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On with the show…..

Olivia’s stomach lurched when she saw the body.  Six-year-old blonde, body was in the same condition as the other’s Farley had left behind.

“Copy cat?”  Elliot asked Warner who was still looking over the body.

“Probably.  Darn good one, but he’s behind bars right?”

“Right.”  Olivia sighed, only feeling slightly relieved as she and Elliot started surveying the crime scene with their flashlights.  Several minutes passed and they weren’t finding any evidence left behind.

“Detectives, you might want to look at this.”  Warner waved them back over, pointing her flashlight at the girl’s now open mouth.

“Paper?”  Olivia asked, pulling on a pair of latex gloves.

“Yeah, and it looks like there’s writing on it.”  Warner observed.

Olivia pulled it out as Elliot’s phone rang.  “Stabler?  -  When?  -  How’d it happen? -  Why didn’t they call sooner?”

He hung up and turned to see Olivia’s face as she read the note.

“What is it?”  He asked.

“It can’t be him.”  Olivia held the note in shaky hands for Elliot to read.


Say Goodbye to Agent Scully.

“It is.  We need to get back to your place.  That was Fin on the phone.  Farley escaped tonight when they were transporting him back to Rikers.”

Olivia had been careful not to wake Dana when she left.  She was too preoccupied with leaving a note on the nightstand to notice the man perched outside on the fire escape.  As soon as he saw her exit the building he broke the window, gaining easy access to the room.  Dana never heard the glass shatter.

He saw her cuffs and gun on the nightstand.  Removing her gun from its holster he held it flush against her temple.  “Wake up, bitch.”

When he yelled, Dana finally stirred.  Even in her drugged state she knew the feel of cold steel against her skin.  “Don’t scream, or I’ll shoot.”

Dana nodded complacently.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

With some difficulty she did as she was told, feeling the handcuffs click around her wrists.  Her body was being rolled roughly until she was staring up at the ceiling.  She fought the urge to pass out from the sheer pain, until he hoisted her over his shoulder.  It was more than her body could handle and she succumbed to the darkness.

When Elliot and Olivia reached her apartment, the front door was standing open.  Elliot called Fin for back up, and followed Olivia with his gun pulled.  “Damn it!”

“What?”  Elliot ran to the bedroom having secured the rest of the apartment.

“She’s gone.  He came in through the window, and she’s gone.”  Olivia snapped back into detective mode.  “Think he was dumb enough to take her back to that place on 19th?”

“I doubt it, but I’ll call Munch and Fin.”

“No need to call, we’re here.”  Munch stepped into the room.  “Where’s Dana?”



“Farley took her.”  Elliot answered.

“Let’s go, Munch.”  Fin was already heading back out the door.  “We’ve got the abandoned building.  Call Cragen.”

“I’m on it.”  Olivia already had her cell phone to her ear.  “Captain, Farley escaped and Agent Scully is missing.”

“Shit.  Where are you Olivia?”

“My apartment, with Elliot.  Munch and Fin are checking out the place on 19th.”

“I’m on my way.”  Cragen hung up.

“He threatened Alex too.”  Olivia ran her hand through her hair, while hitting speed dial for the ADA.

“Hello?”

“Alex did anyone call you about Farley?”

“What about him?”



“The squad car that was transporting him had a little fender bender, and he escaped.”

“You’re kidding?”



“No, and that’s not the worst of it.  He’s killed again, and he’s got Dana.”

“No?”

“Yeah.  Um, we’re going to have to put you in a safe house, or at the very least put a uniform in your house.”

“What about you?”



“I’m on the case.”  Olivia eyed Elliot who was only half listening to the phone conversation.

“He threatened you too Olivia.”

“I need to go.  Elliot says there’s a uniformed unit on the way over now.”

“Olivia?”

“Yes Alex?”


“Be careful.”

“Always.”  Olivia pushed the disconnect button on her phone and shoved it in her pocket.

“Olivia, he took her cuffs but left her gun.”  Elliot pointed to the gun on the floor half covered with the sheet from the bed.

“We’ll need to check it for prints and to see if it’s been fired.” Olivia refused to think about whose life was at stake.  “We’ve got twelve hours or less if he is sticking to his prior schedule.”

“Elliot?  Olivia?”

“Back here Cap.”  Elliot yelled down the hall.

“I doubt she even heard him break in.”  Olivia turned toward Cragen.  “She was in a lot of pain, so I told her to take two pain pills.  She’d been refusing to take anything stronger than Motrin, but tonight she gave in.  When I left to meet Elliot at the crime scene, she was sleeping sound.”

“Have we heard anything from Munch and Fin?”

Elliot shook his head.

“Well we should call in the Feds on this one, since she’s one of theirs.”

“She’s one of us Cap.”

“I didn’t mean it that way Olivia.”

“We don’t have time.”  Elliot looked at his watch.  “This guy doesn’t keep his victims alive for more than about twelve hours.”

Elliot pulled his ringing cell out.  “Stabler – Yeah – ok.  -  That was Munch; the building is completely empty.  They’re going to meet us back at the squad room.”

Olivia rode to the precinct with Cragen to let him know what they had found at the first crime scene, and that they’d already put uniforms in Cabot’s apartment.  She failed to mention any threats against her.

“Ok, what do we have on this guy?”  Cragen asked when they were all in the bullpen.

“We’ve got his apartment, mom’s house, his brother Charlie serving time.”  Elliot ticked them off on his fingers.

“Okay, Elliot and Olivia I want you to go down to Rikers and talk to Charlie, get whatever you can.  Munch and Fin, check his old apartment.  I’ll grab a uniform and check the mother’s place.  Call me if you find anything.”

Dana wasn’t sure how long she’d been out, or where she was.  Her first thought was of Olivia, and what he’d done to her.  In desperation she called out for her.

“Shut up!”  She felt the back of his hand connect with the right side of her face, whipping her head to the side.  She immediately tasted blood.  “She’s not here, bitch.”

“What’d you do to her?”  Dana demanded an answer.

“Same thing I’m gonna do to you.  Now shut up.”  Farley turned on a small lamp, which cast a dingy yellow light in the gray cinderblock room.   He made short work of her clothing as he tore the nightshirt from her body.  She flinched at the pain his rough actions had on her already battered body.  “Oh, black lace panties.  Too bad you won’t be needing them.”

Another forceful yank and she was lying there completely naked, aside from the bandages that adorned her right ribcage.  Her arms ached under her, and she struggled against the cuffs quickly realizing her ankles were also restrained.  Leaving her completely open and vulnerable.  She watched in disgust as Farley pulled his jeans down, but couldn’t seem to get an erection.  This was where Dana made her first mistake.  “What’s wrong, can’t get it up when you’ve got a real woman?”

He hit her again.  This time so hard the room spun, but that didn’t stop her.  She was hoping to buy herself some time.  “You’re not a real man.  A real man wouldn’t need to rape little girls.”

“Shut up!”  This time he rammed his knee into her side, using the dressing as a target.  She refused to cry out, and bit down onto her already lacerated lip.

“Is that all you’ve got?”  She mustered all the strength she had.

“I said shut up.”  His hand clamped around her already bruised neck, pressing until she could no longer breathe.  Seconds before she would have lost consciousness he let go.  Gasping for air, she watched as he pulled out an eight inch hunting knife.  It had a dual blade.  One side of it was largely serrated.

She was quickly processing what was happening so far, while trying to keep her wits about her.  As long as she was insulting him he remained flaccid.  Which explained why he went after little girls, they would be too scared to do anything but cry.  The light bulb clicked and she knew what he needed to get an erection, she also knew she would do everything in her power to not let that happen.  

He held the blade to her throat; the chill of stainless steel gave her goose bumps.  “Beg for your life, bitch.”

“You’re pathetic.”

He reached down and painfully ripped the dressing from her side, before pushing the tip of the knife an inch into the healing wound.  She flinched slightly but refused to give into the pain, even as he began to run the edge along the tender flesh reopening the wound.  She could feel the warmth of the blood along her cold skin, trickling down over her arm to pool underneath her.

“You’re a tough cookie.  So much stronger than Detective Benson was.”

Dana held her breath, and he immediately knew he’d hit a nerve.

“Oh yeah, she cried and begged for her life.  I didn’t even have to pull out my knife to rape her.”  He grinned.  

Dana fought against her restraints.  “I’ll kill you, you bastard.”

“Don’t call me that.”  He punched her in the stomach.  “Don’t ever call me that!”

“You creepy, child molesting bastard.”  She spit out, just before he hit her in the face again.  His violence was escalating, but he remained flaccid.

“I know what I’ll do.”  There was that grin again.  Yellowed teeth flashed between his lips.  “I’m going to go pick up that blonde ADA and show you exactly what I did to Detective Benson.”

“No.”  Dana panicked.

“What?”

“No, don’t.”  Her voice was complacent and she had to close her eyes, knowing what was happening with his manhood.

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t, don’t hurt Alex.”  She held her tears at bay.

“Beg, and maybe I won’t.”

“Please don’t hurt her.”  Dana pleaded.  “Please.”

She felt him straddle her and felt something warm on her stomach.  When she opened her eyes, his member had fallen from attention.

He turned the light out and leaned so close his nosed touched hers.  “See I told you I was going to have fun with you.”  


“What’d you find out?”  Cragen asked when Olivia and Elliot walked through the doors of the squad room.


“He’s not talking.”  Elliot shook his head.


“Munch and Fin came up empty, and the mother says she hasn’t seen him in six months.”


“You believe her?”  Olivia asked.


“I don’t know.  But she lives in a one-story ranch, and all the rooms were open.  I don’t think he had her there.”

“And his apartment?”  Olivia looked at Munch.

“Looks the same as it did when we finished searching it before trial.”

“Damn it, we’re running out of time.”  Olivia looked at her watch eight hours had already passed.  Elliot reached for his ringing cell.

“Stabler… ok.”  He looked at the group.  “We’ve got another dead body.”

“Is it …?”  A look of dread masked Olivia’s face.

Elliot shook his head.  “It’s another girl.”

Cragen looked at Elliot.  “Give this one to Munch and Fin, we’re going back to talk to Charlie.”

As they were walking into the prison, Cragen’s phone rang.  “Cragen.”

“Cap, we got a problem.”  Fin was on the other line.  “There’s another note.”

“What’s it say?”



“You’ve got less than two hours, will you even be able to find her body?”

“We’ll call you as soon as we have anything.”  Cragen hung up and relayed the message.

“Let me talk to Charlie alone, Cap.”  Olivia asked.

“What makes you think he’ll talk to you now?”  Elliot gave Olivia a doubting look.

“Just give me five minutes.”

“Five minutes, hands off.”  Cragen ordered.

“Not a problem.”  Olivia turned to go in.  

“Hey!?”  Charlie yelled at the guard who was walking away.  “You can’t leave me alone in here with her.”

“It’s just you and me, Charlie.”  Olivia rolled her sleeves up.  “No one way glass to save your butt this time.”

“You’re crazy.”

“You haven’t seen anything yet.  Anything happens to my partner, and you’ll be begging to be in a room alone with me.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’ll make sure everyone in here knows what you did to those little girls.”

“I didn’t do it, Chad did it.”

“Who do you think they’re gonna believe?  A scum baglike yourself, Charlie?”  Olivia stepped forward causing him to shrink back against the wall.  “Blood won’t be on my hands.”

“What do you want?”

“You know what I want.  Tell me where Chad would have taken her.”

“And you’ll leave me alone.”

“You’ll never have to see me again.”

“What’s gonna happen to Chad?”

“He’s going back to jail to await sentencing.”

“And they won’t think I had anything to do with those girls?”

“That’s up to you Charlie.  Give me an address.”

“He would’ve gone to my mom’s.”

“Don’t lie to me Charlie.”  Olivia clinched her fists.  “We’ve already checked it out.  Your mom hasn’t seen him in over six months.”

“There’s a … he’s gonna kill me.”



“And that’s worse than what the inmates will do to you?”  Olivia took another step forward, standing well within his personal space.

“There’s an underground bunker, it runs under the house.  The only access is in the back yard.”

Olivia stepped back and motioned to the guard she was ready to leave.  After filling in Cragen and Elliot, the captain called Munch and Fin.  “We’re going to have to try and make it, they’re stuck in traffic.”

“Traffic? It’s four in the morning.”  Elliot pulled out his keys.

“Bridge is closed, they’ve got a jumper.”

“Great!”  Olivia exclaimed already heading for the parking lot.

When the light flipped back on, Dana found she could only see out of one eye.  Her entire face throbbed, and she could no longer feel her arms under her.  Without saying a word, Farley ran the tip of his knife into the previous untouched laceration.  Dana whimpered, but was too tired to cry out.  If Olivia was dead, she didn’t know if she could go on.  She had been holding on for her mother, and Mulder.  She had fought back in hopes of keeping Alex from suffering the same fate.  But she was losing her edge, and it didn’t help that she wasn’t at the top of her game physically before this happened.

He grabbed her around the neck, grinning as she winced.  “Cry bitch.”

“No.”

He squeezed tighter.  “I said cry!”

“Bastard.”  She managed to barely squeak out.

“You’re gonna pay for that.”  He picked up a broom handle and slammed it into her rib cage.  An anguished howl escaped her, and before she could regain her whereabouts he was in her mouth.

When he finished he completely removed his pants, and picked the hunting knife up again.  “I grow tired of you.  Fun time is over.”

He straddled her, and she pulled one last insult out.  “You worthless bastard.”

“I told you never call me that.”  He punched her twice in the stomach causing her to vomit.  It was a mixture of blood and semen.  She tried to turn her head to keep from aspirating on her own vomit.  

“Time’s up.”   He rested the tip of the blade inside her belly button.  “Time to change MO.”

He watched her left eye grow wide in horror.  “That’s right, I’m going flay you.”

“Police, drop the knife.”

Dana could swear she heard Olivia’s voice.

“It’s over Farley.  Drop the gun.”  Elliot was right behind her.

“You’re right.”  He lifted his hands above his head.  “It’s over for her.”



Grasping the knife in both hands he made one last stabbing motion.  The firing of a gun echoed off the cinder block walls as two bullets entered his head.  Both Olivia and Elliot had gotten a shot off.  Cragen stood directly behind them. Farley’s body wavered for a second before falling across Dana’s chest.  She let out a moan that was muffled by his shoulder, suddenly finding herself unable to breathe under his weight.  

“Help me move him.”   Olivia was already at her side trying to move his dead weight.  

Elliot helped pull Farley off, and turned to face Munch and Fin who had just arrived on scene.  “He’s dead.”

Cragen nodded, as he called for a bus and the ME.

“Dana are you ok?”  Olivia was pulling her coat off.  She could see the reopened gashes in her side.  Both were still oozing blood, but had slowed considerably.  Olivia placed her coat over Dana’s battered and naked body, while Elliot removed the leather ankle restraints.

“You’re dead.”  Her voice strained, as tears filled her eyes.  “He said he killed you.”

“He lied, and he’s never going to hurt anyone again.”

“There’s a bus on the way.”  Cragen pocketed his phone.  “How is she?”

 “I’m fine Captain.”  Her speech was slurred, and her head was pounding.

“Did he?”

“No.”  She answered a little too firmly.  Olivia glanced at Elliot who whispered something in the Captain’s ear.

“I still want a kit done.”

“I don’t need to go to the hospital.  I wasn’t raped.”  She shivered under Olivia’s coat.

“It still needs to be done, and you need to be checked out.”  Even with her face turned away Cragen could see the swelling around her eye and jaw.  “Olivia, we’re going to step out.  We’ll send the medics in when they get here.”

“Thanks Cap.”

When they where alone, Olivia removed the cuffs and Dana carefully sat up.  “I don’t need to go.”

“Dana, I don’t know how to tell you this.”

“What?”  She flinched.

“You’ve got his semen on you.”

“I wasn’t raped.”  She yelled loud enough the rest of the squad could hear her from outside the bunker.

“Ok, ok.”  Olivia looked at the abrasions on her wrists.  “It’s ok Dana.”

“You don’t believe me.”

“I do believe you.  But they still need to collect the evidence.”

“I would know if I was raped, Olivia.”  Tears started streaming down her face.  “I’m sorry.”

“For what?”

“For yelling at you.  I was so afraid he had already killed you.”

“Elliot and I got called out to a scene.  He killed a little girl and left a note, then he waited until I was gone to get to you.”

“I was an easy enough target.”

“This isn’t your fault.”

“I don’t need your sympathy.  I’m not some defenseless victim.”

Olivia backed off, and a few seconds later the paramedics were coming in.  While they loaded her on a gurney, Olivia told Cragen she was riding with her.  She asked Elliot to stop by her apartment and pick up some clothes.

Olivia waited outside while the doctor examined Dana.  When she finished she came out and spoke quietly with the detective.  “She works SVU?”

Olivia nodded.

“I doubt she’ll stay on after this.”

“She was raped?”  Concern plagued her features.

“Not,” The doctor closed her eyes briefly, and let out a deep sigh.  “There was no sign of vaginal or rectal trauma.  She did have dried semen on her abdomen.  Your perp must have ejaculated prematurely.  There is also evidence of oral cop.  She vomited while I was doing the exam, and there were pubic hairs present.  She won’t comment on it.  Analysis of the emesis would tell us for sure.  I’ve got your samples here.”

Olivia took the kit and thanked the doctor.

“I got here as soon as I heard.”  Alex came down the hall.  “Elliot called.  I want you two to stay with me tonight.”

“We couldn’t impose.”  Olivia declined.

“I’m not asking.  You’re bedroom window is broken, not to mention it’s a crime scene.”  Alex changed the subject.  “Did he rape her?”

Olivia nodded.  “Orally, and she’s pretty beat up.”

“Detective Benson?”  Doctor Wallace walked back up.  “Do you know if she has any family in the area?”

“No, she’s staying with me waiting for her apartment.  Why?”

“I need to suture her up before she leaves.  She’s got a nasty laceration above her right eye, as well as the two deep gashes in her side.  I’m waiting on the x-ray results.  She’s also got a mild to moderate concussion, since she’s staying with you I need to go over some things to watch for, seeing as she’s refusing to stay overnight.  If she complains of increased blurred vision, starts hallucinating, or vomits again, we need to see her immediately.  They are all signs of increased intra-cranial pressure.”

“Ok.”  Olivia frowned before walking into the room with Alex.  “Why won’t you stay over night?”

“I hate hospitals.”

“You’re a doctor.”

“Precisely.”  Dana’s forced smile was lop sided from the swelling and she still couldn’t open her right eye.  “Hi Alex.”

“Hey.”  Alex was trying not to stare at the new wounds adorning her face and neck.

“I think you need to stay, at least over night.”

“I’m not staying here, even if I have to stay in a hotel by myself tonight.”

“That’s not what I was saying.”  Olivia defended.

“Dr. Scully, I’ve got the results of your chest x-ray.”  Dr. Wallace walked in artfully snapping the x-ray films on to the light box.  “As you can see you’ve got several fractured ribs, but that’s not what really concerns me.  I compared these to the x-rays you had done before you were last discharged.  Your pneumonia has gotten worse, not better.”

Dana nodded.

“She’s been coughing up blood for the past two days.”  Olivia’s interjection received a glare from Dana.

“When did you finish the antibiotic?”

“Four days ago.”

“I’m going to have to put you on another round, which is just as well considering your lacerations.”

Dana nodded, looking at the suturing supplies.  “Can we just get this over with?  I’m ready to get out of here.”

Before going to Alex’s apartment they stopped by Olivia’s to pick up clothes.  Dana and Alex waited in the car.  When they walked in, Dana didn’t even pay attention to the luxurious apartment.  All she wanted to do was get a shower.  Olivia made her leave the door open in case she fell out.

True to her attack, Dana didn’t want to be left alone.  She didn’t want to talk either, partly from the pain, but mainly she didn’t want to think about it.  She sat on the couch while Olivia put on her pajamas.  Alex waited with her, and then went to fix the twin bed in her makeshift office to sleep on.  “You two can have my bed, it’s a king so you don’t have to worry about rolling into each other.”

Alex knew Olivia hadn’t been sleeping with Dana because she was afraid of rolling into her chest.  “You ready to go to bed?”

Olivia looked at her watch.  It was seven. Cragen had given her the day off.  Dana looked worn out, the side of her face still swollen and very much bruised along with her neck.  Olivia helped her into Alex’s bed before climbing in on the other side.  Despite the exhaustion and pain medication Dana couldn’t sleep.  Every time she closed her eyes, she saw images of Olivia’s mangled and beaten body.  Olivia couldn’t sleep either.  She tossed and turned.  Finally afraid of disturbing Dana she got out of bed.

“Where are you going?”

“I can’t sleep.  No need to keep both of us awake.”

“I…” Dana’s voice cracked.

“What is it, honey?”  Olivia walked to her side of the bed.

“Does my mom know?”  She sounded like a child.

“I didn’t call.  We didn’t have time.”

“I don’t want her to know.”  Dana looked away.

“This isn’t your fault.”



“I need to get dressed.”  Dana tried to sit up, but her body was too stiff to readily cooperate.

“Why?”

“I need to go down to the station, give my statement.”

“It can wait.”

“No, it can’t.”

“Then I’ll call Cragen to take it.  Alex is here, and she can sit in on it.”

“No, I’m only going to recount the story once.  Huang needs to hear it, and Alex is going to have to have it.  It’s easier to go down to the station house.”

“Do you want me to help you get dressed?”

“No, I’ve got it.”  Dana waited until Olivia was out of the room to try to get out of bed again.  

Alex was in the kitchen when Olivia came out.  “You couldn’t sleep either?”

“No.”  Alex poured her self a cup of coffee.  “How’s Dana?”

“She wants to go in and give her statement.”

“Now?”  Alex poured another cup of java for Olivia.

“Yeah, I couldn’t talk her out of it.”

“Damn it!” Dana’s voice echoed down the hall.

Olivia walked into the bedroom with Alex on her heels, to find Dana sitting on the floor.  “Are you ok?”



“Do I look ok?”

“No you don’t.”  Olivia was relieved she didn’t say yes.

“I can’t get up.”

“We’ll help you.”  Olivia volunteered Alex, even though she could have picked the smaller woman up on her own.  Carefully they lifted Dana back to the bed.  “Look, there is no way you’re up to going in.  I’ll call Cragen, see if he and George can’t come over and get your statement here.  Unless you want to wait?”

“I don’t want to wait.”

“I’ll call.”  Alex offered and left them alone.

“Can I help you get dressed?”  Olivia asked.

Several minutes passed before she finally nodded.  Olivia gasped when she saw the bruises that had formed on Dana’s chest and stomach.  “I’m so sorry.  I shouldn’t have left.”

“You had a job to do.”  Dana refused to make eye contact.

Cragen and Huang entered Alex’s apartment.  Dana was sitting on the couch, with Olivia beside her.  Cragen sat across from her, and put a tape recorder on the table.  Olivia stood up.  “I’ll be in the bedroom.”

“No.”  Dana said softly.  “I want you to stay.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah.”  Dana watched as George sat down in a chair Alex had brought in from the dining room.

“Start whenever you’re ready.”  Cragen depressed the record button.

Dana started with him handcuffing her.  She told them everything she could remember.  How he could only get an erection when she was crying, or begging.  Alex cringed to think that he had used her as a way to get Dana to beg.  “I had all but given up when Olivia and Elliot showed up.”

“Thank you for your statement Dana.”  Cragen cut the recorder off.

“If you need to talk about it, my door is always open.”  George offered.

“I just talked about it.”  Dana looked down at her hands balled up in her lap.  “I have nothing more to say about it.  I just want to forget the whole thing.  I’m not a victim.  I wasn’t raped.”

“Forced oral sodomy is rape, Dana.”  George was gentle as always.

“I’m tired.  Did you need anything else, Captain?”

“No, that’s all.”  Cragen thanked her and led the way out of Alex’s apartment.

“Can I help you?”  Olivia asked as Dana pushed her body to the edge of the couch.

She nodded.  “I can’t believe how weak I am.”

“It’s normal after all you’ve been through.”  Olivia wrapped her arm gently around Dana’s waist and helped her to stand.

“You don’t think I don’t know that?”  Dana bit back a little too harshly.

“Sorry.”  Olivia helped her into Alex’s bed without saying another word.  She pulled the satin sheets over Dana and smiled sympathetically at her.  She was trying not to treat her like just another vic, but old habits diehard.  “I’ll be in the living room if you need anything.”

“Where’s my gun?”  Dana stared at the floor.

“CSU has it, they need to dust it for prints.  See if it was fired.”

“It shouldn’t have any rounds missing.”  Dana said thoughtfully.

“I’ll let Elliot know.”

“I want it back.”  She grimaced with pain.

“You should take something Dana.”

“No.”  She studied the intricate design of the oriental carpet Alex had put down to protect the hardwood floor.

“At least take some ibuprofen.”  Olivia offered.

“I don’t want to take anything.  I’m fine.”

Olivia sat on the edge of the bed.  “Look, take something.  I don’t want you to be in pain.”

“I’m not.”

“You are.  I promise I’m not going anywhere.  I’m off until tomorrow morning.  Take something.  I won’t let anything happen to you.”  She put a complacent hand on Dana’s knee.

“Stop it.”  Dana pushed her hand away.  “Just stop it.”

“What?”  Olivia truly didn’t know what she had done wrong.

“I’m not a victim, so stop treating me like one.”

“I didn’t mean to.  It’s just,” Olivia sighed.  “I’m sorry.”

“Damn it Olivia, it’s not your fault.  Don’t you get it?  You couldn’t have done anything differently.”

“I could have found you sooner.  I could have not left you.”

“I’m not some little China doll that you have to protect.  I made it through the FBI Academy.  I can damn well hold my own.”

“I never said you couldn’t.”  Olivia stood up.  “If you need me…”
”I don’t.”  Dana pulled the covers over her head.

Olivia stood there for several minutes just staring at the tiny mass under the covers, asking herself why this had to happen. When she ventured back out to the living room Alex was sitting on the couch with her head in her hands. “Not you too?”

Alex looked up. Unshed tears lining her eyes.  “He used me to torture her.”

“If it hadn’t been you, it would have been someone else Alex.”

“Yes, but she knows me.”

Olivia sat down on the couch and cradled Alex in her arms.  At least she could hold somebody.  “Shhh, Alex it’s not your fault.”

“I think we all need to crash on Huang’s couch.”  She replied as Olivia ran her fingers through Alex’s long blonde hair.

“I don’t know if she’s going to survive this.”  

Alex pulled back.  “What do you mean?”

“I don’t know.  Maybe if I knew what I meant I could help her.”

At four o’clock Olivia took a tray with tomato soup and orange Jell-O into Alex’s room.  Dana was sitting there staring at the window.  She jumped when she realized someone was standing in the room.

“I didn’t mean to startle you.”  Olivia walked over and sat the tray on the nightstand.  “You need to eat something.”

“I can’t.”

“It’s soft food.  I know your mouth and jaw are probably pretty sore.”

“They are.”  Dana eyed the tray.  “I’m not hungry.”

“Try to eat a little.”

“Fine.”  She picked up the soup bowl and managed to get down two spoonfuls before gagging.  Olivia reached for the trashcan.  She brought up stomach acid, and then dry heaved for the next ten minutes.  When the spasms subsided she sat the trashcan by the bed.

“Stomach upset?”

For the first time since the attack Dana looked at Olivia’s face.  She was still avoiding eye contact, but any progress was good.  “He came in my mouth Olivia.”

“I know.”  Olivia stepped closer, wrapping her arms around Dana’s battered body.  After a couple minutes Dana pulled away with a steady stream of blood coming from her nose, her face masked in horror.  “Dana?”

“I’m fine.  It’s just a nose bleed.”  She didn’t even sound convincing to herself.

The next day Olivia made a b-line for Huang’s office.  “Got a minute?”

George looked up from a file he was reviewing.  “I’ve got an hour if you need it.”

Olivia stepped in shutting the door behind her.  “It’s uh, it’s confidential.”

“Of course Olivia.  Have a seat.”  George smiled.

Olivia sat in the chair facing his desk.  “It’s about Dana.”

“Okay.”

“I think she needs to talk to someone, but I don’t think she will.”

“It’s going to take some time, you know that.”

“She won’t eat.  She won’t sleep.  She’s not drinking anything, and she’s refusing to take her meds.  The one dose of her antibiotic I got her to take, she vomited back up.  She’s had five nose bleeds in the last twelve hours and refuses to see anyone about it.”

“You’re telling me this is confidential, but she needs help.  What do you want me to do?”

“I don’t know.  Tell me she’s going to be ok, that I don’t need to worry.”

“Why are you so worried?”  George leaned forward resting his elbows on his desk.

“She’s my partner.  She’s my friend.”

“And that’s all?”

“I… I don’t know.”

“I think you do Olivia.” 

“It’s really too soon to tell.”

“Do you think she’s giving up?”

“I’ve seen it happen to strong women before.”  Was the only answer Olivia could muster.

Dana sat on Alex’s couch with her cell phone pressed to her ear, listening to it ring for the fourth time.

“Mulder.”

“Mulder it’s me.”

“What do you want Scully?”

“Did I call at a bad time?”  She twirled her hair between her fingers.  A nervous habit she hadn’t indulged in since childhood.

“Let’s see, you leave me to go to a seminar in New York, supposedly fall in love with some dyke, and decide I can handle the X-files by myself so you can pursue this little fling.”

“First off I -” She stopped.  “Did you say dyke Mulder?”

“I did.”

“You know what, screw you!”  She threw the phone across the room with out disconnecting the call.

“Scully?  Scully!”  Mulder hung his phone up and went searching for Detective Benson’s home number.

An hour later Olivia and Elliot came rushing into Alex’s apartment. Dana looked up at them curiously.  “Are you alright?”



“I’m fine.”  She answered.

“Mulder called Cragen in hysterics because he was talking to you, and then he couldn’t get you to answer him.”  Olivia re-holstered her gun.

Dana pointed to the phone lying against the wall.  “He insulted a friend.”

“And you couldn’t hang up the phone before you threw it across the room?”  Olivia walked over and retrieved it.

“Didn’t think about it.”  Dana held her hand out for the phone.

“What did he say?”

“We’ll talk later.”  Dana glanced at Elliot as Olivia handed her the phone.

“Elliot knows everything there is to know about me.”  Olivia reassured her.

“He called you a dyke.”

“Oh, so you were defending my honor when you threw the phone?”

“I told him to screw himself first.”

“Well, that just makes it all better.  Do you know how upset everyone at the stationhouse is?”

Dana realized Elliot was on his cell to Cragen.  “Tell the captain if he’d get my gun back from CSU you wouldn’t have to worry.”

“You need to call Mulder, and next time you’re defending me hang up on the bastard.”

“Yeah, ok.”  She nodded.

“Have you eaten lunch?”

“I will.  You need to go back to work.”

“Take care of yourself.”  Elliot waved as he left.

Dana’s cell phone started ringing before Olivia got the door shut.  “Scully.”

“Scully, you’re ok?”  Mulder breathed a sigh of relief.



“No, if I were ok I’d be on the next flight to DC to kick your sorry ass.”

“Maybe that’s what you should be doing.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Come home Scully.”

Dana looked around Alex’s apartment.  “I have to go.”

“Scully?”

“I have to go.”  She hung up the phone and called Alex at her office.

“Cabot.”

“Alex it’s Dana, do you have a number handy for Abbie Carmichael?”

“Sure, what’s up?”  Alex asked without thinking.

“I need to ask a favor of someone in DC.  It seems my partner, my ex-partner, isn’t in a very good mood.”

“Anything I can help with?”  Alex offered.

“Just a phone number.”  Dana jotted the number down on a piece of paper before hanging up.  The line rang twice before someone picked up.

“Ms. Carmichael’s office.”

“This is Agent Scully, I need to speak with Abbie Carmichael please.”

“I’m sorry Agent Scully, but she’s in court.  Can I give her a message?”

“Yes, can you have her call me at her earliest convenience?”  Dana spouted off her cell number before hanging up.  An hour later it rang.  “Scully.”

“Agent Scully, this is Abbie Carmichael returning your call.”

“Thank you.  I was wondering if you could do me a huge favor?”

“Sure.”

“Do have any plans for tonight?”

“No?”  Ok, now her curiosity was really peaked.

“Could you pick me up at Reagan national at ten o’clock and give me a lift to Georgetown Medical?”

“Can I ask why?”

“I, I uh, just need to follow up on something.”

“No problem.  How long are you going to be in town?”

“A couple weeks, maybe more.”

Abbie decided it best not to pry.  “Ok, I’ll see you around ten tonight.”

When Dana hung up she called the airline to confirm her reservation.  The next call was to Captain Cragen.  She explained to him that something had come up, and she had some accumulated leave she needed to take in order to be at the top of her game when she started with SVU.  He told her to take all the time she needed.  What he didn’t tell her, was he had expected her to say she wasn’t coming back.  He assumed she would call him from headquarters when she made that decision.

Olivia and Alex were still working when she needed to get to the airport, so she called for a taxi and left a note.

Olivia,



I wanted to tell you this in person, but I had a flight to catch.


I have some things I need to take care of in DC, alone.  I’ll call when I

 can.



Love,



Dana


PS.  Alex take good care of her for me.

Olivia read the note and started crying.  “She’s not coming back.”

“Where does it say that?”  Alex asked.  

“’Alex take good care of her for me.’  What else could that mean?”

“I’ll be back in a couple weeks, watch over the one I love.”  Alex knew there was nothing she could say.  Olivia had planned on going back to her apartment that night; Alex talked her out of it.  She didn’t get the message off her answering machine until the following evening.

You have one message, ten fifty-five pm.  “Olivia, I was hoping you’d be home by now.  Just wanted to let you know I made it to DC safely.  I won’t be able to be reached for several days.  I’ll call when I can.”

She sounded bad.  Olivia couldn’t decide if it was depression or fatigue.  It was five days before she got another message.  “Olivia, I’m still unreachable.  Hope to talk to you soon.”

Alex reassured her Dana would be back; otherwise she wouldn’t keep calling.  Olivia threw herself into her work.  Dana had been gone a week and a half when Alex called Olivia at midnight.  “Did I wake you?”

“No.”  Olivia cut the TV off.  “What’s wrong?”

“I picked Abbie up tonight, she’s staying here until her furniture arrives tomorrow.  Anyway, we were talking and she knows where Dana went.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, she called Abbie to pick her up from the airport and take her to Georgetown Medical Center.”

“Thanks Alex.”  Olivia hung up debating on calling then.  She decided it was too late.

“Morning.”  Elliot greeted before he realized Olivia was on the phone.

“Hi, I was trying to reach a patient.  I’m not sure what room she’s in.  It’s Dana Scully.  – She left yesterday?  -  Thank you for your help.”

“What’s up?”  Elliot asked when Olivia slammed the phone down.

“Nothing.”

“Fine, if you don’t want to talk about it.”  Elliot shrugged.  Olivia had been in a foul mood all week.  He reached for his phone, spoke briefly and hung up.  “We’ve got a possible rape victim at Mercy.”

The next week went by without so much as a phone call from Dana.  Olivia and Elliot’s caseload was light with most of the cases being open and shut.  Elliot was at his wits end trying to deal with Olivia’s mood.  If she wasn’t snapping at him, she wasn’t talking to him.  “You’re off this weekend right?”

“What’s your point Elliot?”

“Forget it, I’ll see you Monday.”

“Whatever.”

