
Editor’s Note: This story takes place during the events of the Fifth Fleet adventure “Zero Hour.” 

 

Stardate 64385.8 

 

 In her office, Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh sat at her desk conversing via subspace with Rear Admiral 

Kathryn Janeway about a recent Kairn incursions near the base and the fact an additional ship at the base would be 

beneficial, even if only for a short time. 

 Janeway replied, “I know there’s a need for additional ships at your starbase, especially with the Besiege 

away from the station more and more often, but there aren’t any additional ships Starfleet can spare at the moment.” 

 “I know this is going to ruffle a few feathers at HQ,” Raiajh said.  “However, I happen to know of a 

Defiant-class ship that has been in mothballs since the Dominion War ended that would be perfect for use in this 

area; the ‘Corsair’.” 

 “That ship is still in the same condition it was when the war ended.  It was never repaired,” Janeway 

countered after reviewing her own LCARS records. 

 “I understand.  And we have the manpower and materials here to repair the ship,” Raiajh replied. 

 “Assuming I can get the Corsair assigned to your station, you do know you can’t possibly consider putting 

your Strategic Operations Officer in command of it?” 

 “Why?  It’s not like he hasn’t proven his abilities in the center seat; despite the way he proved himself.” 

 “It’s not that Starfleet feels he doesn’t deserve a command,” Janeway stated cautiously.  “It’s that most of 

the Admiralty doesn’t trust him.” 

 “How about I put my own first officer in command of the ship?  She has the experience and deserves the 

chance to do this.” 

 “I agree.  Pearson has done an exemplary job during the years after the Dominion War,” Janeway replied.  

“Captain William McLeod commended her several times for her leadership ability.  And you have as well; for how 

she handled herself during the recent crisis aboard the base when the Pariah showed up, especially during the few 

hours you were removed from the base by your new allies.” 

 Sensing she was on the verge of winning this debate, Raiajh pressed forward.  “Right now we just need to 

show the Kairn that we have more than just the Besiege, the Proud Vengeance, and a group of privateers formerly 

associated with the Orion Space Navy as protection for the base.  Having only one Federation ship guarding the base 

sends a message to the Kairn that we aren’t serious about being out here.   With the Besiege spending time away 

from the base in a semi-exploratory role as they patrol the sector, we really should have a ship that is here 

specifically for the defense of the base.   And with the Klingons having established a new colony nearby, the Proud 

Vengeance isn’t here in that role very often either.  Truthfully, it isn’t fair to have just the Pariah defending the base.  

Hans Spaak and his crew are helping with the Romulan front; bringing supplies to the refugees. The commander of 

the Pariah might be a Federation citizen, but his ship is still a private vessel, and it’s not economically feasible for 

them to have to come to our aid so frequently.” 

 “I have to agree,” Janeway said with a nod.  “I’ll see what I can do to get the Corsair assigned to the base, 

at least temporarily.  You do know that the ship has one permanent crew member who according to our agreement 

must always remain with the ship  and its special equipment, right?” 

 “I am aware that the Corsair is just one of two ships with a cloaking device authorized by the Romulan 

government, and as such comes with a Romulan engineering officer.  Personally, I have no problem with Romulans 

being aboard this base.  In fact, there were already a few Romulan scientists here even before the Hobus incident.  

However, the Klingons might have a problem with it, but I’m not going let that bother me.” 
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 About a week after Raiajh’s conversation with Admiral Janeway, a Defiant-class starship with no name or 

hull number painted anywhere on the hull made its way to Starbase 719 under tow from a Starfleet Corps of 

Engineers vessel.  Once in range of the base’s tractor beam, the ship was released, moved inside spacedock, and 

assigned a berth. 

 In one of the observation lounges, Commander Cathryn Elisabeth Pearson, first officer of the starbase, 

stood with Captain William McLeod, commander of the USS Besiege, as the new ship was secured in its berth. 

 “Brings back memories, doesn’t it, Cathryn?”  McLeod asked. 

 “And having Konstantin Harkonnen here doesn’t?”  Pearson rebuked. 

 “I know it does for you,” McLeod said with a smirk.  “Has the Admiral given you the ‘talk’ about keeping 

him on a short leash yet?” 

 “Why would Val do that?  She knows Konstantin can be trusted.  Even if Starfleet told her to say 

something; she wouldn’t,” Pearson replied. 

 “You’re lucky then,” he said in a wiry tone.  “I got that speech from Admiral Janeway.  So if Val didn’t 

give it to you, I will tell you how it was told to me.” 

 “Don’t bother, William.  Starfleet doesn’t need to tell me to keep him on a short leash because they know 

he’ll listen to me.” 

 “And how did you manage that?” 

 “Easy, I just promised to arrest him again,” she replied.  However her smile spoke volumes, suggesting that 

she was joking about her methods of handling the new addition to Starbase 719. 

 “Never mind.  Forget I said anything.”  McLeod then looked back out the window, and gesturing at the new 

vessel as it was being moored, said, “There she is.  How long is it going to be before your first command is ready?” 

 “Six weeks at most,” Pearson replied. 

 Behind them, the pair heard the sound of footsteps as another two people entered the room.  Turning 

around, McLeod and Pearson found themselves joined by Lieutenant (JG) Charissa Xaran and Commander 

Konstantin Harkonnen.  Looking out the viewing window, Harkonnen exclaimed, “I never thought I would see her 

again!  The only other woman I’ve ever loved.” 

 “Same here,” McLeod and Pearson replied in unison at Harkonnen’s first comment.  McLeod looked at 

Harkonnen and smiled, understanding his second comment all too well; he felt the same about the Besiege.  

Harkonnen returned a tight smile as he rested his hand on the transparent aluminum window. 

 By the time that Pearson realized what Harkonnen had said, she had noticed he was crying.  She stepped up 

and touched the small of his back and whispered into his ear, “What’s wrong?” 

 “Memories.  And the realization that I’ll never sit in the center seat again.  Starfleet is never going to trust 

me ever again, are they?” 

 “I truly don’t know, Konstantin,” Pearson replied.  “You may never make captain, but you may yet get to 

sit in the center seat of the Corsair again.” 

 “But she will never be the Corsair again,” Harkonnen stated. 

 “Says who?” Pearson retorted.  “She has never been officially named.   Once the repairs are done, the ship 

will bear the name USS Corsair with the registry number of NCC-75639.” 

 “Starfleet decided to keep the name?” Harkonnen asked, shocked. 



 “No, Val did.  Since she asked for the ship, Starfleet granted her the honor of naming it.  Since she knew so 

many had died aboard the ship while she was called the Corsair, she decided the ship has more than earned the 

name.” 

 “Am I to understand correctly that I am going to be the first officer of the Corsair?” 

 “Something like that,” McLeod replied.  “Val agreed that as the Strategic Operations Officer, that makes 

you the First Officer of the Corsair while the ship is assigned to the base; at least for now.” 

 Harkonnen looked at McLeod and asked, “They are making Cathryn the captain aren’t they?  Like the first 

officer of Deep Space Nine is the commander of the Defiant?” 

 McLeod nodded.  “And maybe you can prove to them that it’s past time to give you that center seat, 

Konstantin.” 

 

* * * 

  

 Over the course of the following six weeks, Harkonnen moved aboard the Defiant-class starship to oversee 

its repairs.  As the overhaul came close to completion and the ship’s shakedown cruise was scheduled, Cathryn 

Pearson hoped it meant that Harkonnen would finally vacate the quarters where he had been staying while not on 

duty aboard the starbase; although allowing him to keep the quarters normally assigned to the ship’s commanding 

officer was a small concession to make.  Despite who would officially sit in the center seat, the Corsair would 

always be seen as Harkonnen’s ship. 

    

* * * 

 

Stardate 64530.3 

 

 Commander Cathryn Elisabeth Pearson sat in the command chair as the Corsair returned to Starbase 719 

from an uneventful 48 hour shakedown cruise.  At the conn station, Commander Konstantin Harkonnen looked back 

over his shoulder and stated, “We are being hailed by a Romulan vessel, the Graceful Flyer.” 

 “On screen,” she told Harkonnen.  The image of a male Romulan officer appeared on the main viewer.  

Addressing the view screen, Pearson said, “I am Commander Cathryn Elisabeth Pearson of the Federation starship 

Corsair.  What can we do for you, Commander?” 

 “I am Commander Jarvok of the Imperial Romulan Bird of Prey Graceful Flyer.  My vessel is carrying 

civilian refugees,” the Romulan starship commander stated formally.  The Romulan man was tall and had eyes that 

reminded Pearson of someone, but she just could not place who they reminded her of at the moment.  “We are 

seeking an escort to Starbase 719.  Can you provide assistance?” 

 “We can provide escort and any humanitarian aid that you might require, Commander,” Pearson stated as 

she stood up and moved directly behind Harkonnen, carefully placing her hand on his shoulder and giving it a very 

slight squeeze – conveying without any words her desire for him to maintain a cautious distance from the Romulan 

warship that appeared to be nearly as old as she was.  “I see your ship is a Winged Defender-class Bird of Prey, 

Commander.  It was thought the Romulan Imperial Navy retired them decades ago.” 

 “You would be wrong, Commander Pearson,” Jarvok said smiling.  “We Romulans don’t waste resources.  

In fact we have always maintained serviceable starships for as long as possible.  I have had the honor of 

commanding the Graceful Flyer for nearly twenty of your years now.  And since the supernova of Hobus, I have 

been busy transporting refugees and survivors of Romulus all over the quadrant.  We are en-route to Starbase 719 

carrying one of our Senators and several other surviving government officials to meet with representatives of the 

Federation and seek assistance for the Romulan Colonies that have chosen to petition the Federation for protectorate 

status in hopes of keeping the Klingons at bay until our attempts at establishing a new central government have been 

given a chance,” the Romulan commander stated frankly.  “I know that this might seem incredible, Commander, but 

before the supernova, Romulus was opening up and relations between our two great peoples had started to warm and 



become friendly.  Many of us Romulans still hope that the destruction of our home world has not ended that spirit of 

friendship.” 

 “It has not, Commander Jarvok,” Pearson said reassuringly. 

 “Some of us in the Federation have a very favorable opinion of the Romulan people, and it’s not simply 

because of your ale,” Harkonnen said smiling. 

 “Of course, Commander Harkonnen.  Many Romulans wished you would have accepted our offer to 

command one of our vessels,” Jarvok said, now looking directly at Harkonnen and smiling.  “And many of our 

women wished you would have accepted their offers of matrimony.”  This remark caused Pearson to look slightly 

shocked. 

 “Sorry, Commander,” Harkonnen said as he tried to hide his embarrassment, his ears starting to turn beet 

red as he shook his head.  “There have only been two women holding that special a place in my life; the Corsair and 

the woman who stole my heart from the day I first met her.” 

 “That we know,” Jarvok’s first officer said from her position behind the commander, causing many of the 

men and women on the bridge of the Romulan Bird of Prey to start laughing.  Jarvok’s laugh caused Pearson to 

experience another moment of recognition.  This Romulan, she realized, reminded her very much of her friend and 

mentor, Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh. 

 “Commander, if you would change your course to 300 mark 5, we’ll be happy to escort you back to the 

base,” Pearson said, again addressing her Romulan counterpart. 

 “Thank you, Commander Pearson,” Jarvok replied graciously.  “Helmsman, maneuver us into formation 

with the Corsair.  Plot course 300 mark 5.” 

 The Graceful Flyer and Corsair set course for the station, which was still several hours away at low warp.  

The time it would take to reach the starbase gave Pearson a chance to meet some of the men, women and children 

that the Romulan warship was transporting when Jarvok invited her to come aboard the Graceful Flyer. Walking 

through the passageways of the Romulan vessel, she was shocked to see the level of despair in the eyes of the adults 

whom were putting on a brave front for their children, many of whom were playing and running about as if they did 

not have a care in the galaxy, but even she could see the sense of loss, fear and dread in their young eyes. 

 In one of the cargo bays where many of the refugees had set up a makeshift camp, Pearson saw an older 

Romulan woman talking with Jarvok in very hushed tones.  Pearson realized she recognized the Romulan woman.  

She had not changed much since the first time Pearson saw her back before the USS Arcturus had been swept into 

the future, at a diplomatic function in San Francisco way back in 2287, talking to Val’ri Raiajh’s brother, Ja’al.  

When the woman looked at her and smiled, she knew it was the same woman who had been talking with Ja’al 

Raiajh, and that is when her observations of Jarvok gave her pause.  Val’ri Raiajh had been quietly sending out 

feelers, looking for a Romulan named Jarvok shortly after the arrival of the Pariah in this reality. Pearson now 

found herself wondering, could it be that Jarvok was somehow related to her old friend? 

 Pearson was still lost in her own thoughts when the older woman stepped up to her and smiled at the 

Starfleet Commander.  She then took hold of Pearson’s elbow and moved her aside, whispering softly enough that 

her words were only for Pearson’s ears alone. 

 “I see that you recognized both me and my son.  Please, I beg of you,” the Romulan woman said.  “Do not 

let anyone else know.  His father is searching for both of us, and neither of us wishes to be found.” 

 “I will keep your secret, Tarleya,” Pearson replied in the same hushed tones, remembering the woman’s 

name as she thought to herself, ‘So apparently there is a connection between Jarvok and the former Deltan 

Ambassador?’  She then asked Tarleya, “But why are you going to 719?” 

 “Because, Commander,” she answered.  “That starbase is where three people we know will help us are 

located; Rear Admiral Raiajh, Commander Konstantin Harkonnen, and Commander Hans Spaak.” 

 “The Romulan people think highly of Konstantin, don’t they?” Pearson quired. 

 “Of course we do, Commander,” Tarleya said, smiling.  “He did the right thing, was willing to take the 

blame for the entire operation he had created; an operation that saved the Alpha and Beta Quadrants from the 

shortsightedness of a few in the Federation Government and within Starfleet Command.  And over the course of the 

past twelve Earth years, the Romulan Star Empire has offered him command of one of the newest, most cutting-edge 



Warbirds.  Women throughout the Empire wish he would have chosen a Romulan bride so that his blood-line would 

become mingled with ours.  Konstantin Harkonnen has proven himself to be a man of honor, and many women will 

mourn when they learn that the woman who owns his heart has finally claimed it.” 

 Pearson blushed and looked at Tarleya.  “How did you know?” she asked. 

 “The look in your eyes when I mentioned his name,” the Romulan woman said, smiling coyly.  “You 

become very good at reading people when you are in my line of work.” 

 “What is it you do?” 

 “I was in the Tal Shiar, my dear,” Tarleya said softly.  “Humans call what I did ‘the honey pot’ play.” 

 “What is that?” Pearson asked. 

 “A woman or man who… shall I say… seduces a target and then uses their physical charms to get what 

they want or need from them.  I did my job well, even though I had to deal with a man whom I could never stand.  

And because of that, I have had to live a life I wish I had not.  For a Romulan, I am still young and have a chance at 

another life, if I take it.  My son has talked me into that.  We are using the current crisis to start over.” 

 “We all deserve a little bit of happiness,” Pearson replied, realizing that the man who Tarleya was referring 

to was the former Deltan ambassador, Ja’al Raiajh.  “Although what you did would be considered spying by the 

Federation, I wouldn’t have wanted your assignment either.  I never liked Ja’al Raiajh very much.” 

 “You are very perceptive, Commander,” Tarleya commented. 

 “If you didn’t like Ja’al Raiajh, were you not able to get out of your assignment?” 

 “It wasn’t that easy, Commander.  The Tal Shiar recruited me while I was still a child.  They knew that I 

attended school Ja’al while my father worked in the embassy staff on Earth, and I was asked to become his friend.  It 

wasn’t until after he became the Deltan Ambassador to the Federation Council that the Tal Shiar requested I get 

closer to him.  I did what I did for the love of the Empire.”  Tarleya’s eyes looked off into the distance for a 

moment, as if reliving old memories, before she suddenly looked back at Pearson and said, “You should be getting 

back to your ship now.  Or should I say Konstantin’s ship?  After all, the Romulan people will always connect the 

Corsair to him.” 

 “I know.  He’s slept on it since its arrival at the station and has overseen every aspect of its recent 

overhaul,” Pearson said smiling.  “But officially, I’m its captain now.  Starfleet still doesn’t trust him.” 

 “That’s their mistake.  But I also couldn’t think of anyone other than him commanding the Corsair, except 

you, Commander Cathryn Elisabeth Pearson.  A woman who was aboard the Enterprise when it fought Khan 

Noonien Singh and who learned from Captains Kirk and Spock themselves!  You can most assuredly command a 

warship equipped with a Romulan cloaking device.” 

 “Thank you,” Pearson said simply, hiding the fact she had been both impressed and disturbed that this 

woman had known so much about her.  But then again, Tarleya had been Tal Shiar. 

   

* * * 

 

 Several hours later, the Corsair and Graceful Flyer were within visual range of Starbase 719 when both 

vessels were hailed by the IKS Bringer of Death.  The gruff voice over the speakers said curtly, “You will turn the 

Romulan vessel over to us immediately.  We have received intelligence indicating that the vessel you are escorting 

is carrying members of the Tal Shiar.” 

 Pearson knew it was of the utmost importance to not turn this vessel over to the Klingons and replied, “This 

is Commander Pearson.  I have no idea what you are talking about.  The Romulan ship we are escorting is full of 

civilian refugees fleeing the destruction of their homeworld.  Please allow us to continue on our way to Starbase 

719.” 

 “Turn over the vessel and we will let the Federation starship continue on its way unharmed,” the Klingon 

commander rebuked. 

 “That isn’t going to happen,” Pearson replied.  “The ship we are escorting is carrying families trying to get 

out of harm’s way, nothing more.” 

 “As subjects of the Klingon Empire, you will turn them over to us now, Starfleet.” 



 “That is not going to happen.  I’m not turning a ship full of families over to you.” 

 “The Klingon ship has ceased transmitting,” Harkonnen announced.  It has now raised shields and armed 

disruptors.  Knowing these Klingons, they are going to attack from the port side in an upward sweeping motion.” 

 “Not always,” Pearson replied. 

 “Cathryn, that is the Bringer of Death, under Captain Segve,” Harkonnen said plainly, “He always attacks 

in that manner.” 

 “How do you know that?” 

 “I’ve faced him before, during the brief war with the Klingons prior to the Dominion invasion, and I 

tangled with him again during ‘Operation Buccaneer’,” Harkonnen replied. 

 “I see.  Just keep on your toes in case he tries anything different.  Sound red alert!” 

 In the background, the klaxons began to sound and personnel manned all the bridge stations.  Pearson 

ordered, “Keep the Corsair between the Bringer of Death and the Graceful Flyer.” 

 “Agreed,” Harkonnen replied.  “Orders, Kipten?” 

 “Don’t fire unless he fires first.  When he fires, have at him.  But we need to get Jarvok and those on his 

ship back to Homeplate.” 

 “Yes, Kipten,” Harkonnen replied with a smile. 

 The Klingon ship tried to maneuver around the Corsair.  Harkonnen’s hands danced over the conn with 

purpose as he matched each maneuver of the Klingon Raptor-class escort, keeping the two ships dancing nose to 

nose to keep the Corsair firmly between the Bringer of Death and the Graceful Flyer. 

 “Almost reminds me of our first dance,” Harkonnen muttered under his breath, causing Pearson to wonder 

what he was talking about; they had never had a chance to dance together yet.  That was when she realized that he 

was referring to the Klingon-Federation war that preceded the Dominion War. 

 The inertial dampers were barely able to keep up with the movements of the two ships as they danced 

about, with the Klingons trying to gain an upper hand and the Corsair only trying to keep the Klingons at bay.  

Pearson watched as Harkonnen looked back over his shoulder at her and looked into her eyes.  “They are trying to 

jam communications, but they don’t realize that the comm system the Corsair has was designed to punch through 

anything the Dominion tried to put up.” 

 “Commander Harkonnen is right,” Lt Sinclair said, shaking her head.  “We have 719 on the line… Rear 

Admiral Raiajh has given us permission to do anything we have to to get the Graceful Flyer back to Homeplate.  

And she said that General Ke’reth is chomping at the bit wanting us to turn them over.  She’s giving you permission 

to do whatever you think is necessary, Commander Pearson.” 

 “Challenge him to a duel of honor over possession of the Flyer and its contents,” Harkonnen said, looking 

over his shoulder at Pearson.  “We can use their sensibilities against them and when we win this fight, the Klingons 

can’t do a damn thing about it.  However, by starting this, they have presented the challenge, giving you the right to 

choose the means.  Simply tell him that you’ve accepted his challenge for a duel, and that it will be a duel of 

starships.  Segve holds human females in contempt, and he will accept the challenge and underestimate you.  We 

can take this warrior.  He’s a pit-fighter, pure and simple.  He makes a slashing attack so he can close in, and then 

brawls with his opponent.” 

 “Understood,” Pearson said nodding.  “Lieutenant, hail the Bringer of Death.” 

 “Hailing frequency open, Commander,” Lt Sinclair responded as the viewer changed and Captain Segve’s 

snarling visage filled it. 

 “Get out of my way, Starfleet!  Those Romulans are ours!” 

 “I accept your challenge to a duel for them, Captain,” Pearson said firmly, causing first a look of confusion, 

then shock on the Klingon’s face.  “And my choice of weapons will be our ships; a one on one duel for possession 

of the Graceful Flyer and all of its contents!” 

 “Then so be it, Starfleet!  If you die well, may you be in Sto’Vo’Kor before your blood has cooled!” the 

Klingon captain sneered as his image was replaced by the Bringer of Death starting to maneuver, its intent to make a 

slashing attack, just as Harkonnen predicted. 

 “He’s going for the maneuver to close in,” Harkonnen stated calmly. 



 “Counter it!” Pearson ordered. 

 “Affirmative,” Harkonnen said, grinning as he flipped the Corsair over on its nose so all of its weapons 

could fire, hitting the Raptor’s lightly armored belly and causing the path of the Bringer of Death to tumble 

sideways, thus allowing the Defiant-class vessel to fire again and strike the Klingon warship’s propulsion and 

auxiliary power plant.  But instead of the Klingons withdrawing to lick their wounds, as most commanders would 

have done, the Bringer of Death turned and started firing its weapons using emergency power.  The weapons spread 

hit the Corsair amidships, causing the Defiant-class ship to shudder. 

 “Return fire!”  Pearson ordered as Harkonnen did as she instructed.  Harkonnen’s counter battery caused 

the Raptor to shudder once again, dealing even more extensive damage. 

 “Commander!” Lieutenant Jason Kirby called out from the Tactical II console.  “The Klingon’s warp core 

is about to rupture, but they aren’t stopping!” 

 “Kipten,” Harkonnen looked back toward Pearson with a frown.  “Segve’s not going to stop until we are 

dead… or HE is.” 

 Pearson sat up straight in the command chair and set her jaw firmly as the realization of what Harkonnen 

had just told her set in, “Fire, Commander Harkonnen.” 

 Without a word, Harkonnen fired a single photon torpedo at the Bringer of Death, and once it connected 

with the damaged Raptor-class escort the ship broke apart amidships, a series of secondary explosions continuing to 

rip the Klingon warship to pieces.  Harkonnen looked back at Pearson and gave her a reassuring look as Lt Kirby 

made another report. 

 “Scanning for life pods,” he stated as the Corsair’s sensors started to search for any survivors.  “We have a 

life pod, Commander, with two life signs.” 

 “Bring it aboard,” Pearson ordered as she stated standing up and moved to look at Kirby’s station.  

“Security and medical response teams to Transporter Room One.  Expect some trouble.” 

 Minutes later, the bridge was informed that the life pod had contained the captain and first officer of the 

Bringer of Death.  Pearson turned to Harkonnen and stated, “You’re with me, Konstantin.  Kirby you have the 

bridge.”  Pearson and Harkonnen then left the bridge and started towards Transporter Room One.  It took them only 

seconds to reach the transporter room, where they found several security officers, phasers drawn and aimed at the 

two Klingons standing on the platform – a severely wounded Segve and his first officer; a statuesque Klingon 

warrior woman whose injuries looked to be fatal.  The woman leaned against the wall, pointing her disruptor pistol 

at Segve’s head.  Her jaw was set as her arm held her weapon steady, even though the rest of her body was shaking. 

 “His dishonor must live on,” the Klingon woman snarled.  “His disrespect; his shortsightedness must be 

remembered, or the entire Empire will suffer because it is following his example.  The invasion of Romulan space 

was an act without honor. To attack an enemy when they are so weakened that they could not offer an honorable 

defense!  We must retain our honor, uphold our word.  Not this.”  The woman then looked up at Pearson, standing 

near the transporter room door.  “Do not let him die,” she begged Pearson when she saw the female Starfleet officer.  

“He must live with his dishonor; I beg you.” 

 “We will do everything in our power.  But you have to let us help him.  And you.”  Pearson moved slowly 

past the security guards toward the Klingons, lowering the woman’s weapon slowly.  She could sense the first 

officer did not have much time left.  “Go to Sto’Vo’Kor.  Your honor is intact.” 

 The Klingon warrior’s eyes locked with Pearson’s and she nodded, making a bear hint of a smile as her life 

slipped away.  Pearson helped lower the woman’s body to the deck and watched as she passed, sighing as she 

looked over at Segve and shook her head.  “Take him to sickbay and do everything we can for him.” 

 “Understood, Commander,” said Dr. Sylvan Xaran, who was acting as the Corsair’s chief medical officer 

for the shakedown cruise, nodding grimly as he and his team transferred the severely wounded Klingon starship 

commander to sickbay. 

 

* * * 

 



 A short time after the battle, the Corsair and the Graceful Flyer had arrived at Starbase 719 where, to their 

relief, the Proud Vengeance was nowhere to be seen, the ships docked without incident and Commander Jarvok and 

his mother, Tarleya, were escorted to Admiral Raiajh’s office by Commanders Pearson and Harkonnen.  When they 

arrived, Admiral Raiajh was sitting in her office talking with her aide, Lt Commander Marie Quintero.  Raiajh 

looked up as her guests entered, quickly standing and walking over to greet the new arrivals.  Nodding at the older 

woman, Raiajh stated, “It is good to see you again, Tarleya.  Welcome to Starbase 719.” 

 “It is good to see you again as well, Val’ri.  This is my son, Jarvok, commander of the Graceful Flyer,” the 

Romulan woman stated. 

 Raiajh nodded at the Romulan male who stood before her.  “It is good to finally meet you, Jarvok.  I hope 

you realize that not all members of my family are like my brother.  If my mother were still alive, she would be 

appalled at the dishonor he is bringing to the family name.” 

 “I would have to agree,” Tarleya replied.  “Your mother and grandmother were honorable; a trait that your 

brother lacks.” 

 Raiajh looked around, as if just remembering that she and Tarleya were not alone.  “If everyone will excuse 

me, I need to talk to Tarleya in private for a few minutes.”  Harkonnen started to object, but the petite Vulcanoid 

woman gave the much taller human Commander a look that silenced him.  Instead, Harkonnen and Pearson led 

Quintero and Jarvok out of the office, leaving Raiajh alone with Tarleya.  Raiajh gestured for the other woman to 

have a seat on the couch, then offered her a refreshment from the nearby replicator. 

 “There is something about me you need to know, Val’ri?” the Romulan woman asked perceptively. 

 “I know that you are… or should I say were… a member of the Tal Shiar.” 

 “How did you know?” Tarleya asked in a shocked tone. 

 “I managed to piece it together from things that my brother tried to get me to talk about over the years, 

coupled more recently with things that Hans Spaak mentioned, including the fact that Jarvok was my brother’s son.  

Everything together led me to suspect the possibility.  Even the last time we met, all those decades ago, there was 

something in your actions that indicated to me that you were doing what you were doing for reasons other than the 

fact you actually liked my brother.  I knew.  Trust me, it wasn’t my families position in the Federation that earned 

me my rank in Starfleet.” 

 “I know; it was your innovative thinking and the ability to get things done.  Ja’al told me time and again he 

was never able to get any information out of you.  However, he was always able to get the information he needed.” 

 “Not surprising.  I’m sure he was probably getting it from his other contacts.  Contacts I wish he didn’t 

have.   Ja’al will single handedly bring down my family if even just a little of what he’s been involved with over the 

years ever gets out,” Raiajh stated. 

 “With the way I have heard your family treats you, I don’t understand why you stand up for them?” Tarleya 

commented. 

 “Tarleya, it’s not the entire family.  It’s just Ja’al, and a little bit Ilona too.  Although as far as Ilona is 

concerned, you need only look at who raised her.  To this day I’ve wondered how much he paid off her mother to 

stay out of her life.” 

 “Trust me you don’t want to know, Val’ri,” Tarleya said knowingly. 

 “I’m sure I don’t.  However, I was close with both my mother and grandmother.  It’s the Deltan 

Government that frowns most upon hybrid Deltans like me.  Jarvok would face the same disdain if it was known he 

is the son of Ja’al.  The Romulan people focus on what makes him Romulan, and I see he has done well in the 

Romulan Imperial Fleet.” 

 “That is correct,” she said smiling broadly, beaming with pride in her son.  “He takes after his grandfather, 

in every way preferable.  The only things he’s inherited from his father are his eyes and his laugh.” 

 “I can see that,” Raiajh agreed.  She noticed Jarvok having the same eyes that she saw in her brother, 

mother, grandmother, and – to a lesser degree - herself. 

 “The Romulan Fleet saw him to be a rising star,” Tarleya continued.  “He was offered a Warbrid several 

times over the past three decades.  But he loves the Graceful Flyer and they respected that; seeing it better having 

him in a command he knows so well.” 



   “He shows pride in his command, and that is part of what makes a good commander” Raiajh agreed.  “I 

see it with the captain of the Besiege and even with Konstantin Harkonnen and the Corsair, although in all 

likelihood Starfleet won’t ever allow him to take command of a starship ever again, which is their loss.  He’s the 

type of commander we need out there.  Especially now with the way things are going.  Unless something changes, it 

appears inevitable that the Federation will be at war with the Klingons yet again within the next ten years.” 

 “I unfortunately concur,” Tarleya said softly.  “But I have always felt many in Starfleet Command are 

fools.  Harkonnen deserves a command, and if they refuse to give him a one of his own, and soon, what remains of 

the Romulan fleet will make the offer again; give him his own ship and allow him to crew it as he sees fit.” 

 “You do know that there is one that will keep him tied to the Federation, Tarleya.” 

 The Romulan woman leaned forward and smiled, “Not if the ship comes without strings and he can stay 

here with her.” 

 “You would allow Konstantin to crew a Romulan ship with Federation personnel?  Starfleet wouldn’t know 

what to make of that offer.  I doubt they would even allow it.” 

 “We see him as valuable, and it need not be a Romulan-built starship.  We have contacts that could procure 

a brand new spaceframe from the Orions.  It could be brought here and Konstantin would be given it to do with as 

he pleased,” she said smiling.  “The Pariah has proven the worth and adaptability of the Wanderer-class spaceframe, 

Admiral.  Do you not think he’d jump at the chance to accept the offer of his own private starship?” 

 Raiajh choked on her raktajino.  “He might, though he would probably have to resign from Starfleet in 

order to accept it.  But it all depends on one variable.” 

 “If Cathryn says yes,” Tarleya said with a smile.  “Tell me something, his first official report to you.  It was 

about the Klingons and their initial invasion into Romulan space, wasn’t it?” 

 “Yes, it was, Tarleya.  Almost at the moment it was happening.” 

 The former Romulan intelligence officer nodded sagely.  “We know him that well,” she said softly as she 

looked into Raiajh’s eyes.  “He sees patterns, has little trouble putting things together.  You should have a talk with 

Commander Spaak.  The two of them working together can predict the future.  Why do you think their operations 

were so successful?” 

 “I have tried to talk to Commander Spaak, but unfortunately he does not wish to talk to me because I 

reminded him of someone he is missing.  Someone very important to him.  Since some time has passed, perhaps I 

will be able to get another chance?” 

 “Then do it,” the Romulan woman said, leaning close.  “A secure Federation is what the Romulans need to 

survive in this new dark age.” 

 “I can understand that, but it’s not just Commander Spaak.  I have tried talking to Starfleet Command about 

the problems we face, but after the Dominion, the Federation is weary of war.  Right now Starfleet seems more 

interested in exploring what’s beyond the next star then protecting what they already have.” 

 “Then do it yourself,” Tarleya said softly.  “You are a Flag Officer and commander of this sector.  Focus on 

what those in your sphere of influence need for protection, and to Hades with the rest.  Because if you start showing 

that you know what you are doing and you are more successful; they will HAVE to listen to you.” 

 “I have been.  It’s why I brought the Corsair out here in the first place.  I do my damnedest to protect what 

I have here, but if I push too hard, there are those who will remove me from a position where I can help.  Chances 

are, if that happened, the next person they put in this seat may be more prone to side with the Klingons.” 

 “Then work hard to groom someone to become your replacement, someone that will stand on their own two 

feet, make up their own mind.  Not someone who will simply be a… I believe the Earth phrase is ‘yes-man’… to a 

situation that will put the people of this region into danger.” 

 “I already have been doing that.  Cathryn Pearson.  However, I fear Starfleet will find it hard to trust her as 

she continues to go down the road that her heart is leading her.  Tarleya, I want her to have the success she deserves 

and the man she wants to be with, but how can I reconcile both?” 

 The Romulan woman closed her eyes and sighed.  “Do the right thing; follow your own heart.  And let the 

Great Bird guide your actions.  Only then, what the creator wants will be.” 

 “I have been, Tarleya,” surprised at how much she had opened up to a Romulan woman she barely knew. 



 “Then put your faith and trust in the Creator,” she said smiling.  “And let things go where they may.  Who 

knows?  It’s possible our universe is one where the creator is teaching us all a lesson?” 

 “I don’t know about that, Tarleya.  I have never believed that way.” 

 “Admiral,” Tarleya said formally.  “From what I’ve seen, the Federation has actually started to live up to its 

own ideals; the Romulans and Vulcans are close to reconciliation and a new age of openness and peace between our 

two peoples.  However, the Klingons are beginning to become more aggressive and it’s possible that there is a 

breakdown in the Orion Syndicate.” 

 “I’m not so sure about the Orion Syndicate.  It’s more like the Orions are getting out of the business then 

trying to close the operation down.” 

 “That’s possible, but we are also seeing the Syndicate priming themselves to take control of the Botchok 

Planetary Congress.  Orion Colonies are breaking away; petitioning the Federation for membership at a frightening 

rate.  They fear the growth of the Syndicate and the syndicate’s recent alliances with the Klingons and we are seeing 

a purge of non-Orions from the Syndicate in the past two years.” 

 “I have to agree with you, except for the purge.  If the Botchok Planetary Congress isn’t careful, they are 

going to be over-run by the Syndicate; one that really can’t be called Orion anymore.” 

 “You don’t understand, Admiral,” the former Romulan intelligence agent said seriously.  “Before leaving 

Romulan space, I learned there is a purge at the highest levels of the Syndicate.  All we know is that there is a 

woman known as the Emerald Empress doing this.  She’s taking over the entire Syndicate, forcing all non-Orions 

out.  And I’m sure you know, the only way to leave the Syndicate is when you die.” 

 “That isn’t good, Tarleya.  The intelligence Starfleet has been getting about the Orion Syndicate is just the 

opposite; that the Orions are the ones being forced out.  That can only mean one thing.  Either the Federation is 

being fed intentionally wrong information or the Tal Shiar, when it still functioned, was.  And right now, from what 

I’m seeing around me, I have to think it’s the Federation that is getting the wrong information.” 

 “I assure you, they are,” Tarleya said softly.  “Why do you think the Pariah and its crew remain here?  Our 

agents inside the OSN have seen the purge happening,” she explained.  “Spaak is on the verge of being purged as 

well unless he and his crew cut their ties soon.  After my talk with you ends, I must go see Commander Spaak 

aboard the Pariah.  Officially, I wish to hire him and his ship for a mission.  In reality, I must warn him.” 

 “I see,” Raiajh replied.  “I am aware of Spaak’s situation.  He has already made it clear to us that he has cut 

ties with the OSN after his last meeting with them.  He wouldn’t go into detail why, but he invoked some clauses he 

had in a contract with Starfleet and has officially become a private ship.  If Spaak and his crew are in danger, then 

please, warn them.  I will take my leave of you so you can go meet with him.  But you and Jarvok must join my 

family for dinner tonight.  The commander’s formal dining room, 1800 hours?” 

  “We shall be there.” 

 

* * * 

 

Stardate 64535.3 

 

 In the large park-like setting of the starbase’s botanical garden, a podium had been set up for the ceremony 

announcing the latest promotions among the crew, and numerous members of the base personnel were standing in 

front of it waiting for Admiral Raiajh to speak.   Usually the Admiral allowed Commander Cathryn Pearson to 

handle the promotions quietly; except if someone was being raised to the rank of Commander or higher.  On this 

occasion about three thousand of the crew turned out for the promotion ceremony. 

 Those who had gathered wondered which of those with the rank of Lieutenant Commander would be 

receiving a coveted promotion that day.  After several minutes, Rear Admiral Raiajh stepped onto the dais followed 

by her aide, Lt Commander Marie Quintero.  The Lt Commander walked over to the podium and placed a small box 

containing a single gold pip on top of it, then, knowing the Admiral’s desire to keep things short, quickly called out, 

“Crew, attention!” 



 The milling and murmuring stopped and three thousand beings snapped to attention as the Admiral stepped 

up to the podium and addressed the crowd. 

 “As you know, I like to keep these ceremonies short.  I do have to say that this promotion is well deserved.  

The rank being accorded today is not one approved lightly by Starfleet Command.  It takes hard work, dedication to 

duty, and the ability to prove oneself in the most difficult of situations.  This crew member has proved many times 

since first arriving aboard the station they have the ability to stand firm in the face of danger.”  Raiajh paused for a 

moment, looking out on the crowd.  She then called out, “Commander Cathryn Elisabeth Pearson, front and center.” 

 A shocked look came over Pearson’s face as she looked first at the Admiral and then at Commander 

Konstantin Harkonnen, who was standing next to her.  Noticing that she wasn’t moving, Harkonnen leaned over and 

whispered quietly in her ear in a teasing manner, “The Admiral is waiting for you, Kipten Kitty Cat.” 

 After Pearson gave him a sidelong glance, Harkonnen gave her a gentle nudge toward the raised platform 

along with a smile.  Stepping up in front of the admiral, Pearson came to attention before her long-time friend. 

 Picking up a padd and looking at Pearson, Raiajh read, “To: Pearson, Commander Cathryn Elisabeth.  As 

of stardate 64530.3, you are hereby promoted to the rank of Captain, Starfleet, United Federation of Planets, with all 

rights, responsibilities, and privileges accorded such rank.  And while you will continue to serve in your current 

capacity as Executive Officer of Starbase 719, you are also assigned as Commanding Officer of the Federation 

starship USS Corsair NCC-75639.”  Raiajh took the pip from the box on the podium and added it to the three 

already displayed on Pearson’s uniform.  Raiajh then held out her hand to Pearson for a shake as the gathered crew 

started to applaud.  “Congratulations, Captain Pearson.”  

 

* * * 

 

 Several hours after the promotion ceremony, Captain Cathryn Pearson stood by one of the large lounge 

windows that overlooked the interior of the starbase’s spacedock.  A moment later the doors behind her opened with 

a whoosh and Commander Konstantin Harkonnen walked in, quickly moving up beside Pearson. 

 “You wanted to see me, Cathryn?” the Strategic Operations Officer asked. 

 “Yes,” Pearson replied, taking her eyes away from the scene outside the transparent aluminum window and 

looking at Harkonnen.  “I’m sure you understand, given the circumstances and the past records of not only yourself 

but of the Corsair itself, why Starfleet isn’t willing to display all the pomp and circumstance normally associated 

with the commissioning of a new starship.” 

 “I understand.  I’m grateful that Val was willing to use her influence to even just have the Corsair placed 

officially into commission.  By the way, congratulations, Kipten.” 

 “I may officially be the Corsair’s commanding officer now, but she’ll always be your ship, Konstantin; 

which is why I expended a little influence of my own to make sure everyone understood that fact.”  She nodded in 

the direction of the window. 

 Harkonnen looked out the window, where the Defiant-class escort Corsair was moored in the nearby 

docking slip.  The Strategic Operations Officer could see several dockworkers in spacesuits standing on the upper 

hull of the small starship, putting the finishing touches on the name of the ship, which – since the ship was never 

officially commissioned – had never been displayed.  He was slightly shocked and deeply touched by what he saw. 

 Rather than the standard alphabet Starfleet normally used when affixing markings and designations on the 

hulls of their vessels, the small starship displayed the name U.S.S. КОРСАР, the Russian Cyrillic spelling of USS 

Corsair. 

 “Cathryn… Thank you,” was all Harkonnen managed to say aloud, as Pearson moved closer and wrapped 

her arm around his waist. 

 “You’re welcome,” the newly-promoted captain replied. 

 

The End 


