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found comfort in the dark,  
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If you’re continuing from Book 2, Redemption, I cannot thank you enough! Book 1, Atonement, introduced us to the world of the Guild and Sara’s journey to freedom. Redemption tells Abigail and Nathan’s story. If this is your first book in the Sins of the Father series, here is a quick recap:

In Book 1: Atonement: Sara Dragen’s father, Thomas, rejected her, subjected her to experiments, and handed her to one of his men as a servant. Believing she was free, her world was upended when Nathan, one of her father’s supernatural assassins, appeared wounded at her door. This pulled Sara back into the criminal world of the Guild, a network involved in weapons and human trafficking.

Sara teamed up with other Guild children—Abigail, Hanna, and Michael. Together, they uncovered Thomas’s secret weapon to controlling the Zaki assassins, a blood quartz. Nathan’s death and revival freed him from its power, and the team worked to liberate the Zaki, establishing a base on an island in Vermont.

Hanna helped rescue trafficked children and found refuge with the group. Sara’s goal was to free Ryc, the leader of the Zaki, which forced her to return to her childhood home. There, she learned that her abilities came not from her father’s experiments but from a childhood ritual with Ryc that made them true blood siblings. Ryc killed Thomas, breaking the blood quartz’s hold and crippling the Guild.

In Book 2: Redemption, Abigail’s quest to end her father’s reign over the weapons trade has her, Nathan, Sara, and Gabe traveling between Italy and Argentina battling not only human elements but magics and supernatural creatures. Hanna and Ryc’s story, told in this volume, runs parallel to Abigail’s timeline and there are some overlapping scenes between the two books.

“I believe forgiveness is the best form of love 

in any relationship. It takes a strong person to say they’re sorry and an even stronger person to forgive.” 

— Yolanda Hadid

––––––––
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To forgive is the highest, most beautiful form of love. 

In return, you will receive untold peace and happiness” — Robert Muller. 
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Chapter 1
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Ryc

For over a century, freedom had been a far-off hope that he had pretty much given up on, but eleven days ago that hope had been reforged from a forgotten dream into a reality. The little girl he had helped raise had freed him. Sara Dragen, daughter of his captor, had spent a decade searching for a way to release him from the magical hold on his soul. Then just days later, he’d been the one to pull the trigger that ended the final male Dragen’s reign, freeing all of their Zaki brothers along with the beast Dragen had kept chained for almost a century and a half. He’d crossed the globe to visit the ancestral home of the Zaki and watched as the beast had been restored to man. And now, they were embarking on the next part of the mission – taking out the final two men who led the Guild.

Disbelief clung to him like a shroud. 

He was free.

Even as he worked out in the basement gym of his new home, he could hear the team above him going about their day, reminding him of the truth. Ryc switched from lifting weights to the heavy bag. 

During his captivity, he had always forced himself to maintain some form of workout routine to keep his body fit, but most importantly his mind at peace. The quiet time and being able to focus on what was in front of him had become a way of letting the darkness of being held by Dragen fall away. 

In the early nineteen-twenties, his arrogance had been his folly. As a lumberjack the bigger the tree, the bigger the payday...he’d gone hunting for the biggest tree and walked right into a trap set by the Dragen heir. The rumors of a crazy magician who lived on the mountain had turned into his hell. The magic was real, and the mythical beast had also been. He was bitten and transformed into a supernaturally strong being. His soul had been trapped in a blood quartz which prevented him from disobeying three generations of powerful, corrupt, and greedy men who used him and the others they created after him to kill, torture, and generally put fear into the hearts and minds of the men employed by the Guild.

He jabbed the bag. 

Hard. 

The Guild – pathetic men who gathered together to discuss how much money and death they could collect. Drugs, weapons, and even human lives were their trades and until recently nothing could stop them. Until Sara – this generation’s Dragen. Her father had rejected her at birth for not being a male heir and throughout the years, she often found herself on the lower level finding comfort among the men her father used as killers and enforcers. At twelve, she was tossed among them permanently while Dragen used her as a science experiment trying to increase his own life span without taking a bite from his own beast. Ryc smiled at the irony. Instead of creating a way of lengthening his life, Dragen had developed a strong willed, compassionate champion for his Zaki. Sara had escaped Dragen at eighteen, and she’d spent the last ten years researching a way to free him and the others from her family’s curse. Seven days ago she’d done it. She’d discovered a way to remove the blood quartz from his grasp in their own family journal. By killing the elder while in possession of the blood quartz, the younger simply had to mix their blood on the stone and the power would transfer. 

By a beautiful twist of fate, a child’s wish to be blood brothers and a minute transference of blood between him and Sara had magically altered their DNA enough that Ryc had been able to take Sara’s place as heir, ending Dragen’s reign and taking control of the blood quartz. His greatest accomplishment in life thus far was keeping Sara’s hands free of the blood and death that coated his. 

That little girl had changed his life forever. He could still remember the first time she had run into him and fell as she rebounded off his legs. Her eyes had filled with fear as he reached for her and changed to astonishment as he had simply set her upright on her feet. It wasn’t until years later he learned that the fear was not of him, but was instilled by her father’s backhand many times before. He closed his eyes and clenched his fists. It took everything in him not to find pleasure in being the one who had ended Dragen’s life. 

He forced his mind off the unpleasant memories of the past and to the beast that had transformed his life forever, of Omari’s twisted form and the restoration he’d found among the Zaki. Ryc had always felt a connection to the beast Dragen kept locked in a cell and now he knew it was the familial bond passed down to him from Omari. Watching the broken, inhuman form find release through an ancient ritual which ended in complete restoration and healing was humbling. He realized that with Omari’s healing, a part of his own soul had found a deeper sense of peace as well. The Zaki were a simple tribal people, living off the land and their livestock, but after a lifetime of violence, Ryc almost wished he could have stayed among the Pride. Maybe when this was over, he would return.

He scented Hanna before she came down the stairs. Another daughter of a Guild member, she astonished him in the same way Sara did. Despite being raised by the same evil and greed, both women would do everything in their power to take down their fathers and the Guild. 

...

Hanna

She quickly put her hand over her mouth to prevent her gasp from being audible. She had seen scars before, but the jagged, crisscross of white lines that marred Ryc’s entire back was devastating to look at. There was not a single space where smooth flesh remained from the top of his shoulders to where the scarred flesh disappeared under his gym shorts. 

Ryc looked over his shoulder at her and gave her a nod of acknowledgement.

Embarrassed that she was caught staring, she ducked her head and walked to the exercise bike. Hanna should have known that his enhanced hearing would catch her gasp. She decided to own up to it with a question. “How did you scar so badly, when the Zaki heal so fast?”

“We heal from almost any wound, but we still scar like normal people.” His tone held a hint of humor. “These are more dramatic because Dragen used an old fashion flail with barbs.”

He continued to throw punches into the heavy bag, not missing a swing as he shared.

“Once her mother was gone, I would spend time playing with Sara or reading to her. Dragen caught me on the main level one day, his response was to order me to the lower level where he proceeded to beat me senseless. I always thought he punished me as a way to make her fear being around the Zaki. Instead, he turned her into our greatest champion.”

She closed her eyes against the image of Ryc’s back being torn by lashes. She would never understand how men could enjoy inflicting pain, and she was grateful that Dragen was dead. 

“They’re more than twenty years old now – I promise they don’t hurt.” Ryc assured her.

When she opened her eyes, he had turned and was studying her. “Surprisingly, given who my father is, I do not do well with violence.” 

“One of the many gifts I am grateful for,” he said quietly. 

“What?”

“I am grateful that you, and the others do not share in your father’s desire to create pain, destruction, and chaos.”

Hanna started to pedal. She was a Windermere. Born into a family of wealth and privilege or so she had thought. When she was fourteen, she was allowed to have her first drink, at eighteen one of her father’s guards slipped her a bag of cocaine. Ten years later, she stumbled upon a young girl being bought by one of her father’s friends and the girl’s terrified screams woke her from her drug induced haze. She sought a treatment clinic that day and never stopped searching for the girl. It took three years, but she had found her, and once she was safe, Hanna started slipping police information on her father’s business until she got too bold and he found out. She smiled, remembering that this was what brought her to the island and what she called the rebellion club. The Guild founded by Dragen, Seroni, and Windermere had given birth to a generation of children who refused to embrace their depraved legacies and were seeking to destroy the Guild and restore the damage wrought by their families. 

Even as she forced her body into the exercise routine, exhaustion pressed down on her. It had been almost two years since she joined the team on the island. Every couple of weeks there was a mission or a training seminar that she’d participated in. Like the others, she’d hoped that removing Dragen from leadership would allow them time to breathe, instead they had flown with the team to the Congo, where they picked up Ryc, Sara, and Gabe, so she could keep everyone updated on the latest with both Windermere and Abigail’s father, Seroni. With Dragen out of the picture, both men were immediately making their move to take over the Guild. 

The sixteen-hour flight had essentially been one giant download of information. When they had arrived back at their island home, the team had dispersed around the house to have time to process what they’d learned so far. Hanna knew she should take the time to rest, but her mind was too busy with trying to piece together everything the team needed for their next steps. 

Ryc left the gym with a quick lift of his hand. She stopped pedaling so hard and dropped her head to the handlebars. Her brain hurt from being awake for almost twenty-four hours straight, but her body felt refreshed, and Ryc sharing about his scars stirred a fire of vengeance within her. There was no place in the world for men like her father. The casual way in which they inflicted pain – physically, psychologically, and emotionally – was an evil that she would never understand. She glanced at the time and hopped off the bike. There would be just enough time for a quick shower, before she needed to rejoin the team in Ops. 
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Chapter 2
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Hanna

After the brief respite of being home and having some time to themselves, the team gathered back in Ops and listened intently as she continued her briefing on Seroni’s activities. She had been able to cover most of it on the flight back, but there were a few pieces that needed more details. “As you can see from the latest batch of files I downloaded to your tablets, Alex has been more and more involved with the business in the last few years. With Seroni’s retreat to Argentina, I wonder what it means for the weapons trade. Abigail, I know you said this was unusual and I am hoping the new information will help you give us some insight into the current situation.”

“I need to go cook. You have until dinner to hide away and plan,” Kasha warned, “then you will take a break and eat.”

And just like that the meeting was over. Each person or couple left the room except for Abigail who was already heads down looking over the new information. It was interesting how everyone had their spot in the house to think. Sara disappeared into the library, where she would curl into the window seat. Abigail would stay in Ops. Michael would retreat to his personal office. She followed Kasha into the kitchen. Her best ideas came when she was sitting at the kitchen island. Something about watching Kasha cook and being able to alternate between looking over her information and out the sliding glass doors gave her brain the perfect mix of work and nature. It didn’t hurt that being near the kitchen automatically promoted the person to chief taste tester. Today’s sample was a rich, herbaceous red sauce that would go over chicken.

Hours passed and Kasha forced the others out of hiding for dinner. When Hanna had first met the tiny woman, ‘chef’ had been the furthest from her mind. Kasha loved cooking for the team and made sure if they were home, they were fed. She also was their fiercest support and had an innate sense for when they needed hugs, scones, or chocolate. Her computer skills rivaled Hanna’s, but she preferred to tuck herself in the kitchen. The chicken cacciatore currently on the plate made Hanna very grateful for that choice. She had survived eating granola bars, ramen, and fast food in the stint between leaving her father’s estate and joining the team. 

She glanced over at Abigail. There was an agitation in her that wasn’t there a few hours before. She lifted an eyebrow in question, but Abigail gave her a single head shake. Message received - not now. That just made her curiosity grow. 

After dinner they returned to Ops and Abigail made an announcement. During her study of Hanna’s information, she discovered what she believed was evidence that Seroni may be trying to create his own version of the Zaki.  

She hated power hungry men. 

In the midst of listening to Abigail’s briefing on what she’d found, she received two alerts – one an email about a shipment from a bio-med company to the Italian villa were Seroni’s second in command was currently hiding out. The other alert was from the tracking system they had installed on the trucks used by her father within the States, which showed that two of her father’s trucks were on the move. When a truck started moving, they had only hours to intercept it and rescue the children contained within it.

Once her brain processed the information, she looked up and realized that Sara and Abigail were arguing over the repercussions of Seroni creating a beast of his own. 

“We can’t be sure,” she piped up ending the argument about a beast. “But we have some problems that need to be handled right now. There are two trucks, one leaving Seattle and the other leaving Reno. I’ve already alerted our law enforcement partners. The second problem is Alex received a shipment from a bio-med company — and not the good kind of company — they have been cited with violations from a dozen countries for improperly handling viruses, bacteria strains, and bio-waste.”

“When did that shipment arrive?” Abigail asked alarmed.

At the same time Sara asked, “Which truck should we go after?”

She looked back and forth between them for a second. “The shipment arrived three days ago. We are going to assist with the Seattle truck.”

Michael looked to Ryc, who took charge and divided the team. 

Abigail, Sara, Gabe and Nathan would fly to Italy and handle Alex. 

She, Ryc, and their small Zaki strike team would handle the trucks.

Orders given, Hanna closed out her computer, snagged her tablet, and raced to her room and tossed a change of clothes into her go bag. She joined the others in the armory, where she grabbed her weapon, double checked that her magazines were full, then followed the team to the dock. They were all quiet as the boat bounced through the lake. Hanna felt a little queasy, it was all happening so fast, but what else could they do but respond? A biological weapon and missing children took priority over getting sleep any day in her book.

When they reached the airport, Abigail and the others boarded the large jet. Hanna and Ryc join their team staged at the hangar while awaiting the final call from the law enforcement contact she had in Nevada. She was starting to get restless and paced the office when the phone finally rang, and she answered it on the second ring. 

The voice on the other line asked her about the trackers. “Yes, the trackers are still in place. There are two trucks on the move, we can take the one going south from Seattle, if you can get a team on the one in Reno?”

She listened as the tactical officer shared his team’s plans to intercept the truck currently in Nevada. After she agreed that it was a solid plan, she hung up the phone. She circled her finger in the air, a signal for the team to pack up. 

It was insane to her that two short years ago she had found herself completely alone in the world, and now she was supported by such an amazing team with Michael and the others joining her in almost every fight. Now, she had Ryc and three Zaki that had decided to stay on and help him with missions as her own personal team. Most of the Zaki had been able to return to their families and begin rebuilding their lives. The others, like Ryc who had been held for decades, decided to band together as a unit of law enforcement advisors, and had also developed three strike teams who could be deployed anywhere in the world within hours to assist with anything Guild related. They were fighting two fronts, the power struggle between Seroni and Windermere for the Guild following the death of Dragen, and the increase in trafficking cases worldwide due to Windermere’s rise in the dark world. 

She shouldered her pack and trotted behind Ryc towards the waiting private jet. They had Michael to thank for a second jet, otherwise she would be scrambling to find them emergency commercial flights. Michael McFarlane, husband to Kasha, was the son of an assassin that amassed more wealth than a single man should be allowed. When McFarlane senior died, he left all of his funds to Michael, who in turn became a vigilante for good. He built a literal fortress on an island in the middle of Lake Champlain between Vermont and Ontario, and for the past eight years was directly responsible for funding every operation against the Guild.  

She tossed her pack under the seat and sat down. There was a set of four seats that faced each other over a small table on one side and a narrow couch on the other. She always sat in the window seat facing the front of the plane. Michael and Owen took the remaining seats and Issac took the couch. Issac and Mitchell had been turned in the nineteen-fifties and Owen in the mid-sixties. None of them had family to return home to, so they willingly decided to join with Ryc and created the extraction unit to rescue kids from trafficking. Hanna could not have asked for a better team. They had also accepted Hanna as one of their own the first time they met, and she had never felt more at home than among the Zaki.

“We good?” Ryc asked, taking a seat next to her.

His question confused her, “Yes?”

“You just haven’t said much to me since this morning.”

“Oh,” after the long day of briefings it took her a minute to think about what had happened that morning and then it hit her - his scars - and she ducked her head, “I’m sorry I reacted to seeing your scars. I have heard Sara talk about what happened, but I never really thought about what Dragen did to you, how badly he hurt you.”

“Truly, it was two decades ago. I do not notice them anymore.”

“Logically, I can understand that. Emotionally, I just want to kill him again for hurting you like that.”

Ryc’s puzzled expression made her feel like she’d put her foot in her mouth. Before she could apologize, he spoke. “Thank you for caring.”

“Uh...you’re welcome.” 

He smiled. “It should not surprise me that you are so like Sara in your venom towards those that cause harm. I appreciate that the same fight you have to protect the kids extends to me, to us.” He gestured towards the other men.

“No one deserves to be violated. Physically, emotionally, or otherwise.” 

“I could not agree with you more.”

“What’s our plan?” Owen asked.

“Nevada and Utah police are going to handle that truck. We are headed to Grants Pass, Oregon. The freeway splits off there. There will be a California team that will watch the I5 route. The five of us are going to meet with Oregon police teams and take Highway 199.”

“You don’t think they will be on the bigger freeway?” Mitchell queried.

Hanna shook her head at him, “Typically they stay on the smaller highways because there are fewer speed traps and the like. I would bet money the driver will be on 199.”

Mitchell gave a quick nod of acknowledgement and returned to his book. He was turned before civil rights began to change the country, and had been reading a history book they had so he could understand why he no longer had to be segregated. Hanna seethed at the way Dragen operated. From the little she had been able to learn, Mitchell had never left the compound, instead being used as a household servant and guard. 

Ryc’s hand on hers made her cut her gaze from Mitchell back to him. A note typed on his tablet was angled towards her. 

Your face shows how angry you are. Trust me, he is adjusting quickly and grateful for how much things have changed. You cannot burn the world for what was done to us.

She crossed her arms and sat back in her seat. She mouthed, “Fine.”

The rumble of Ryc’s low chuckle gave her pause. He thought she was funny. Before she could get mad at him too, he turned the tablet towards her again. It was a meme of Wonder Woman, and the caption read “my hero.”

She rolled her eyes, being a hero was the furthest from the truth possible, as she had her own past and her own sins to account for. Unlike Ryc’s very visible scars, most of hers were on the inside.
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Ryc

He could not help but be intrigued by the warrior next to him. She reminded him of stories from English history of Viking women who joined their men in conquering England and the surrounding countries. She also wore her emotions on her face, anger at what was done to Mitchell morphed to frustration at him, to humor at the meme, and now he saw shame. He recognized the darkness that swirled in her eyes.

“Whatever memory is trying to pull you in, remember where you are. Feel the cloth of the seat, breathe the air, listen to the sounds, if you are in this moment those memories cannot touch you.”

She narrowed her eyes and watched him for a moment, “When did you become such a sage?” 

“He’s always been one,” Owen answered for Ryc. “He seems to have a sixth sense for when we get stuck in our own heads and always lectures us about not letting guilt overcome us.”

“It’s downright uncanny how he can tell,” Mitchell said without looking up from his book.

“I figure he did some reading when he spent time on the main level with Sara,” Issac volunteered, “as the years went by, he only got better at using psychobabble to make us feel better.”

Hanna studied him with curiosity, “Dragen kept psychology books in the library?”

He shrugged. “No, but there was a family Bible.”

“Seriously? A Bible? I would never have guessed one would have survived the evils of that household.”

He turned to look at her, “Surprisingly it did. I believe it had been in the family for at least a hundred years at the point I found it. I read it often when Sara would grow bored of me reading to her. The concepts of forgiveness, being a new creation and not letting past sins hold you back seemed appropriate to share as psychobabble.”

“You surprise me.”

“How so?”

“You spent almost a century being controlled by a demented power-hungry family, yet you chose to love their daughter, care for the other men they enslaved, and you seem at peace.”

“Again, a lot one can learn from old dusty family Bibles. I would have thought in your recovery journey you would have been introduced to some of the same concepts?”

“I was, and admittedly many of them are why I am here today, but...” she trailed off.

“When you see the results of your father’s continued work it is hard to keep them in perspective?”

“Exactly,” her face showed all of her inward guilt and shame.

He reached for her hand. “Just as Dragen found an end, so will your father. I vow we will not stop until he is captured, and his organization dismantled.”

“As do we all,” Mitchell spoke up again.

“Yes,” Issac agreed.

“Me too,” Owen added. “By the way, we all will try to respect your privacy, but when you’re talking on a tiny plane with Zaki ears, just know we hear everything. But, Hanna, we all get it. Listen to Ryc.”

...

Hanna

She hated that her emotions were so easily read on her face. But at the same time, Owen was right, they did understand probably better than most people in recovery. Her party lifestyle had not just hurt her, it had prevented her from helping the innocent victims that her father hurt. 

The Zaki carried the same burden of guilt for harm they couldn’t prevent, and they had years of experience suppressing the shame tied to their association with the Guild. There was a deeper understanding among them than she had ever felt in others recovering from trauma. Most people she knew with drug or alcohol problems felt guilty for hurting their loved ones. Her guilt ran deeper—she bore the weight of her father’s crimes every moment of every day.

Yet after just a few days, the Zaki had accepted her, brokenness and all. She knew instinctively that she could trust them—with her safety, with their loyalty, no matter what challenges lay ahead. Sara and others had helped her believe in the goodness of people again, but the Zaki humbled her. Those without families to return to immediately volunteered for rescue missions or to support law enforcement, ready to keep fighting.

She realized Ryc still held her hand. Looking down, she saw his thick, calloused fingers with scarred knuckles wrapped around her slender, almost delicate ones. The contrast made her feel feminine and small next
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