wouldn’t be able to stop.

Her eyes opened wider now, they locked onto his as she held onto his

hand even tighter.

“It’s about Roche.”

She nodded in understanding. “I need to talk to you too.”

Looking at her now, her normally pristine hair messy, her blouse

wrinkled with her warm hand pressed against his palm, he couldn’t

think of anything he wanted to do more.



He kicked his shoes off, put his legs on the coffee table next to hers,

and crossed his ankles. “Okay then, let’s talk.”

Their shoulders not quite touching, she gave his hand a reassuring

squeeze, then quietly replied, “I’m listening.”

~end
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