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Mulder goes to investigate a cult in West Virginia.  When he doesn't return, Scully goes to find him. *Mulder, Scully, Skinner, and the X Files belong to Chris Carter and 1013 Productions
Scully listened intently as Mulder's voice went on in a dull monotone about the cult he was looking into. How they were holed up in the mountains somewhere worshipping some guy who said he was their savior. 

"Nothing new, Mulder," she said, sipping her coffee and tipping back in her chair. 

"You haven't heard it all, Scully. It's the descriptions of the miracles that have me titillated." 

Scully raised an eyebrow, but passed on possible comebacks to Mulder's choice of verbs. 

"And they would be?" she asked, only half interested. 

"None other than lights in the sky, missing time, disembodied voices...I could go on and on, but you get my drift." Mulder put down the pencil he was playing with and shifted the papers on his desk. "Anyway, I'm heading out there tomorrow...the mountains of West Virginia." 

"Don't you mean 'we're heading out tomorrow'?" Scully asked. 

"Nope, not this time, Scully." Mulder rose from his desk and started putting his jacket on. "You need to wrap up this last case. You still have your autopsy findings to report, not to mention the final meeting with Skinner. I'll only be gone a day or two." 

Scully frowned. 

"Don't look so down, Scully! You hate this kind of thing, anyway." He patted her on the head, rather patronizingly she thought, as he passed and opened the door to leave. "I'll be in touch."

That had been three days ago. Mulder had not been 'in touch' at all. Scully sat in front of Skinner's desk and tried not to show the full extent of the anxiety she was feeling. 

"Isn't it possible, Agent, that Mulder has been unable to phone you, or me, for some reason?" 

"That's exactly what I'm afraid of, Sir," Scully felt fear gripping her insides like a vice. 

"No, I mean something more like his cellphone not working and there not being any phones available in the mountains." 

"But what would be keeping him this long? Mulder said he was going to look around and question some people. He knows he has to report to you, and he also knows that I'd be worrying!" 

"Well, as far as reporting to me goes, this wouldn't be the first time that Mulder ignored protocol. But I guess you have a point, Agent Scully. Mulder most certainly knows that you expected him back last night at the latest. So, if you hear nothing from him today, you have my permission to fly out tomorrow." 

Scully let out a breath she had not realized she'd been holding. "Thank you, Sir." She got up. "I hope it is as you say, and Mulder has just been innocently detained with no way to reach us." 

"I hope so, too, Agent. But you be sure to call in." 

"I will." Scully left his office and took the elevator downstairs to the basement. She fervently hoped that Mulder would call her tonight, but just in case, she picked up the file copy of the cult Mulder had gone to see. Tucking it in her briefcase, she prepared to go home. 

That night she perused its contents, trying to get all the information she could in her head. She kept one eye on the phone, which never rang. 

For the last day and a half, she had tried Mulder's cell phone number, to no avail. It was out of range. 

She went into her bedroom and started packing for the trip. Mostly comfortable clothes, there was no point in dressing up in the back woods of West Virginia. 

  She hardly slept that night. 

<You have got to stop this, Dana> she told herself. <There is some good reason that he's been gone this long and hasn't called you, and you are acting like a fool> Should she really go all the way there to look for him? Was she being ridiculous?  She'd spent so many years keeping a distance between them so that she wouldn't be hurt or their friendship ruined.   But she knew Mulder would do it for her, and she couldn't escape the nagging fear that he needed her help. 

At 5 am she couldn't stand tossing in the bed any longer. She got up, made some coffee, showered, and got dressed. 

Taking her bag, she left for the airport a good 2 1/2 hours early.

The flight was delayed. When Scully finally got on board, there were problems on the runway and she had to sit for an hour before the plane took off. She took the file out of her briefcase and looked through it again. 

Carey Mooreland, 29, leader of the cult The New Beings of Hope. At least 200 followers up in the Appalachian Mountains of West Virginia, refusing to come near civilization, and refusing to let it come near them. 

There had been reports of strange lights, loud booming voices, and disappearances that may or may not be related to the cult. 

Scully leaned her head back on the seat. How had Mulder planned to get close to them? She wished she had paid more attention to his synopsis of the case. But it had sounded like a thousand other X Files that Mulder had told her about...and she hadn't known while he was talking that he was planning to go without her. Was there a reason for that? 

Scully could barely contain her frustration at the slow progress of landing the plane and unboarding. 

~

 Beaufort, West Virginia was a tiny little town with a lot of back woods people in it. 

Scully found a motel not too far from the police station, and then immediately made her way there. 

Officer Briskey, a gangly man with fire-orange hair, was assigned to help her out. 

"I reckon your partner got lost up there in them mountains," he told her, crossing his feet on his desk. 

"What do you mean?" Scully asked, perplexed. "Didn't anyone go with him?" 

"He wouldn't let nobody. 'sides, nobody around here wants ta go up there. Too many things happenin' up that there mountain." 

"I've read the reports," Scully told him.  "But my partner was expected back two days ago, and he hasn't phoned in. I am very concerned about him!" 

"As you should be, little lady," Officer Briskey leaned back in his chair and chewed on his pen. "Anybody fool enough ter go up there is gonna git wupped by those cult fellers or from the aliens one." 

"The aliens?" Scully was quickly getting tired of this hickville police officer. 

"Ohh, yeah. Lots of 'em up there." He leaned forward, confidentially looking at Scully. "That's whar they git ther power!" 

Scully shook her head. "That's where the aliens get their power, or the cult?" 

Officer Briskey snorted. "Both!" he exclaimed. "Anyway, I'll give ya derecktions, and you can go see fer yourself, little lady." 

Scully stood up. "No, you are going to take me. And stop calling me 'little lady'!" 

Officer Briskey looked uncomfortable, but, looking Scully up and down, he seemed to have a change of mind. "Alright Lit--er, Agent Scully, I'll take ya up. But we'll be needin' some campin' gear." 

"Whatever." Scully dismissed him with her hand. "Get it together and I'll be back here at 4pm."

 ~

    After eating lunch and changing and repacking for their trek up the mountain, Scully sat on the park bench waiting for Officer Briskey. She knew that all of West Virginia wasn't like this town. She just wished she didn't have to deal with it right then. 

She sighed and checked her watch. 4:15...where was he?! 

Finally he showed up, backpack on and a big smile plastered on his face.  The sunlight revealed a scattering of freckles across his nose and forehead, causing him to look younger.

"Hey, now, Darlin', you bin waitin' long?"  He placed a big, booted foot on the seat beside her. 

"Yes, actually, and don't call me darling." Scully picked up her stuff and went ahead of him, toward the trail that led up the mountain.  The sun was hot and there was barely a breeze.

 They'd walked for an hour and a half before Scully stopped and sat down on a stump. She fished her water out of her backpack. "So how long until we reach the commune?" she asked, wiping her mouth with her sleeve. 

"We'll walk 'til dark and then camp, then it's another few hours." 

"And you let Mulder go alone?" Scully looked furious. 

"Well, liken I said...nobody's partically wantin' ta go up the mountain. Strange things happen. But anyway, that Agent of yours was bound and determined to go by hisseff." 

"Really." 

"Yes, little-, agent. He was gonna go by hisseff even tho old Jack offered to take him this far." 

Officer Briskey looked at her honestly. Scully finally shrugged. "O'kay, let's get going. How long before dark?" she was getting chilly. 

"Oh, it gits dark here in these mountains fast. We'd better be lookin' for a place ta camp." 

They began walking again.

  When they found a place suitable for camping, Officer Briskey started pitching a tent. 

"Where's the other one?" Scully asked. 

"The other what?" the officer asked innocently. 

"The other tent!" 

"I only have the one." 

Scully scowled at the brazenness of this stupid man. "Well, then I hope you like the open air." 

1 am 

Somewhere in the Appalachian Mountains 
Scully tossed and turned on the hard forest floor. <This sleeping bag might as well not even be under me!> she thought, kicking it around with her feet. She hadn't gotten a wink of sleep, but could hear Officer Briskey snoring away by the campfire. <I guess I should feel lucky that he brought two sleeping bags!> she thought, wryly. 

She had just closed her eyes and felt herself dozing off when screaming from outside the tent caused her to jolt awake and sit up. She saw a shadow outside jumping around before the brightest light she had ever seen blinded her and caused her to throw her arms up over her face. Sounds like a hundred voices talking at once filled the night air. Scully was terrified...she had never experienced anything quite like it. She crawled to the tent flap as the screaming intensified. She knew it was Officer Briskey. "Briskey! What's happening!" she cried, but her voice was lost in the jumble of unearthly sounds. She let her eyes open for a moment, only to be blinded again. She had no choice but to wait it out. As suddenly as it began, the screaming stopped. Scully took her hands down gingerly. There were still lights blazing outside, but nothing like the electrifying blaze she'd seen before. She poked her head out of the tent. 

Something that looked like a hundred search lights filled the sky in the distance. She crawled out and stood up.

There was no sign of Briskey. Scully called to him again and again as one by one, the lights in the distance vanished from the night sky. 

Scully walked a little way, her gun poised. She wondered if the man was injured and lying out somewhere in the dark. She kept calling to him for awhile, then finally gave up. She went back to the campsite. The fire had burned out and was smoldering. She crawled back into her tent and wrapped up in the sleeping bag. She then looked through her satchel for her cellphone in order to call for help. She turned it on and put it to her ear...nothing. There would be no sleep tonight.

 At the first sign of morning, Scully was packed and 

ready to go. She left Briskey's stuff there and travelled lightly. It was drizzling, and as Scully walked on, she became increasingly angry. Why was Mulder always running off and doing something dangerous? And why did she always 

go running after him to save his butt? 

She didn't want to think about the reason why. 

She had a map of approximately where the commune was. She hoped she was headed in the right direction. She had no idea what she was going to do once she got there. 

When she stopped about 11am to eat some lunch, she fished around in her backpack for her cell phone. Might as well try it again. She turned it on, but was unable to get a 

dial tone. 

"Shit!" she exclaimed, thrusting it back into her pack. 

After resting a few minutes, she got up and continued on her way.

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

    About 1pm, she entered what looked like a clearing. In the distance she could see smoke curling over a bunch of trees. She walked forward until she got to a barbed wire fence. Scully put her stuff down and looked around. A few feet from her was a sign that read KEEP OUT: PRIVATE PROPERTY. 

Scully sighed and then climbed under the fence, pulling her backpack with her. 

As she made her way a little farther, she was startled to hear barking. She swung around just in time to see a snarling Doberman running fast toward her, his intent plain. On his heels were 3 more. She pulled her gun out of it's holster and shot the first one squarely in the head, then quickly shot another.  She was relieved when the other two turned and ran.   She took off for the trees, knowing that someone would've heard her shots.

 Scully was breathless when she finally stopped. She listened intently. She could hear voices not far from her. Looking around, she pushed her way into a clump of large bushes. 

Willing her breathing to quiet down, Scully sat very still and waited. 

The voices got closer. 

"Those stupid policemen can't keep away from us." 

"They're going to regret it. Did you see any one?" 

"A small figure running. ...don't know where they went." 

Scully held her breath. 

The leaves on the ground rustled all around her. 

"..shot our dogs." 

"...later on." 

The voices died away. Scully waited a good 30 minutes before coming out of the bushes. 

What was she going to do now? What had these people done with Mulder? Had he wandered in here and been grabbed by the cultists?

Scully had to sit and wait until dark. She couldn't risk being seen.   She spent this time looking over the file again and rearranging her backpack.  As soon as she dared, she walked toward where she could see a group of huts in the distance. 

Thunder rumbled. "Oh crap!" Scully mumbled. "That's all I need!" Upon getting as close as she could to the camp, Scully knelt by some wood that was stacked at the boundary of the commune. There were quite a few people in robes walking around, their feet bare on the grass. Scully squinted and tried to see if Mulder was anywhere around. Maybe they had him in one of the huts. She retreated back to the woods until things settled down. 

2:30am 

Scully entered the campground, her hand hovering near her gun. She wore a sweatsuit and her sneakers. She didn't make much noise as she made her way around the shelters. They seemed to be made of mud and grass. One of them was a lot bigger than the rest, situated in the center of the group. She crept up to it and got under the window. <Sometimes I really wish I was taller!> Scully thought irritably. She looked around for something to stand on. Finally finding a bag of trash, she carefully balanced herself on the sturdy middle of it. Teetering a little, she peered in the window. A man Scully recognized as the leader of the group from Mulder's picture in the file was sitting at a table reading something,  but Scully couldn't see exactly what it was from where she was standing.  He was using only a candle to read by. 

After a few minutes, he extinguished the flame. The room went dark. Scully didn't move, lest she make a noise that would catch his attention. She could hear him rustling the bedclothes through the open window. She held her breath. 

After a few minutes, she heard him snoring softly. 

Scully stepped down off of the trash, and quietly moved to the door, trying the handle. It turned easily.  She pulled it open, wincing at the small noise it made. She crept in and slid across the wall. She could see the form of Carey Mooreland on the cot.  As soon as her eyes adjusted to the dimness, she went over to where he had been sitting.  The book that he had been reading lay open before her on the table. 

Scully leaned down, flicking on her penlight and skimmed the page. It was all about guidance for the New Beings of Hope. Blah, blah, seclusion, blah, blah, distance oneself from worldliness. Blah, blah, sacrifices to the lights...Scully's blood ran cold.

 Sacrificing to the Lights? This was probably the explanation for the missing people. Was that what had happened to Mulder? 

Icy chills ran down Scully's back. She quickly exited the hut, the book tucked under her jacket. 

Once in the relative safety of the woods, Scully opened it and used her flashlight to read by. 

Once a month the sacrifices were made to the Lights. People were taken to its "presence" and the Lights took them.  What did that mean? She perused the pages, trying to find out exactly how the people were killed, but there was no mention of that. Only that the Lights took them. 

Was that what had happened to Officer Briskey? Scully recalled the unnaturally bright lights and the man screaming. She also remembered the inhuman voices talking at once. 

Scully read some more. 7 sacrifices were made, one every other night, at the beginning of every month. She calculated. Today was the 4th. If last night had actually been a sacrifice of Officer Briskey, then it was the second of the month. That would mean the first had been two days before that. The second night Mulder had been here! 

Scully shut the book abruptly. What should she do? There would be five more sacrifices, the next one taking place the following night. And she needed to return this book before Carey Mooreland found it missing.

Scully hurried back into the compound and over to Carey Mooreland's hut. She eased the door open again, and then made her way to the table, placing the book down as it had been before. 

She scurried back out the door, closing it quietly behind her. When she swung around, she ran straight into a strong male chest. 

Scully gasped, and looked up. Mulder! 

"Mulder! Thank goodness it's you. Where have you been?" she took his arm and led him over to the side of the hut. She looked him over. He was dressed like the rest of the community...a white robe and bare feet. "What are you doing?" she asked him. 

"You are not supposed to be here," he said, taking her arm.  His face was devoid of emotion.  "You have trespassed on the holy ground of the Sacred Lights." 

"What?" Scully pulled her arm from his grip, but he grabbed her by the shoulders and started shoving her over to the front of the hut. "Come with me." 

"Mulder, what are you doing? Are you crazy?!" Scully struggled to free herself from his grip, but couldn't. Mulder opened the door and pushed her in, sending her sprawling on the floor. 

Scully's mind raced.  What was wrong with him? Had he taken a position in the group to learn some information and now didn't want her to blow his cover? She rubbed her arm where he had held her. Well, he didn't have to be so damn convincing! 

Carey Mooreland awakened, and came toward them, rubbing his eyes. He was tall, fair, and very unassuming. 

"What is the matter, Fox?" he asked, softly. 

"I found this woman outside your quarters, Master." Mulder replied evenly. 

Mooreland looked Scully over. "Who are you?" 

Scully tried to think whether she should lie or tell the truth. Knowing that her backpack was in the woods with her i.d. in it, she decided to tell the truth. To hell with protecting Mulder's cover. 

"My name is Dana Scully and I am a FBI agent. I have come searching for my missing partner, here." She gestured at Mulder. Mulder looked at her strangely. Was he mad she had blown it for him? Well, she didn't care. They had been worried, and she had gone to considerable trouble getting here to save his ass once again. 

Mooreland looked at Mulder. "Do you know her?" 

"No." Mulder said. 

Now Scully was really mad. Fine, throw her to the wolves! Anything to let you go on with your crazy investigations! She glared at him. 

Mooreland opened the door and called out. A half a second later, two men appeared and grabbed Scully by the arms. When she resisted, one of them punched her squarely in the jaw, knocking her down. They then picked her up and took her away.

Scully awoke on the dirt floor of a dark hut. All she could think about was how bad her head hurt and how much she had to use the bathroom. Gingerly, she felt her face. A little swollen at the jaw. No doubt red and ugly. 

She stood up. There wasn't even a window in this hut! The only light came from a crack under the door. 

Scully felt tears spring to her eyes, despite herself. She felt incredibly betrayed by Mulder, even if he did have his reasons. She knew they must be awfully good ones for him to let her go through this. She sat back down and leaned against the side of the hut, letting the tears fall unchecked.

Scully hadn't eaten for hours, and had been forced by absolute necessity to pee in the corner of the hut, when someone finally opened the door.   She squinted in the light. 

The woman was dressed like all the others.  She carried a tray with some fruit and bread on it, and a cup of water which she set it down in front of Scully. She also set down something that Scully suspected was the equivalent of a chamber pot. 

She started to leave, but Scully grabbed her arm. "Wait...please." 

The woman turned back and looked at her with eyes that were not unkind. 

"Please...why are they holding me here?" 

"You have trespassed on our holy ground," the woman said. 

"But...I was trying to find my friend. He is among you...Fox is his name." 

The woman shook her head. "Fox is not of your world any longer." 

"Then...then let me leave!" Scully felt she had to get out of there, even if just to notify Skinner and get help for Mulder. He must be pretending to be one of them out of fear. Surely he would come to her soon... 

"You cannot leave. All who step on holy ground must not leave. They must go to the Lights." 

"But Fox came, and he was not sacrificed!" Scully's mind raced. Did they plan to sacrifice her? And exactly what did that entail? 

"Fox is one of us. He knows about the Lights. He understands what it all means. He was one of us before he came, only he did not know it." she pulled away from Scully and started to leave again. 

"Will you tell him I need to see him?" Scully pleaded as the woman walked out of the hut. She turned to Scully again, her face shadowed. 

"I will tell him." 

  Scully waited all that day. They didn't bring her any more food. Finally, at dusk, the door opened. 

Mulder stood there with a tray of food. 

He closed the door and walked across the hut, setting the tray beside her on the ground. Then he just looked at her. 

"What is going on, Mulder?" Scully finally asked when the silence was more than she could stand. 

"Fox." 

"You don't even let your parents call you that." Scully echoed his quip from years earlier. 

"I have no parents but the Lights." 

"Mulder, cut the crap!" Scully stood up. "Why have you stayed on here, and when in the hell are you going to let me out?" 

"You are the next sacrifice. You are an intruder." 

Scully grabbed his arm. "Stop it!" She looked up into his eyes. What she saw there, or rather didn't see, scared her. "Mulder what is wrong with you?" She slid her hand down his arm until she was holding his hand in hers. "What have they done to you?" she asked quietly, supressing her tears. Mulder's face softened a little. "Don't be afraid.  It'll be over quickly." 

"Mulder!" Scully was exasperated. She dropped his hand and reached up and grasped his shoulders. "You came here to investigate these people! You never came back! I was worried, Skinner was concerned...so I came to find you. To take you back with me..." Mulder shook off her touch. 

"This is my place. This is where I have always been meant to be. I do not know you." 

Scully looked at him with extreme hurt in her eyes. "You don't know me?" 

Mulder shook his head and turned to go. 

"Do you know Samantha?" Scully asked suddenly.  Mulder didn't even pause.  He went out the door. 

Scully was at her wits end. It had been a long time since she had been without Mulder to depend on. To advise her, to back her up.  She knew she was perfectly capable of making decisions, but this situation was not something she'd been prepared for.  Had Mulder been brainwashed?

As the night deepened, she became very afraid. This was the night of the next sacrifice. They would be coming for her. And then what? 

Scully sat very still...all tensed up and unable to relax. It was getting late. Why hadn't they come? She looked at her watch. 12:45. It was close to the time Briskey had been taken. 

Suddenly, she heard voices in the distance. She jumped up, and took a stance to flee or protect herself. The voices came closer and got louder. Suddenly they were all around, like the night Briskey disappeared. Very loud, hundreds of voices talking at the same time. Unintelligible. 

Then there was the light.....brighter than any known on earth. Scully covered her eyes, sank down into a little ball with her head tucked under her arms, her eyes tightly shut. And still that wasn't enough to keep out the horrible light. 

Then she heard screaming...a woman screaming. The light intensified, and the voices grew agitated and even louder. 

In a few moments it was over, and Scully was sunk into a deep darkness. She finally sat up and her eyes adjusted. She let out a sigh and leaned up against the wall of the hut. Someone else had been tonight's sacrifice. She had two more days. 

  <There will be four more sacrifices> Scully thought, as she lay on the hard, cold ground and tried to sleep. She would more than likely be next. She wondered who the woman was tonight. She remembered that Mulder's file had told about a woman who had disappeared while hiking a week ago. Then why was Briskey taken before she was? Maybe tonight's victim wasn't that woman at all. Briskey had been #2, so the missing hiker must have been number one. And tonight's unfortunate victim, whoever she was, had been the third. Scully was next. She had to figure out how to escape or bring Mulder to his senses in the next two days. 

After about an hour, Scully finally fell into a fitful sleep. 

  The next morning, when a girl brought her some fruit and bread, Scully asked to see the master. 

"I do not know if he will see you," the girl said uncertainly. She looked to be no more than 14. If Scully didn't know for certain that there were two men standing outside, she would try to overpower her and run. 

"Please," Scully searched her mind, "I..I know something about the lights...I need to tell him. I have seem them before." 

The girl looked at her closely and then nodded. She left the hut.

~

 In the early afternoon, just as Scully was about to give up hope that he would come, Carey Mooreland stepped into the hut. 

Scully stood up. "I-I'm glad you came." 

"You know something about the Lights?" 

"Yes."  Scully licked her bottom lip nervously.   " I have seen them before." Scully could see he was plainly interested. 

"When?" he asked, his eyes hooded.  He was a tall man, and he carried himself very straight. He seemed extremely calm.  Scully wondered if he was on something. 

"I have seen them with my partner, M--Fox. We have seen them in the sky. I know that they are powerful." 

He nodded. "Is that all you want to tell me?" 

Scully tried frantically to think of something that might help her out in this situation. Buy her some time. "I know that...that they can take people." 

Carey Mooreland nodded again. "They require that we give them people. But the people are fortunate. They will know more than we can know here." 

Scully tried a different tactic.  "I-I don't believe I am worthy to go..." 

"No one is.  It does not matter." He turned, and was gone.

 Scully was growing desperate. She bent down and started yelling through the crack under the door. 

"Hey! Somebody! Hey!" this went on for a few minutes, until she finally heard someone approaching the hut. The door was unlocked and opened. 

The woman who had first entered the hut stood there, her dark eyes scrutinizing  Scully. "You will get in trouble if you keep yelling like that." 

"I'm sorry, but..." Scully straightened up. "I want a bath. I'm filthy.  Please." 

The woman stood looking at her a moment longer and then left. 

Scully sighed. She didn't know if she would be granted a bath or not. 

About 20 minutes later, the door opened, and the same woman carried a large tin tub into the hut. She set it down. Inside was a bar of soap and a towel. The woman took these out and handed them to Scully. Then she motioned to someone outside the door. Two women stepped in with buckets of steaming water, and each poured them into the tub. Then they all silently left. 

Scully stood looking at the door a moment, and then sighed and got undressed. Her outfit from days ago was filthy and worn. She was thankful to get it off. She stepped into the hot water, ignoring the slight burning sensation, and sat down. 

"AAHhh." she said.  She took the soap and lathered up her tired limbs. 

After the water became cold, Scully finally stepped out of the tub. She had washed her hair with the soap, and she now combed her fingers through it. Having no dryer, she would have to let it dry naturally, which meant that it would curl up. She dried off with the towel and looked around for something to put on. She spied something the woman had hung on a peg on the wall. Scully went over and took it off. It was one of the white robes that they all wore here. Scully was glad she at least didn't have to put her dirty clothes back on. She slipped the robe over her shoulders and tied it in front. 

Feeling refreshed, Scully sat down and waited for someone to bring her food. 

It was several hours later when this happened. It was the young girl from before. "What is your name?" Scully asked her. 

The girl looked at her steadily. "Ann," she said. 

"Well, Ann, I want to ask you a favor. Would you please ask my friend Fox to come back and talk to me?" 

The girl looked guarded. "I shouldn't." 

"Well, I don't mean to get you into any trouble. It's just that...I'm excited about the Lights, and I want to talk to Fox about it.  Please." 

The girl finally nodded and left. 

~

 It was evening before he showed up. 

When he entered the hut, and the light streamed in, he saw Scully clean, freckled, hair curly and clean, in a white robe, with her small feet bare. Something stirred within him. 

"Hello, Fox.  Please call me Dana." She said. 

"You wanted to speak with me,...Dana?" Mulder asked. Scully felt her heart tighten at the sight of him, and at the terrible knowledge that he didn't remember her at all. 

"Yes. I-I want to talk to you about the Lights.  I know I will be taken by them soon." 

"Yes," he waited for her next words. 

Scully swallowed. She looked around the dim room. "Listen, could we please take a walk or something? I would hardly get far..." she gestured to her bare feet, and the inability she would have to run away in the forest. 

After a minute of studying her, and gazing into her clear blue eyes that seemed endless and able to swallow him, Fox went against his better judgement and agreed. He motioned for her to walk out of the hut ahead of him. 

Scully had to squeeze by him through the door, and the closeness of their bodies as she passed through sent an ache all the way to the center of her soul.

Mulder and Scully walked slowly through the compound. Scully tried to choose her words carefully. 

"Mu-er, Fox," she began, "Do you remember your sister Samantha? She was taken by the Lights." 

Mulder looked pained, as if he remembered, but didn't want to. Scully looked over and up at him. She wished she knew what was going on in his mind. 

"We have been friends for a long time, Mulder. I mean, Fox. I usually call you by your last name, because of our work. And you call me by mine...Scully." She searched his face for some kind of reaction. A slight twitch, maybe, but that was all. 

"Well, Fox, could you tell me why they have chosen me for the Lights ?" 

"Because you came here. They need a certain amount of people." He looked at her suddenly, as if he had said too much.  It hurt Scully, because she was so accustomed to his trust in her.

~

The entire compound was made up of huts. They all looked the same, with the exception of Carey Mooreland's, which was bigger.  People mulled around outside, cooking and talking. They were all dressed alike, in the white robes. One thing that Scully found odd was that there were no children. No one looked younger than the girl, Ann, who was about 14. 

"Where are the children?" Scully asked. 

"There aren't any." Mulder said. They had come to the edge of the camp, and Mulder motioned for her to sit next to him on a wooden bench. 

There were trees hanging over them, and the area was somewhat secluded.  If she had shoes on, Scully thought she might have outrun him in the woods. But this would only be because he was shoeless. Anyway, Scully knew she couldn't leave him there. Even though common sense would be to leave and get help, Mulder's mental condition concerned her and she knew she could not bring herself to leave him. She raised her face to his, tears brimming in her eyes. He looked concerned for her, and gingerly touched her hand, which was in her lap. She looked down at their hands there together. His was so big and brown. So familiar to her. Hers was small and white, with a few freckles sprinkled over them and her nails well manicured. Scully loved the look of Mulder's hands. Without thinking, she raised his hand to her lips and kissed it softly, her tears spilling over and running down his palm. He raised his other hand and reached over, tilting her chin up to look at him. The gesture was so familiar to Scully that she felt a catch in her throat. She choked back a sob. 

"Are you afraid, Dana?" he asked softly. 

"Yes, I am very afraid.  I am very afraid for you."

Mulder looked surprised. "Afraid for me?" 

Scully nodded. "Mulder, we have been friends a long time. You aren't the same. You left, never called me, and when I get here you don't even know me. We-we were very close." There was a catch in her voice.  

Mulder leaned down suddenly and put his lips on hers, warm and inviting. Scully gasped at the unexpected softness of his mouth. She moved hers beneath his and tasted her own tears. Without meaning to, she raised her arms and put her hands on his head, threading her fingers through his hair. She felt overwhelmed by his warm breath on her face and his tongue in her mouth. 

When they parted, Mulder looked in her eyes and said. "Were we this close?" 

Scully didn't know what to say. "Um, sort of," she blushed.  Mulder's mouth came down on hers again, this time more passionately. How many times had Scully wished for this to happen? But she was always afraid. Perhaps the fact that Mulder wasn't in his right mind made it easier for her to let it happen. She responded to his kisses, and thrilled at the feel of his warm hands on her face.

After a moment, Mulder pulled back from her and gestured toward a hut directly in front of them. His eyes were smiling. 

Scully looked over at it and then back at him. He stood up and held out his hand for her to take. She stared at it a moment, and then, getting up off the bench, put her hand inside it, allowing him to lead her inside his hut. 

It was as sparsely furnished as Carey Mooreland's was. Mulder walked over to the slim cot in the corner and took a comforter-type of blanket off of it. He fanned it out and spread it on the floor. Then he gestured for her to sit on it. She did, curling her feet underneath her. He sat down next to her. Then he reached silently over for her, and she fell into his arms. 

 All Scully could think about was that this is what she wanted, and had wanted for a long time. 

<No, this isn't right...this isn't really Mulder> her mind told her, as his kissed deepened.  Then her heart said <He won't remember this.  You may not be alive tomorrow.>

Her brain was obviously befuddled by her senses, which were spinning quickly out of control. The feel of Mulder's bare skin, his hands inside her robe, his mouth on hers... 

Mulder's voice sounded breathless in her ear "This feels so right. I feel so right with you." 

"Yes, we are right together, I can't fight it any more..."  Scully loosened the tie around his waist and his robe fell open.  Gingerly she took him into her hand and he moaned, pushing her down onto the blanket and covering her with his body.  Scully felt that everything that had ever happened in her life had led to this moment alone, the moment when he entered her body with his and they became one.

Before daylight, Mulder awakened Scully and took her back to her hut. He kissed her lightly on the lips. "They would not like it if this were known. I will see if I can persuade the master to postpone the sacrifice." 

"But that will mean that someone else will be the fourth one..." Scully said. 

"It'll buy you some time, though." Mulder left her alone. 

The next day, Mulder brought her food and told her that he had explained to Carey Mooreland that she knew things about the Lights that they needed to know. This would allow Mulder some time with her, and also postpone her sacrifice for a couple of days. Scully was not happy that someone else would die in her place, but could see no way around it. 

Later in the afternoon, he took her for a walk again. 

"I feel so comfortable with you, Dana," he said, squeezing her hand when they were certain they were alone. 

"I told you, we have known each other for quite awhile. We trust each other, and depend on one another for our own safety.  Mulder, I just don't know what they have done to you to make you completely forget your life and me." 

Mulder looked at her, her face uplifted to his. He pulled her closer to him and the heat from his body warmed her.  He brushed her hair back from her face with his hands. "I'm a fool to have forgotten you," he said, searching her face longingly. 

Scully didn't know what to say. This was a very confusing situation for her. Mulder obviously thought they had had more of a relationship than they had...or, at least, a more intimate one. 

"Something has made you forget, Mulder." 

"Why do you call me that, anyway?  Why wouldn't you call me Fox?" 

Scully shrugged. "You asked me not to. I don't know why. You just didn't like it much, and asked me not to. I just respected your wishes." 

Mulder nodded slowly.  He tilted his head sideways.  "I just wanted you to call me Mulder because...because I didn't like to be called Fox. And then later, it seemed like an intimacy between us." 

Scully looked surprised. "You remember that?" 

"I just know that is the way it is, somehow," and he leaned over her, and kissed her softly, tenderly, in a way that made her wish he never had to remember, because with his memory would come the distance between them again.  

Regaining her senses, she placed her hands on his chest and gently pushed him away. "You have to think, Mulder. What has made you forget? Have they hypnotized you somehow? Subliminal suggestion? Drugs? Have you been injected with something?" 

Mulder shook his head, then bent and lightly nibbled her neck, causing her next words to come out shakily. "W-what about food? Or drink?" 

Mulder raised his head and seemed to be considering this.  "There is a kind of punch...that we all drink. It's made from some kind of berries. We have it with every meal." 

Scully's eyes lit up. "Yes! That must be it! Mulder, you mustn't drink it anymore. Find a way to pour it out." 

He nodded. "I'll try. But, it seems that the Lights are important to me..." 

"They are important, Mulder, but not in the way these people are making you believe. Do you know what their ultimate plans are?" 

"I just know that we are not to procreate. We are to stay of the same number. When I came here, they had lost one somehow. I replaced him. And soon the Lights will come for us all, once we are educated enough, and the proper amount of sacrifices have been made." 

"Do you know when this is?" Scully asked. 

Mulder shook his head. 

"Well, it doesn't matter. All we need to do is make sure you don't drink anymore of that so you will regain your memory. And to keep me alive until you do."  

 Scully couldn't spend too much time alone with Mulder, without Carey  Mooreland becoming suspicious. She was glad that they had figured out that the punch was probably the cause of Mulder's amnesia, but a part of her hated to lose what they had found together. She pulled away, though, when he tried to get her to come to his hut again. She felt that too much intimacy would make it even harder on her in the end. 

Mulder took her back to her hut, promising that he would manage not to consume any more of the drink they had been giving him. Now he had to go to Carey Mooreland's hut and give him a believable summary of his talk with Scully about the lights. 

"Don't worry," he told her. "I'll come up with something."

 ~

It was with some fear that Scully curled up to go to sleep that night. She knew that this had been the intended night of her sacrifice, and now someone else would be taking her place. 

She could not seem to relax enough even to doze. Had they found someone from the town? They had to keep their own number the same, so she knew that it couldn't be someone in the compound. 

It seemed forever before the now-familiar voices rose out of the night, causing Scully to cover her ears with her hands. Then the blinding lights that went on seemingly forever. There were the screams of the human sacrifice, made more terrible by Scully's own narrow escape. She felt she couldn't stand it anymore if it didn't end soon... 

And then, finally, it was over, and Scully could open her eyes again, and put her arms down. The night was quiet and still. Only the distant humming of the bugs broke the silence. Scully lay back down and tried to quiet the beating of her heart and regulate her breathing. When would this nightmare end? When she closed her eyes, sheets of light were imprinted on the backs of her eyelids from the intense brightness she had witnessed. 

After several hours, Scully finally drifted off to sleep. 

The next day, the young girl who so often brought her food came again. 

She refilled Scully's tub, and gave her fresh towels and a clean robe. Scully thanked her. She tried to draw her into conversation, but the girl would have none of it. 

After eating and bathing, Scully waited. She hoped that Mulder would come soon. It seemed an eternity before the door opened and she saw him standing there. He smiled at her and held out his hand. She took it and they went walking to the same secluded spot as before.  Mulder stopped and pulled her to him, kissing her as if she were his life's blood.  Scully could swear that she tingled all the way to her toes. The skin on his face was soft and he smelled sweetly of soap and water. His mouth tasted good, too. It was warm, and gentle, and it felt so completely right on hers. A perfect fit... 

<Stop it, Dana. You are heading for trouble thinking like this! You shouldn't be letting him kiss you! What is going to happen when he comes to his senses? He is going to wonder why you let him make love to you...or he won't remember at all, which may be worse.> 

All of this and more her brain berated her with as she kissed Mulder, as her hands moved over him, as she allowed him to take her to his hut. But her body didn't listen. It wouldn't listen, because it was satisfied. 

It seemed to Scully that this time was even better than before. Mulder murmured her name so softly, he looked at her with what she could plainly see was love, and her heart almost broke to think it would end soon. 

He was so gentle and caring, yet even more passionate than the first time. He looked at her with questioning in his eyes, touched her with reverence, until finally she let go and let him know how she felt for him, and how very much she wanted him...for what had she to lose anymore? It seemed to her that everything was worth this one hour in time. 

  Then afterwards he held her tenderly again, kissing her forehead softly. He held her so close, and she listened to the beating of his heart as she fell asleep. 

Again, he woke her up before daylight and prepared to take her back to her hut. 

"We are going to have to make our escape tonight, Scully." he whispered in the dark. "Before time for the sacrifice. I'll have to get things ready today, so I may not see you." 

Scully searched the dark for a glimpse of his face, but couldn't make it out. "Have you succeeded in not drinking the punch?" she asked him. 

"I was able to pour it out the four times it was given to me." Mulder said. 

"And...are you beginning to remember anything?" Scully felt afraid, and mentally shook herself. Of course she wanted him to come back to himself. 

He chuckled softly. "Oh, I'd say so. My memory started returning almost immediately. Bit by bit until in a flash I had it all pieced together. How I had come up the mountain, refusing a guide. How they had taken me from my tent, and probably would've sacrificed me to their lights, except another member had recently died and they found out I had a knowledge, and former experience of, the lights. So they took me in, and immediately began giving me the punch. And I remember everything during that time, too." 

Scully was shocked into silence. 

Mulder's voice came again in the dark. "Everything." 

Scully sat still as stone in the dark.  He knew...he had known last night when he brought her here...finally she said weakly "Why didn't you tell me that you had remembered?" 

After a moment Mulder explained.   "Well, I discovered that my pretty little partner responded better to the drugged Mulder. Certainly the walls weren't there." 

Scully felt herself blushing. "I'm sorry, Mulder." 

He reached out and touched her. "We'll talk about it later. Now let's get you to your hut before people start waking up." 

On the way there, Scully thought about the time they had just spent together. It was Mulder! The real Mulder, making love to her. Her head was spinning. She couldn't grasp it all. 

Back in her hut, Mulder whispered. "See you tomorrow night. Be rested and ready." Then he left.

   ~ 

The next day lasted forever. 

One of the women came to her and told her that she had to fast all day as to be ready for her "trip". Scully wished this wasn't so, for she wouldn't have the strength she needed for tonight. Mulder was purposely staying away from her, so as not to arouse suspicion. Scully knew this, but felt worried all the same. 

Along dusk, Scully heard an uproar further on in the camp. She strained to hear, but couldn't make anything out. She felt so utterly helpless locked in this stupid, dark hut. Tears of frustration filled her eyes. She tried to calm herself with good thoughts...like remembering holding Mulder and the things they did together on that blanket... things that he knew he was doing to her and with her!

He had taken a terrible risk to be with her. It was a terrible sin in this cult to commit the act of procreation. Scully remembered seeing it in the book. Punishable by death. 

A terrible fear gripped Scully's heart. What if someone had seen them? What if they had taken Mulder? 

Damn! Why couldn't she get out of here! She wanted to know if he was alright! 

The later it got, the more Scully feared that Mulder was not coming for her. Scully paced the small hut, making a groove in the dirt floor. She tried the door knob. Peaking out of the crack at the bottom, she tried to discern whether she had guards or not. Voices from the camp could be heard a little ways away. She wondered, for the millionth time, what was going on. She didn't see feet. She pounded on the door. "Hey! Open the door!" she shouted. No answer. Backing up, she took a running leap and threw herself against the portal. She did it again, and again. Finally, on her fifth try, the door came down, Scully sprawled on top of it. 

She looked around and then got up. No one was around. Where was everyone?

 It was dark, and Scully hurried toward the voices she heard. Although she had the perfect opportunity to escape, it never occurred to her because she'd never leave without Mulder. 

She kept herself hidden as she got closer to the voices. Torches were lit on the outskirts of the compound. Scully could see a crowd in the distance. As she got closer, she struggled to see what was going on. It looked as if they were throwing things. She could make out some of the words they were saying..."Traitor" "Infidel" "...rules....." 

Scully was overcome with fear. Were they?  They were stoning Mulder! 

She couldn't see him inside the crowd. With this many people, he could be dead in minutes! A well-aimed throw could kill him instantly. She looked around her, but could see nothing that she could use as a weapon. Besides, with this crowd, it would be useless for her to go in swinging. There was only one thing that Scully could do, and that was to create a distraction and give Mulder an opportunity to get away. She thought fast.

 She  ran to the hut closest to her and went in. Sparsely furnished like the rest, it did contain a chest in the corner that Scully suspected contained what she was looking for. She prayed that it did. 

She opened it and began throwing things out. Near the bottom, she found what she was looking for and stuffed it into her pocket. Looking around her again, she grabbed a book, which looked to be rules for the cult, and ran back outside. 

Once there, she began ripping pages from the book and wadding them up. She grabbed a couple of crates that were by the now-cold bonfire, and stacked them beside the hut. Climbing on top of them, she fished out the matches she had found and struck one, lighting one of the wads of paper, and tossing it up on the straw roof. It immediately started burning. She repeated her actions with the rest of the paper, and then got down and crawled into some nearby bushes. 

After a moment, she heard the attention of the crowd begin to sway to the smoke filling the air. 

"Fire!" someone yelled. 

"Get some water! Where's the master?" people were beginning to run this way and that. Scully peered out from her hiding place and saw that everyone had left Mulder lying in a bloody heap on the ground.

 As soon as all eyes were directed to the fire, Scully crawled out of the bushes and ran to Mulder. 

Her trained eyes quickly scanned him for injuries. He moaned, and Scully bent down and touched him. "Mulder, we've got to get out of here! Can you stand?" She tried to pull him up. He turned his head and looked at her. Then he actually smiled. "Apparently there are a lot of people without sin here...they all cast the first stone!" Scully didn't know whether to be more amazed at his Biblical reference, or that he could joke at a time like this. With his help, she pulled him to his feet. They began to run toward the woods. 

"Hey! Look!" 

"Get them!" 

Mulder and Scully tried to move faster, but Mooreland's men stepped out in front of them. 

"Don't be so anxious to leave us," one of them said. "You have an engagement tonight." 

Scully held Mulder's hand tightly as they 

were escorted to the hut Scully had occupied. 

"Cool your heels in there for a bit. 

We'll be needing you shortly!" the two stout guards chuckled to one another as they closed the door. 

Darkness surrounded them. Mulder moved towards Scully and took her into his arms. She pressed 

her face against his chest and was filled with love for him. What had taken her so long 

to show it? She voiced this question and Mulder said into her hair "It was probably my fault.  I haven't been very straightforward with you about my feelings in the past, Scully." 

"But I've pushed you away," Scully kissed the space between his collarbone where a few dark hairs grew. 

"We've both been idiots," Mulder murmured, bending down and kissing her jawline. 

Scully felt a tear trail down her face. "I'm sorry Mulder," she sniffed. 

""For what?" he looked at her in surprise. 

"I'm sorry we were left with so little time..." 

Mulder stopped her lamentations with his mouth.  Scully curled her arms around his neck and tried 

to let him know how very much she felt for him with her kiss.  He held her tightly. 

Suddenly, in the distance, they saw the first of the bright lights. The voices began, 

low at first. The door to the hut opened, and they were pulled from one another's arms and 

led out.   They resisted, trying to stay together, but it was useless.  Scully was 

escorted to one end of the camp, and Mulder to the other. 

"Scully!" he screamed. "Scully!" 

Scully felt as if her heart had been ripped in two. 

The lights were blinding now, and Scully squeezed her eyes shut. She was pushed 

forward, and fell to the ground, hitting her head on something sharp.  Darkness.   

The voices were getting louder. 

She felt an incredible presence.   She thought she heard Mulder screaming, and she got to her knees and tried to crawl toward the sound, but it was buried beneath the hundreds of other voices, 

murmuring, louder and louder, until Scully felt she couldn't stand it any longer. 

She curled up into a ball on the ground and covered her ears with her hands.  Shots rang out. The brightness flickered.  Scully felt like she was leaving her body. 

More shots. She wondered if she were dreaming... 

The brightness flickered again. On and off, then the voices stopped.  Silence. 

"Dana..." she heard her name as if from far away.  A man's voice she didn't recognize.  She felt cold and dizzy.

They knew her name. They wanted her for the tests... 

She wouldn't go this time.  She willed herself to die. 

It wasn't very difficult, she was somehow able to pull herself back into the darkness whenever she felt she 

might surface. 

She did not know where they were transporting her... she felt them handling her.  If she allowed herself to actually feel their hands on her body...she would go mad! She told herself over and over that she wanted to die, and she would sink mercifully back into the darkness again.  How much time passed?  Did they have time in this place? 

Needles stuck her, but she barely felt the pain. 

She heard their murmured voices, their tones of concern, and anger. She had thwarted their plans, she knew. This is not what they wanted, a patient unable and unwilling to respond to what they were doing to her. What more could they take from her anyway? They had her sister, her ova, her sense of safety. 

They had Mulder. She remembered his screams and felt a pain in her heart so intense...but she mustn't allow that.  She called to her friend the unknowing darkness to envelope her once more. 

She dreamed they were together again.  Working on a case. But things were different this 

time.   Mulder stood at his desk, joking about something... Scully approached him and hugged him from behind.  He turned in her arms, she felt his strong back beneath her hands...his mouth lowered to hers. His breath was warm and sweet on her face...it smelled of sunflower 

seeds.  Scully felt the tears falling down her face.  How she loved him.  How she would give everything to him and for him over and over, no matter how depleted she became, if only to fill him...to cause one smile to 

crease his face that was too often marked by sadness. 

"Mulder..." she said to him, "Mulder." 

He kissed her softly on the cheek. 

"I'm here, Scully." 

She gripped him more tightly. "Mulder, I'm afraid." 

"Don't be afraid, Scully. It's alright. Everything's alright." 

Scully tried to shake her head, but it felt like lead. 

"No, we're not here. This isn't real. They've taken me, and you are gone." Sobs racked her body, and she felt herself lifted up. 

The office flickered, was there and gone again. 

Scully felt the blackness coming over her again. She welcomed it. <Take me away...forever this time. I want 

to be with him.> 

"No, Scully...don't leave me." he was crying, too, and holding his hands out to her.  Standing there by his desk in the darkening office. 

"It's a lie, Mulder," she shook her head again. "They've lied to us again. It's not real. I won't let them manipulate me this way. I'm going, and then I will 

really be with you." He was fading and she succumbed to the blackness. 

"Scully...Scully...Scully" 

<Goodbye, Mulder> 

"Scully!" 

Scully whimpered and waved her hand, then felt him grip it.  He squeezed hard, transferring his strength to her. <No, Mulder. It's a lie.> 

"Open your eyes, Scully, and come back to me." 

The blackness became gray. There was a crack of light. Scully tried to open her eyes. When had she closed them? 

They fluttered and focused. 

Mulder's face hovered over hers. He smiled his beautiful smile. 

"That's my girl." 

Scully looked up at him and then around the room. A hospital... 

"Mulder, where are we? Are-are we on the ship?" She tried to raise herself up, but was too weak.

"Lie down," Mulder was gentle as he pushed her back onto the pillows. "Scully, I'll tell you all 

about it, only please rest." 

"No, Mulder. I can't, what has happened?" 

Scully felt panic seizing her. Mulder saw this, and shook his head. 

"I guess you're not going to get any rest until we talk," he sighed, and eased down to sit beside her on the bed.   He held her hand in his, his thumb rubbing her skin soothingly. 

"You’re in a hospital, Scully, in West Virginia." 

At her questioning look, Mulder smiled.   "Skinner saved us. He came in there like the fucking cavalry and saved our asses." 

"H-how?" Scully couldn't believe it. 

What about all her thoughts of being taken away? 

"When you never called in as you should have, and he couldn't get in touch with you on your phone, he called the police department where they informed him that the officer who had escorted you up the mountain had never returned. 

He immediately requisitioned two dozen men and the supplies they would need, and led the 

search himself. As they came on the compound, they hid and held surveillance for most of the day, witnessing my stoning, but held off helping when they saw what you did." 

Scully noticed for the first time the sling on Mulder's arm and the bandage on the side of his face. 

He continued, "They were happy that you intervened, because they really wanted to see what the cult was up to.  After we were imprisoned again, it wasn't long until the lights appeared. We were dragged out and separated." 

Scully nodded. 

"I felt incredible pain, but before much happened, Skinner and the boys were out of the woods and shooting.   Fifty of the members were killed, including Carey Mooreland. The lights disappeared. We ran to you, but you were unconscious. None of us could quite figure out what was wrong with you. They made stretchers for us both, and took us down the mountain, with the other members of the group in custody." 

He took her hand. "We've been here ever since, Scully." 

He gently put her hand to his mouth.  "It's been two weeks.  I've been so worried about you." his voice broke. 

Scully reached for him, and he drew her into his arms.  She pressed her face to his neck, smelling 

his familiar scent, loving him deeply. 

"I didn't want to live, Mulder." she whispered into his neck. "I thought they had taken me, 

and I couldn't bear it. I-I heard you screaming when the lights came, and I thought you were dead." 

her voice failed her for a moment, and she struggled with her tears. 

"There was a ship, Scully," he pulled her back and looked into her face. "The lights were from a ship... but it left when Skinner came out." He paused a moment. 

"He saw it...Skinner saw it. They all saw it. They finally believe me!" There was boyish wonder on his 

face. 

Scully looked at him a long time, and then smiled through her tears. She brought his face down to 

hers and kissed him softly on the lips. "I love you, Fox Mulder." Then she wrapped her arms around him and held him while he cried. 

THE END
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