
Stardate 64042.7 

Starbase 719 

Quarters of Executive Officer and Assistant Chief Medical Officer 

0800 Hours 

 

 Commander Cathryn Pearson had left for her duty shift early, as usual, while Jack Simmons enjoyed a 

leisurely breakfast in their quarters when his communicator chirped. 

 “Simmons, here,” he said after tapping it. 

 Lt Ashari Pel’s voice came through.  “Doctor Simmons, I have a subspace communiqué from Starfleet 

Medical Academy for you.” 

 “Put it through,” Simmons replied, walking over to the computer terminal at the desk in their quarters.  

Sitting down, the computer monitor blinked and the face of a Vulcan man, the current Commandant of Starfleet 

Medical, appeared on the screen. 

 “Jack?” Dr. Sebon of Vulcan confirmed. 

 “Sebon, to what do I owe this communiqué?” Simmons asked. 

 “Jack, I know you’re busy, so I’ll get right to the point.  We’ve worked together for many years at Starfleet 

Medical, and I want to know if you would be willing to take on the position as Dean of the Starfleet Medical 

Academy?” 

 “I would be honored, Sebon.  It would be agreeable to work with you again,” Simmons replied. 

 “I need the position filled as soon as possible, as the current Dean is no longer able to fulfill her duties.” 

 “I can be ready to report for duty in about two weeks.  There is a Federation courier ship leaving for Earth 

in a few days and I can arrange for transport aboard that.  After arrival, I will need a few days to settle in and recover 

from the journey.  You know I don’t handle traveling at warp speed well.” 

 “I remember, Jack.  I was surprised that you took that assignment out there, until I heard that Cathryn 

Pearson was assigned as 719’s First Officer.  How are things going with you two?” 

 “It’s the same old same old, Sebon.  She says she loves me, but I can’t get her to commit.” 

 “This new assignment may get her to choose one way or another, Jack.” 

 “I’m sure it will, Sebon,” Simmons said with a touch of sadness in his voice. 

 “As you human’s say; ‘What will be, will be.’  I will see you in roughly two weeks.  Starfleet Medical, 

out,” Sebon said, terminating the conversation.  Simmons remained sitting in front of the monitor screen, a 

thoughtful look on his face. 
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Infirmary 11 

1000 Hours 

 

 Infirmary 11 was usually visited by many of the civilians who called the starbase home, and it was where 

Simmons found his friend Sylvan’s sister, Dr. Jill Xaran, the station’s civilian ombudsman.  Looking up from her 

desk and noticing Simmons, she waved him over. 



 “What brings you here, Jack?” the Betazoid woman asked. 

 “Some good news.   I accepted an assignment as Dean of the Starfleet Medical Academy this morning.” 

 “I take it Cathryn knows about this?” Dr. Xaran asked, sounding a bit skeptical. 

 “I haven’t told her yet.  She’s on duty and I don’t want to disturb her right now.  I truthfully don’t know 

how she’s going to take the news.” 

 “She loves you, Jack.  I’m sure she’ll be happy for you.” 

 “Does she, Jill?  We’ve been together for twelve years now.  I’ve asked her to marry me on several 

occasions and she always said it wasn’t the right time; that she wasn’t ready.” 

 “She does love you, in her own way.  Some women aren’t the marrying type.  She’s found peace being with 

you.  She’s much more confident than she was when I first met her about twenty years ago.”  Looking at Simmons 

thoughtfully for a moment, she finally added, “If you’re going to end things Jack, let her down easy.” 

 “If things go as I plan, our relationship isn’t going to end.  But if it comes to that, I will let her down easy, 

Jill.  I promise.  I don’t want to hurt her either.” 

 Changing the subject slightly, Dr. Xaran asked, “Are you going to be on the courier transport back to 

Earth?” 

 “That’s my plan.” 

 “Then I’ll see you there.  I need to head back to Earth for a surgical conference.  If need be, you can share 

my cabin.  I had reserved one with two bedrooms because Ayana was supposed to travel back to Earth with me, but 

she needs to stay here for her classes.” 

 “That works out well, Jill.  I’ll talk to you before the scheduled departure time then.” 

 “I’m sure Sylvan and Val will organize a small get together before you leave.” 

 

* * * 

  

Admiral Raiajh’s Office 

1700 Hours 

 

 The Admiral’s aide, Marie Quintero, sat with Raiajh on the couch, going over some of the sector business 

when she handed Admiral Raiajh a padd. 

 “Starfleet has instituted a new uniform,” Quintero said.  “The directive said we have until the end of the 

month to make the change-over.” 

 Raiajh took the padd and reviewed it, looking at the new uniforms, and made a face.  “These things look 

just as uncomfortable as those mess dress uniforms.  Send out a directive to all Starfleet personnel on the base 

informing them of the change in uniform standards and how long we have before everyone needs to be switched 

over.  And have Cathryn make sure the new patterns are programmed into the replicator system.” 

 “Yes, Admiral,” Quintero said, continuing on with the next item.  “This is the transfer list that was just 

updated while you were in your 1530 meeting.  We have two new personnel arriving and one leaving.” 

 Raiajh took the padd and reviewed the short list.  It was that latter name that surprised her, as she had not 

heard anything about the transfer.  Looking at Quintero she asked, in a shocked voice, “Jack’s leaving?” 

 “Apparently so.  His name was added to the manifest when the update came in at 1400.  As it lists his next 

assignment, it was something that he must have been a position he was approached for and accepted.  I don’t even 

think Cathryn knows, Admiral.  When she left Ops at 1400 she appeared happy.  I don’t think she would have been 

happy if she knew Jack was leaving.” 

 “I don’t know, Marie.  It’s possible she could be happy because he’s leaving.  She’s been contemplating 

moving on for about six months now.  She could just be relieved that she wasn’t the one who had to make the first 

move in that direction.”  Raiajh then looked at the names of the two new personnel that would be arriving on the 

base.  The first was Simmons’s replacement, who would be arriving in about a week, a half-Vulcan half-Romulan 

female doctor with the name of T’Pania.  Raiajh sent the information off to her husband, Dr. Sylvan Xaran, so he 



would have a heads up on his new ACMO.  The second name was someone she had requested; she just didn’t think 

that Starfleet would give him a title. 

 “Strategic Operations Officer?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Apparently Starfleet thinks he needs a title,” Quintero suggested.  “He has already arrived aboard the base 

at 0400 hours yesterday on the courier transport.  I made an appointment for him to meet with you tomorrow.” 

 Raiajh looked at the padd and read the name of her new Strategic Operations Officer again, Commander 

Konstantin Dimitrievich Harkonnen. 

 “You do realize he’s the same officer that stole a Defiant-class starship during the war, don’t you?” 

Quintero asked with concern. 

 “He’s the man I requested for transfer to the base,” Raiajh replied with a nod.  “His methods may not have 

been conventional.  However, in my opinion, if it wasn’t for him and ‘Operation Buccaneer’ we could have very 

well lost the war.” 

 “So you asked for him to come here?  Starfleet considers him a ‘loose cannon’; they refused to make him 

Captain of the Independence.” 

 “I know.  It was part of why I had Starfleet send him here.  He’s not going to repeat what he did during the 

Dominion War without good reason, Marie.  He did what he did because he felt it was the morally right thing to do.” 

 “It’s your space station, Admiral.  I’m sure you know it will be on your head if he messes up again.” 

 “I know, Marie.  I don’t think I’ll have a problem keeping him in line.  Contact Captain McLeod and have 

him sit in on my meeting with Harkonnen tomorrow.” 

 “Aye, Admiral.” 

 

* * * 

 

Quarters of the XO and ACMO 

1730 Hours 

 

 Simmons was sitting on the couch in their quarters when Pearson arrived after her duty shift and a workout 

in one of the station’s gymnasiums.  She had changed back into her uniform after the workout and shower. 

 “Sit,” he said.  “We need to talk.” 

 Pearson felt a bit uneasy as Simmons voice felt cold and distant.  “Sure.  What’s up?” she asked. 

 “I got a call from Doctor Sebon today,” Simmons said.  “He’s now the Commandant of Starfleet Medical 

Academy.  He called me and asked me to take the position of Dean at the Medical Academy.” 

 “And you told him what?” 

 “I told him I’ll take the position.  It’s something I’ve wanted for a long time, Cathryn.” 

 “You mentioned it, but I thought at least we’d discuss it before you said yes or no.” 

 “Discuss what?  You’re not going to leave your position here to be with me back on Earth?” 

 “What are you trying to say Jack?” 

 “Come back to Earth with me and we’ll get married.” 

 “I can’t just leave everything here, Jack.  I’m the first officer of this starbase.  This is something I worked 

hard for my entire career since arriving in the 24
th

 century.  Something you told me to reach for.  Now that I have it 

you want me to just give it up?  I’m sorry, Jack, I can’t.” 

 “I knew that was what you would say,” Simmons said.  “It’s why I accepted the assignment.  Cathryn, I’m 

tired of waiting for you to be ready.  It’s quite apparent now that that time is never going to come.” 

 “Jack, that isn’t fair.  You don’t know what the future will hold.” 

 “Cathryn, it’s been 12 years.  If we were going to get married it would have happened long ago.  I wish you 

the best in your future.  I hoped that I would be the one to share it with you, but I can see it’s not going to happen.” 

 “Jack…,” Pearson started to say, the sadness evident in her face.  “I can’t do what you ask.” 

 “My transport leaves in three days,” Simmons said. 

 “I see,” Pearson said, getting up.  “I’m going out.  I want your stuff packed and gone by the time I return.” 



 “Cathryn, that’s not fair!” Simmons protested. 

 “No, Jack, what you are doing isn’t fair,” Pearson replied, leaving the quarters behind and heading for the 

Lodge and a drink or four from the Admiral’s private stash. 

 

* * * 

 

The Bastogne Lodge 

1745 Hours 

 

 Although he had not reported for duty yet, the station’s new Strategic Operations Officer sat at one of the 

booths in the officer’s club and drank from a bottle of clear liquid on the table.  As the label was in Russian, no one 

was exactly sure what it was, but many of the humans in the Lodge assumed correctly that it was vodka.  Konstantin 

Dimitrievich Harkonnen watched people come and go, drinking from his own private stash. 

 Pearson walked in and sat down by the bar facing away from Harkonnen, ordering a bottle of Romulan Ale 

from the Admiral’s private stash.  The barkeep went into the back and brought back a bottle of the higher grade ale 

that the Admiral stored in the back for family. 

 After drinking about a third of the bottle, Pearson looked up into the mirror behind the bar and noticed the 

familiar face behind her.  She thought to herself, ‘He must be the new Strategic Operations Officer.  The man had a 

rather unconventional way of doing things and it nearly got him kicked out of Starfleet and sent to a prison colony 

for life, but if anyone was perfect for the job here, it was him.’ 

 Picking up her bottle and glass, she headed over to Harkonnen’s table.  Standing next to his seat, Pearson 

said, “Hello, Konstantin.” 

 “You look vell,” Harkonnen said with his Russian accent thick, informing Pearson that he had already 

drunk at least one full bottle of vodka.  “How have you been?” 

 Sitting down with her bottle of Romulan ale, Pearson replied, “Could be better.  I just broke up with Jack.” 

 “I’m sorry,” he said offering her a glass of vodka.  “Dis helps you forget better.” 

 Taking the glass and downing it, she said, “Thanks.  The Romulan Ale does a good job at that too.”  

Looking at Harkonnen she continued, “I want to tell you I’m sorry about how I treated you the last time we met.  I 

wasn’t in the best of places at that time.” 

 “It’s okay,” he said seriously.  “You were right; you didn’t need to be seen with someone who was one step 

away from a life sentence on a penal colony.” 

 “Konstantin, that wasn’t it at all.  I’m talking about when you came to see me in the hospital, with the burns 

over half my face and my eye missing...” 

 “You vere still a beautiful voman.  You vere a good voman, who I greatly respected and admired,” 

Harkonnen said looking into her eyes.  “I... I just vanted to be your friend.” 

 “I’m sorry, Konstantin, I really am.  I was so distraught about how I looked that I didn’t want to see 

anyone.” 

 “I vould have loved you even if they hadn’t healed the damage, Cathryn,” Harkonnen said, finishing the 

last of the bottle, and reaching into his bag to pull out another, setting it on the table.  “But dat’s neither here nor 

dere.  You vere right.  I vasn’t in dee same league as you.” 

 “Perhaps the time has come to make amends,” Pearson replied, pouring herself another glass of ale. 

 “That’s easy,” he said, looking at her and swaying in his seat as he leaned forward.  “Help get me back to 

my qvarters.  I’m not going to be valking wery stably and I don’t vant people seeing me as a falling down drunk.” 

 “I can do that,” Pearson replied.  “And when we get there, perhaps we can talk some more?” 

 

* * * 

 

 

 



Quarters of the Commanding Officer and Chief Medical Officer 

2100 Hours 

 

 Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh was sitting in her quarters with her husband, Dr. Sylvan Xaran, when the door 

chimed. 

 “Come,” Xaran said. 

 The door opened and in walked Dr. Jack Simmons. 

 “What brings you here, Jack?” Xaran asked. 

 “Cathryn and I got into an argument,” Simmons replied. 

 Raiajh looked at him and asked, “How did you think she would take your going back to Earth?” 

 “I was hoping that she would return with me, or at least marry me before I returned to Earth and would 

follow as soon as a replacement could be found.” 

 “That’s not Cathryn and you know it,” Raiajh remarked.  “She worked hard to earn her position.  She’s not 

going to give it up any time soon.” 

 “I know.  I guess I was hoping that she would at least make a decision about our relationship; and she did.  

She asked me to move out of our quarters before she got back.  That was over three hours ago.  I was hoping she 

would have returned by now, but she hasn’t.  I checked both the Lodge and that little bar hidden down on Level 52 

and couldn’t find her.  I thought maybe she was here with you.” 

 “She probably found some temporary quarters for the evening to give you a chance to complete what you 

needed to do,” Raiajh suggested. 

 “I’ve already done that.  That was why I was trying to find her,” Simmons told her. 

 “One thing I know about Cathryn is that when she doesn’t wish to be found, she can make herself 

disappear,” Xaran commented. 

 “I know.” 

 Raiajh looked at Simmons and said, “Until you leave the station you can stay in what would normally be 

the CMO’s quarters.” 

 “Thank you, Val.” 

 “It’s right across from Infirmary 1, unused.  But if you’re all moved out of Cathryn’s quarters, there is 

something that I need to do.” 

 “I understand,” Simmons said with a nod. 

 Raiajh spoke to the computer, saying, “Computer, please restrict automatic access to the Executive 

Officer’s quarters to only Commander Cathryn Elisabeth Pearson.” 

 The computer replied, “Authorization code required.” 

 Raiajh answered, “Authorization code, Raiajh-9-9-7-8-Bravo-Whiskey-3.” 

 “Authorization accepted.   Access to the Executive Officer’s quarters is now restricted.” 

 “I’m sorry, Jack,” Raiajh said to the doctor, a sad look in her eyes.  “It’s procedure.” 

 Simmons nodded.  He then stayed with Xaran for a few minutes while Raiajh went to her desk and 

arranged access for Simmons in the CMO’s quarters for the next 72 hours. 

 

* * * 

 

Officer’s Mess 

Stardate 64045.9 

0645 Hours 

 

 Walking along with Commander Konstantin Harkonnen, Commander Cathryn Pearson entered the 

Officer’s Mess. 

 “Would you like to have my favorite breakfast with me, Cat?” Harkonnen asked as they entered the mess 

hall. 



 “What would that be?” Pearson asked. 

 “Steak, eggs sunny side up, hash browns, and French toast with strawberry preserves,” he explained as they 

walked in.  “It’s not a traditional Russian breakfast, but it’s what I’ve grown accustomed to since joining Starfleet.  I 

really think that the replicator was the best and worst invention to have an effect on humanity,” he said as they found 

seats, and he pulled Pearson’s chair out for her.  “It’s really allowed people to become lazy and that is a real shame.” 

 “That’s quite a bit to eat, but I’m famished this morning, so I’ll try it.  Make the steak rare and the eggs 

well though.” 

 “Okay,” he said grinning as he went to the replicators and retrieved their breakfast trays before returning.  

“Not many women like their steaks rare.”  Pearson just smiled. 

 The two talked over breakfast and Harkonnen offered Pearson a bite of his steak.  She took the offered 

morsel just as a red-haired man walked up behind Harkonnen, causing Pearson to pull back and her eyes to go wide. 

 “What’s wrong?” Harkonnen asked, looking at Pearson with concern. 

 From behind, Harkonnen heard a male voice say, “You could have at least waited until after I left the 

station.” 

 “If you don’t mind, this is a private gathering.” 

 Harkonnen looked back over his shoulder and saw Simmons, recognizing him.  “You!  You’re the one who 

said she never wanted to see me again.” 

 Simmons looked down at Harkonnen and said, “I did what was best for Cathryn.” 

 Pearson looked at Simmons, her face appalled as she said, “You did what was best?  How do you know 

what’s best for me, Jack?  You did what you did because you were afraid, given a choice, I would have chosen 

Konstantin over you?  You should have let me make that decision for myself.” 

 “Did you even give her the flowers and chocolates I left for her?” Harkonnen asked, frowning. 

 Pearson looked at Harkonnen with surprise.  “You brought me flowers and chocolate?” 

 “Yes,” he said, looking back at her.  “A bouquet of roses in every color imaginable, and a box of every kind 

of chocolate I could get my hands on.” 

 “That was sweet.  Too bad I never got to enjoy them,” Pearson said, looking up to leer at Simmons.  

“Please leave, you are not welcome here.” 

 Simmons opened his mouth, as if to say something, but neither spoke nor made any effort to leave.  

Harkonnen slowly stood and looked down at the doctor. 

 “Sir,” he said looking into Simmons’ eyes.  “The Commander asked you to leave.  If you are here to eat, 

there are plenty of other tables on the other side of the hall.  Be a gentleman and go and find one to eat at.” 

 Simmons closed his mouth and walked away, muttering under his breath, “You couldn’t even wait until the 

sheets were cold.” 

 

* * * 

 

Quarters of CO and CMO 

1800 Hours 

 

 Jill Xaran and Marie Quintero had arrived a few minutes early to help Raiajh with the last minute 

preparations for a little get to allow the command crew an opportunity to say their final farewells to Simmons. 

 “Is Cathryn coming tonight?” Jill Xaran asked Raiajh. 

 The Admiral looked at her sister-in-law and replied, “No.  She said she had already made other plans for 

the evening.  I can understand her reasoning for not wanting to be here tonight.  Jack suddenly ended their 

relationship after twelve years, and she told me he had made some inappropriate comments at breakfast with our 

new Strategic Operations Officer.” 

 Xaran said, “Jack didn’t think they were just having breakfast.  Cathryn has met our new Strategic 

Operations Officer in the past.” 



 “I know, Jill.  She was on the Besiege when it intercepted the Corsair and she was the one who took 

Harkonnen into custody.” 

 “Jack said they were acting a bit friendlier than that, Val.” 

 “Since when did you become Jack’s protector, Jill?” 

 “I’m not, Val.  Just telling you what Jack said he saw.” 

 Raiajh sighed.  “Cathryn can take care of herself, Jill.  I’ve seen this coming for a long time.  Since Jack 

arrived on the station, instead of seeing the two grow closer, they allowed the relationship to stagnate.  Yes, Jack 

loved her very much; however, even I knew after a while that Cathryn wasn’t going to let the relationship progress 

past where it already was.” 

 “So you’re saying she strung Jack along all this time?” 

 “Strung him along?  No.  Jack knew what was there, but he always hoped for more; hoped for the one thing 

that Cathryn couldn’t and wouldn’t give him.” 

 “I guess you’re right, Val,” Xaran concluded. 

 As the two women spoke, the door chime sounded and Simmons walked in with Charissa Xaran and Ashari 

Pel.  Simmons looked around at everyone present.  A momentary look of sadness crossed his face as he scanned the 

room with his eyes before he quickly masked the sadness and greeted everyone. 

 Quintero looked at Raiajh and quietly commented, “He hoped she would be here.” 

 “I know,” Raiajh replied.  “But Cathryn felt it would be inappropriate.  She doesn’t wish to see Jack right 

now, but has promised to say good-bye to him when he leaves.  However, tonight isn’t about Cathryn, it’s about 

Jack and wishing him well in his next assignment.” 

 

* * * 

 

Stardate 64051.9 

1130 Hours 

 

 Pearson stood in the docking area in front of the courier ship that would be returning to Earth.  Although 

she knew that this was part of her duties, she wasn’t looking forward to it.  Quintero approached her from behind 

and stood next to her. 

 “I didn’t expect you to be here,” the admiral’s aide said to Pearson. 

 “Despite what happened in the last seventy-two hours, I still need to perform my duties.  As first officer, I 

welcomed him to the station.  Now I need to wish him farewell.” 

 “You didn’t come to the gathering the Admiral held for Jack.  He looked for you when he walked in the 

Admiral’s quarters and seemed disappointed you weren’t there.” 

 “I doubt that, Marie,” Pearson said.  “He was the one who ended it.  Truthfully, I should have done it a long 

time ago.” 

 Quintero noticed Simmons headed toward the courier ship.  “I’ve got to get back to the Admiral’s office.  

Will you be okay?” 

 “I’m fine.  You can say I have a ‘guardian angel’ watching over me,” Pearson remarked. 

 “I’ll bet.  Said ‘guardian angel’ wouldn’t have a Russian accent by chance, would he?” 

 “Marie…!” Pearson said warningly. 

 “I’m going.  When you see your ‘guardian angel’ tell him Commander Spaak is looking for him,” she said 

as she walked away. 

 Simmons walked up a moment later and said in an even tone, “Request permission to disembark, 

Commander Pearson.”  Pearson looked at him.   

 “That’s it?  After twelve years, your parting words are ‘request permission to disembark’?” 

 “What do you want me to say, Cathryn?  It’s apparent you took no time moving on.” 

 “How dare you assume anything without taking the time to learn the facts?  What you muttered under your 

breath when you left our table in the mess hall was totally inappropriate, not to mention rude and hurtful.  But right 



now we are both upset.  If you want, when I make it back to Earth, I’ll look you up and say ‘hi.’  It’s not like I won’t 

know where to find you.” 

 “Perhaps in a few months’ time, I’ll call and see how you’re doing,” Simmons suggested contritely. 

 “That would be nice.”  Holding out her hand she added, “Thank you for your service to the station.  You 

will be missed.  Permission to disembark granted, Doctor Simmons.” 

 Simmons took the offered handshake and leaned over and gave Pearson a kiss on the cheek, then boarded 

the courier ship – leaving behind his life on the station – and headed back to Earth. 

 

The End 


