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Content Warning

Flames of Destiny is a romance containing a dark history of the main female character. This history revolves around domestic violence of all types, including physical, mental, sexual, and emotional abuse. Readers sensitive to these triggers, please use caution.
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This book is dedicated to Sarah, Carter, Ashton, and Aubree Zent. May you be at peace.  

“In the dark days hold your head high like a SUNFLOWER and find the sunshine  💛🌻💚🌻💙🌻💜🌻”  ~ Zent Family

To learn more about the Zent family story, please scan the QR code or go to: sarahzentfoundation.org
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​Prologue
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This is it, you’ve made it to the stage. You can do this, Rory. Once the first show is over, they will all get easier. 

At least that’s what I tell myself while taking slow, calming breaths. It’s my first time on stage. I’ve worked my ass off to get this far. Every lyric I’m about to sing, every beat about to be dropped, and every dance move is all me. 

I’ve got this!

I know most people would be laughing at me right now since I’m just at some dumpy bar but this is the first time anyone I don’t know will hear my music and I’m nervous as fuck. There are two other bands performing tonight, and they are good. I’m pacing back and forth in the small hallway reciting lyrics to songs I know backward and forward so I don’t forget and look like a total dumbass out there.  

The band before me just said their goodbyes, and now it’s my turn. I swear on everything holy, I am not about to have a “mom’s spaghetti” moment, or maybe I am. I can feel something trying to work its way up my throat. 

Not today mother fucker! 

I tell myself as I grab my Jager and slam it back before making my way to the stage. I can hear the crowd loud and clear, THUMP, THUMP, THUMP. 

Is that the crowd or my heartbeat?

Shaking away the thought, I address them.

“What’s up, everyone! My name’s Rory and I am a firefighter by day, and yes ladies, I am single.” This makes the women go crazy. The offers of marriage and babies start flying as well as bras and panties. For my first time on stage, this isn’t going too badly, but I am just getting started.  

Clearing my throat I continue my quick introduction. “I’ve been creating music for about three years now and thought it was time I shared it with you guys. I hope you like it.” Taking one last deep breath I begin my first song.

Before I knew it I was three songs in and people were loving it. They were dancing and recording me. It was like a dream come true. That is until I looked up and saw something I knew I would never be able to get out of my head.

“Hold on, stop the song,” I scream into the microphone. “My man, do you mind getting your hands off of her? She isn’t your fucking punching bag and I would appreciate it if you didn’t do that again.” I say making my way towards the couple I spotted while singing.

The guy is about six feet tall with medium-length greasy brown hair. He’s probably 180 pounds, which is fine with me. I am six feet two inches and weigh 210 pounds, and unlike him, I have no fat thanks to my job and friends who would never allow me to go more than a couple of days without hitting the gym. I could mop the floor with this piece of shit, and I will if he doesn’t listen to me.

Just before I get close enough to grab him, I witness him smack his girlfriend, or at least I assume that’s who she is, across the face, hitting her so hard she falls to the sticky bar floor. Immediately, I reached for her to make sure she was alright but I didn’t anticipate his next move and was kicked in the ribs by the shit stain that just hit her.

“Get the fuck away from my girlfriend! She is on the ground because she was in the wrong and got punished! Find your own girl, asshole!” the slimy piece of fuck says to me.

Standing up I grab him by his collar and forcibly remove him from the bar. Making sure to toss him a little harder than necessary so he landed flat on his ass outside before walking back in to check on the girl he had just laid hands on. I probably should have waited for the bouncers to remove him but there was no way in hell I was allowing him to be anywhere near her for a second longer.

“Are you alright? Do you want me to take you to get checked out?” The woman looks terrified but not hurt. I would probably be scared too if I was her and judging by all the marks I can now see on her I am sure this isn’t the first time he’s done something like this to her. 

Spinning her head towards me I am so confused. She went from scared to pissed in no time. “What have you done!? He is going to be so pissed and I am the one that is going to have to pay for what YOU just did!” She screams. 

What in the fuck... 

I thought for sure she would be thanking me for helping her but instead, she’s pissed I got involved and she’s now going out to check on him? What in the holy fuck is going on?

“Um, I’m sorry? I saw you were in trouble so I wanted to help. You don’t have to go with him. If you need a place to stay I have an extra room. Or if it would make you feel more comfortable I have friends that would let you stay with them. I mean, if you have family or something I can take you there too. Just tell me how I can help you.”

“You can help me by getting the hell out of my way. I need to go before he comes back in here and sees me talking to you,” she says, spinning on her heels and heading for the door.

I am in such shock I didn’t do anything to try to help further. I know that was probably a bad move on my part, but I have never in my life dealt with something like this. I can feel the guilt wash over me as she disappears outside but how am I supposed to help someone who doesn’t want it? 

I really hope she will be alright. I should go after her, but I don’t want to make things worse, plus I just stopped my performance for this. 

OH SHIT! 

Turning around, I notice everyone watching me and realize that I stopped my entire show to help that lady, but the people don’t look mad. They actually look impressed that I would do that, or at least that’s what it appears to look like. 

Getting back to the stage I let everyone know I’m sorry for the interruption and finished out my set as planned. At the end of the night, I got a ton of followers on my social media accounts and even sold some merch, so I’m happy about that. At least that went well for me. I do wonder what happened to the beautiful woman with shoulder-length dark wavy hair, full round ass, and lickable curves. I wish I would have at least gotten her name so I could ask Liam and Hudson to check up on her.
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Rory

“Holy shit dude, your newest song is now a trending sound on Tiktok. There’s also a shit load of videos. I can’t believe how many bras and panties I saw on stage with you. Lucky fucker,” Jamie says to me as he slaps me on the back when he walks into the gym. This guy spends more time on TikTok than anyone I know. He’s always saying things like, “Hey did you see that one Tiktok...” and we all just roll our eyes and keep talking about whatever it was we were saying. 

“Yes, I saw that. It is pretty cool, but I’m trying not to think too deeply about that. I mean another trending sound right now is a bunch of people farting into a piece of PVC piping so...”

“I love those fucking videos! It always surprises me when it’s a woman. Tell me why I seem to always forget that girls fart,” Jamie says. This caused everyone to laugh before going back to their workout routines. 

I’ve got a decent-sized friend group. There are nine of us guys and four girls. The girls never come with us to the gym. They say it’s our brotherly time and I don’t disagree with them. We try our best to meet up as often as possible at the gym but it rarely happens that we are all here at the same time. With babies and jobs, adulting has been a bitch for us all. 

“So when is your next show?” Liam asks me while taking a breather from beating the shit out of the kickboxing bag.

“Friday night. I go on at nine-thirty. Are you guys coming?”

All of the guys nod their heads, and I’m so happy to see that they are all able to make it. This will be the first time they have all watched me perform at once.

“Hey, are you still coming over tomorrow night for dinner? We really need to talk to you,” Liam asks, which I still find odd, but I let him know I’ll be there. 

Whatever it is that Liam and Jenny need to talk to me about it must really be important because they’ve been trying to get me over for dinner for weeks. We’ve made plans a few times but something always comes up. I need to make sure nothing comes up this time because I am starting to feel like whatever it is cannot wait much longer. 
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I HARDLY GET A CHANCE to knock on the door when I arrive at Liam and Jenny’s before she is there opening it and ushers me inside. 

“Take a seat. Dinner is almost done. I’ll be right back.” Jenny tells me before scurrying off to the kitchen to finish up what she is doing. 

“Hey man, I didn’t even hear you knock,” Liam says, walking out of their bedroom and into the living room.

“I think Jenny was waiting for me because I hardly touched the door before she opened it.”

Liam rolled his eyes playfully and let out a small laugh. He knows Jenny so well, and this just proves it. She is always doing strange things, so there is no doubt in my mind that he just chalked it up to another Jenny quirk. 

We hardly said more than a few words before Jenny popped her head in to say, “Dinner is ready. Come on, guys, don’t let it get cold.”

As Liam and I get to the table I see all the amazing food she has prepared. From the looks of it, she thinks she’s feeding an army. She’s got tomato tortellini soup, garlic knots, salad, twice-baked potatoes, brownies, and pie. I’m not going to complain though. It all looks good as hell and I don’t get to eat like this as often as I would like, so I sit down and begin making my plate. 

Everyone is eating silently for a few moments before Jenny opens her mouth, “So, Rory, we asked you here for a reason and I have to tell you that I’m a bit nervous, but I’m just going to go ahead and spill it.” Taking a deep breath she continues, “It appears that your mom and my dad had a thing and as it turns out, you are my brother.”

Did she just say that I’M her BROTHER? How is that even possible? My mom told me that my dad died. She said that he was in an accident and died before she even had me.

“I’m sorry, I must have heard you wrong. Did you just say that I’m your brother?”

Nodding her head I can see the hurt in her eyes. She thinks I’m upset that she is my family. She couldn’t be more wrong. I’m upset because my mom lied to me and I am finding out about it from Jenny and not my mother. 

Why in the hell would my mom keep this from me?

“Not to sound rude, Jenny, but why are you telling me this? How did you find this out?”

“While I was in the hospital, my parents got into a huge fight, and when my dad came up to see me, he told me that I had a sibling. He said that my mom had been blackmailing him for years. To be honest, it’s a whole ass thing that I really don’t want to get into. The bottom line is that our parents were in love and were planning to be together until my mom found out she was pregnant. My dad didn’t want to lose me because I would have moved to Russia with my mom, so he broke things off with your mom and stayed in his fucked up marriage all these years.”

“I don’t get it. We are the
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