Author’s note: For some strange reason I seem to be in a really romantic mood today. So here’s a Janeway short story.

Comfortable Routines

3rd August 1999

We’ve fallen into a routine. I suppose it was bound to happen, if it hadn’t we probably wouldn’t have been able to work around our shifts and spend time together. And I must admit, I like it


We always try and have breakfast together, but sometimes it just doesn’t work. We usually end up discussing the schedule for the day ahead or some member of the crew. Then the rest of the day seems to fly by and I really don’t know what I do with my time but soon enough I’m being relieved of duty. The trouble is, despite how many times Chakotay has begged me, I never go straight to his quarters. I always go to my ready room to complete logs, or review reports or do whatever else is demanded of me. Of course he understands, he always does. But sometimes I hate myself for treating him the way that I do, he claims it’s worth it, but I wonder how long he’ll put up with it.


By the time I’ve finished its extremely late and I wearily make my way to his quarters. I silently enter the dark room and by memory make my way to his bedroom without even stubbing a toe. I remove my uniform and slip into bed beside his sleeping body. I wrap my arms around him and rest my head against his back. After that he doesn't sleep for very much longer, in a second he’s turned around and I’m held tightly in his arms.


His hands run down my spine and through my hair, his kisses adorn my face. Slowly and gently we make love for the first time of the night and afterwards I’ll lie in his arms and we whisper stories from our past. He makes me laugh. I doubt I ever smiled this much before I met him. Gradually we fall into an easy silence; the only sound is of Voyager’s engines. His breathing begins to slow and I know he’s about to fall asleep as I am too. So I quickly roll on top of him and turn my face to his. I kiss him and when I pull back he whispers “I love you Kathryn.”

I smile before continuing the ritual. “I love you too. Goodnight Chakotay.”

“Goodnight.”

For a moment we kiss until our bodies melt together and sleep overcomes us. Just before I lose conscious thought I try to remind myself to tell him how much I enjoy all this. 

