Knife Slides Coldly


by Consy





She sat in her quarters, longing for death.  Chakotay, could run her ship smoothly, and efficiently.  He had in the past, so their was no twinge of guilt that ached at her heart. She had wanted to get her crew home. It had been her driving force for many years, amongst other things, but it all seemed pointless now.  She moved to the replicator, replicated a knife. After a few moments she found the nerve to do what she longed, to slice her wrists and end her life.  She feel to the floor, in a pool of her own blood. 


