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It's an impossible mission on a derelict ship called HOPE'S FOLLY. A man who feels he can't love. A woman who believes 
she's unlovable. And an enemy who will stop at nothing to crush them both. 
 
Admiral Philip Guthrie is in an unprecedented position: on the wrong end of the law, leading a rag-tag band of rebels against 
the oppressive Imperial forces. Or would be, if he can reach his command ship—the intriguingly named Hope’s Folly—alive. 
Not much can rattle Philip’s legendary cool—but the woman who helps him foil an assassination attempt on Kirro Station will. 
She’s the daughter of his best friend and first commander—a man who died while under Philip’s command, and whose death 
is on Philip’s conscience. 
 
Rya Bennton has been in love with Philip Guthrie since she was a girl. But can her childhood fantasies survive an encounter 
with the hardened man, and newly-minted rebel leader, who it seems has just become her new commanding officer? And 
will she still be willing follow him through the jaw of hell once she learns the truth about her father’s death? 
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FROM HOPE’S FOLLY CHAPTER 9 

 
(The set up here is the threat of a potential stow-away on board the ship. Rya is a security officer on board the ship—the same 
ship her late father once commanded  FYI, “Commo” is the slang for Communications Officer. The character of Captain Folly is 
the ship’s cat.)  

 
 
Rya was officially off duty. She unofficially walked the entire ship, the old Stockwell’s schematics coming easily to 
mind as she fell into covert-mission mode and tried to think like a stowaway. The perfect opportunity for 
someone to slip on board was that narrow window of the first few hours of the ship’s turnover to Commander 
Adney. With less than a full crew complement, places to hide were plentiful. If she’d known it would have been so 
easy, she’d not have worried at all about qualifying for an assignment to the Folly. 
 
She could have just stowed away and, if she wanted to, caused all the problems to date. Especially as she knew 
the ship’s schematics by heart.  
 
Likely so did some of the Farosians who’d crewed on her. And any number of Imperials. 
 
If she were the infamous Commander Dalby, she would have tried for Philip at Kirro, tried again in the space 
lanes, but have someone already on board as backup. 
 
For the hundredth time she wanted to go barging back into Welford’s cabin and demand he alert Adney now, but 
she knew he wouldn’t until he had proof. 
 
She looked in unoccupied cabins for telltale signs of a stowaway. She stood quietly in stairwells, listening. She 
noted crew she knew—though, admittedly, barely—and studied those she didn’t. It was annoying, frustrating, but 
it was something to do. If she sat in her cabin or even went to find a card game—there was bound to be at least 
one, and Alek Dillon was likely already there—she’d go crazy. Crazier than she already was. 
 
She got to know the Folly better than she normally would have with only one day on board, translating schematics 
to real time. The ship had six decks, starting from the bridge and ready room on Deck 1, down to cargo and 
storage on Deck 6. Shuttle bay, maintenance, and engineering were on 5, just as they had been when her father 
sat in command. Sparks was working— not surprising—but she didn’t stop to talk. She wanted to listen. Deck 4 
was crew’s quarters, ship’s gym—which already had a few hard-bodies getting busy—and more store rooms. Deck 
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3 was more crew’s quarters, general mess hall, and galley. Deck 2 was split forward and aft, with no way to get 
from one to the other without going down one deck—one of the things her father found annoying. Aft were the 
divisional offices, including Commander Adney’s, and sick bay. Forward were the admiral’s quarters and office, 
Adney’s cabin, and two spare cabins. 
 
The small blue light glowing next to Adney’s palm pad showed she wasn’t in her office. Rya hoped they were all in 
Philip’s, tracking down whoever had come aboard during those critical first hours. 
 
She started her circuit again. 
 
This time, when she reached Deck 6, she could almost recognize where she was on the ship just by the sounds. 
Crew movement—the thudding of boots, the high and low pitches of conversations—was more apparent on 
Decks 3 and 4. Deck 6 was more ship sounds—pinging and whooshing and clanking. Deck 5 was a combination of 
both: the hard bark of voices from engineering aft, the groaning and pinging of metal forward in the shuttle bays 
and cargo areas, unoccupied now with the ship so understaffed. Even the machine shop— 
 
She stopped, head tilted. There were footsteps coming from the maintenance shop. No one was assigned to the 
shop that she knew of, but maybe one of Sparks’s people had a project… No; she didn’t hear voices. 
 
Hand resting on her Stinger, she padded softly toward the shop. The door was slightly ajar and she could see from 
its angle that it was out of kilter.  She frowned. Did someone force it or was this another inherited problem? 
 
The shop’s lighting was scattered. It looked as if most of the overheads were nonworking, but a small light glowed 
softly over a nearby worktable. A figure moved through her narrow line of vision, and Rya relaxed. Mather. 
Commo, carrying parts to the low table. Not Sparks’s project then, but something Welford put him up to. She 
remembered the two of them working—and swearing—over the problems on the bridge. 
 
“Hey, Commo,” she called, pushing the palm pad. The door edged open... 
 
FROM HOPE’S FOLLY CHAPTER 16 

 
(the stow-away problem in CH 9 turns out to be a red herring BUT gave me the opportunity to familiarize the reader with the 
ship’s layout and eccentricities, which become crucial when Rya ha to confront the REAL villain here…) 

 
On Calth 9, she would have called for backup. In Port Chalo, she would have called for backup. But Rya Bennton 
wasn’t on station or in a dirtside port. She was no longer even in ImpSec. She was on a Stryker-class heavy cruiser 
in the middle of the no-man’s-land of jumpspace and there was no one she could fully trust. Or wanted to. 
 
And there was no time.  
 
She hit Deck 5 sucking wind, heart pounding in her ears. Time to start a diet, use the gym. Tomorrow, definitely. If 
there was a tomorrow. Going after an enemy operative with no backup generally reduced the probability of 
tomorrows. 
 
She hated dieting anyway. 
 
She flattened herself against the bulkhead at the entrance to the forward stairwell and listened, her heartbeat 
automatically slowing, the Norlack draped over her back digging into her shoulder blades. If she was lucky, 
Burnaby Mather sang or whistled while he crafted bombs. 
 
She wasn’t that lucky.  
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Okay, check the maintenance shop first, then the shuttle bays, then the upper cargo area and the auxiliary bridge. 
Mather or the cat—or both—had to be down here somewhere. For the hundredth time she yearned for a crew 
locator system. 
 
And people in hell want ice water. 
 
A clank. Then a soft thud. She froze, then whipped around toward the sound. 
 
Maintenance shop. Finishing what she’d interrupted? 
 
She soft-footed past the shuttle bays, alert now to every creak and groan the ship made. Her hours wandering the 
corridors did her in good stead. She knew with fair accuracy ship creaks from nonship creaks. Human sounds.  
 
She considered for a moment powering up the Norlack, but that was a long-range weapon, capable of punching 
holes in bulkheads if she wasn’t careful. Instead, she pulled her Carver out, safety off, power on full. Tiny red and 
blue dots glowed down the pistol’s short barrel. If Mather was who she thought he was, if he was doing what she 
suspected he was doing, it would be kill or be killed. He had a Carver too. And probably more, just as she did. She 
doubted Tage or the Justice Wardens would send an operative in with no weapons. 
 
She sprinted quickly across the empty corridor, her back to the portside bulkhead—the same side as the entrance 
to the maintenance shop, fifteen, twenty feet farther down. She held the Carver in a standard two-handed grip, 
chest high, and tamped down the urge to run for the door, blast it open. Expertise trumped emotions now. 
Stealth was everything. She tried not to think of it as time wasted; if Captain Folly was dead, the best revenge 
would be a cold, concise, exacting one. 
 
But she prayed she’d be in time. Dead humanoids bothered her far less than an innocent pet murdered. 
She reached the door, ears straining, eyes noting it no longer sat skewed on its track. It might have been fixed as 
part of routine maintenance. Or it could be someone’s private project. A quick check of the palm pad showed the 
door was locked. She dropped her left hand off her pistol and keyed in a security code, bringing up recent entries. 
 
A half hour ago someone had used a command code to enter the shop. 
 
The timing—if it was Mather—was right. 
 
This was the critical moment. Standing, she’d be a target in the open doorway. She had to hit the door pad, drop, 
and roll through. And hope the attention of whoever was inside would be drawn upward by the movement of the 
door, the light spilling in from the corridor, and not down to one shit-for-brains security chief on the decking. 
 
She paused for a moment, racking her memory for any other way into the shop. Sections of the Alric Stockwell’s 
schematics flashed into her mind. Ventilation ducts. That was all. There was no other way in or out. A good reason 
why Mather would have chosen to use the shop. A sole entry meant easy defense and no surprise visitors—not 
with the door fixed. 
 
He was about to get one anyway… 
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