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Disclaimer: Paramount owns the two characters, and the plot…well hmm belongs to A.D. 

Written from Chakotay’s P.O.V.

There is someone in my life, who was my best friend, and every year that we have grown closer, I have learnt to love her. She gave me hope, and a reason to live. She suggested that possibility of an “us’ without really knowing it. Sure I knew that if it ever happened,, that she she’d put her career before me, but she still hinted the she felt the same way I did. Most of all, I loved her, and she knew it. She, in reality, clipped my wings.

I lived on that possibility, on that hope. I cherished the thoughts that she felt the same. I was blinded in the sweet madness of  her, loving only her. I did not let my heart go unheard, indulging in letting her know.

I was unprepared for the pain that Kathryn dealt me with the other day. I thought I heard wrong she had told me she needed to cancel our dinner.

“Chakotay, I have to cancel our dinner plans, I have a date with someone.” Kathryn has whispered .

I raised a brow, uncertain if I had heard right. 

“Sorry Chakotay, I have lunch plans for the holodeck with someone else.” 

I had blinked, and as soon as I had recovered from the surprised, succeeded in whispering, “Someone else?”

She nodded.

“Oh” more to myself, than to her.

“He’s been preparing for the past weeks…”

“I see.” Was my lame response. I was hurting from this unexpected twist of events, and was trying not to show it.

“I’m taking this afternoon off, to spend more time with him.”

“Ok- well enjoy it.” Voice barely controlled. 

“I will enjoy spending this time with him.” 

I had shrugged in response, trying to put the situation out of mind.

“I am being careful though, things might not work out with him” She had whispered, obviously having no intention to let the conversation drop yet.

I shrugged again, I did not care at the present moment.

“Chakotay, my ready room” She had ordered after a few other bad attempts of maintaining a conversation and my shrugging. 

I nodded, and followed her in, obviously looking like a hurt puppy, dragging its tail between its legs. Once we were in, she took a seat at the edge of her desk and sat watching me.

“You okay?”

“I guess.” Was my carefully thought out response.

“You seem, different –aloof- since I mentioned I had a boyfriend Chakotay.”

I froze, unsure of what to answer and finally after long moments of silenced managed to say, “It came as a surprise.”

“I don't talk about it much.”  

I took a calculated breathe before stating,“ I recall something being said about not wanting to be involved with someone of your crew because of protocol - but hey,  it's really none of my business.”

“Yes I remember saying that too, but the situation changed.”

I shrugged.

It was then, that she confronted me, “Chakotay, I know you love me. A lot of people love me. I keep getting people whom I've either been out with in the past wanting me back, or people who are interested in me wanting to have a relationship with me. It took a long, long time for me to move on from us.”

“Please don’t” I said in barely managed agony.

“Don’t what?”

“Don't try to smooth me over.”

“Chakotay, it took a long time for me to move on. And I did. I moved on. I dealt with the friendship, and hurt you threw my way and I've gotten over it. And the relationship I'm in now with my boyfriend. I can't compare it. I'm sorry, Chakotay, but I don't love you romantically any more. I had to move on, and I did.”

I turned around, I was not going to let her know how much those words stung and hurt. I was almost out the door when she threw out “No comment to that, huh?”

“I prefer to not comment, it is better to handle pain alone than to spread the nasty disease about.” I said, glancing quickly back at her. 

“Sorry I've pained you.” 

“Yes, well sorry doesn’t make everything go alright, or go away does it?” I said bitterly.

“No, it doesn’t.” Was the pathetic reply.

“I think it would be in everyone’s best interest , if I stay away from you... for awhile anyway...” 

“Why’s that?”

Was she stupid? I thought to myself,  “Misery is best when not spread around.”

“I’m sorry,” She retorted again.

“Don’t be, it’s not like you can help it.”

“I just don't like being the cause of misery.” 

“You know I used to tell people you were my perfect someone…” I said and left it at that, hurrying out.  

It hurt a hell of a lot to be honest. Never before has anyone clipped my wings, and then later tell me to fly away.  How does a bird with clipped wings fly? It tried to, fails, and crashes with a hard thump to the ground…

