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  Foreword


  


  WHEN I finished my first novel, Final Encore, a little over four years ago, I always felt like I left a little part of the story out, but I really couldnt put my finger on what Id omitted or what was missing. But then one day it hit me.


  Final Encore opens with Billy Eagan and his journey from New Orleans to Nashville as he chases his dream of a career in country music, but when Ian Dillon enters the story, he is already established in Nashville with an excellent career as a talent scout for a major record label. But as we find out in Final Encore, Ian is also an emotionally damaged man. He is distrusting and closed off to the possibility of any type of a relationship. And… with damn good reason, I must admit.


  But how did Ian get to Nashville in the first place? It certainly wasnt because he had career aspirations in the country music business. Before the Final Encore tells of the very early part of Ians journey and how events in his life took him from a successful college career at Bob Jones University in South Carolina to the Nashville music scene.


  For those of you who have already read Final Encore, I hope this free read will give you a little more insight into Ian Dillon and what events in his life made him the man he is. And for those who havent read Final Encore, I hope it will inspire you to read about Ian and Billy and their struggles to build a life together.


  Final Encore is my first novel, and this story will always be near and dear to my heart.


  But… by the time you are reading this, we will be well into rereleasing a second edition, complete with added and reworked scenes. And then following the rerelease of Final Encore, you will see one more book finishing out the series, called After the Final Encore.


  I hope you enjoy!


  Scotty


  Before the Final Encore


  

  IAN DILLON drove like a bat out of hell through the foggy and rainy South Carolina night, heading for the quickest route out of Greenville. As he barreled down Interstate 385, he kept his fingers wrapped tightly around the steering wheel as if it were the last thing he had to actually hold on to. He pulled onto the entrance ramp to Interstate 85 not caring if he was going north or south, just knowing he needed to get as far away as possible from the memories that were assaulting him, threatening his very existence.


  As he blinked back the welling up in his eyes, he watched Greenville disappear in his rearview mirror and wondered how he was ever going to erase the last two years of his life. He was just twenty years old, but so many emotions were flooding his mindanger, love, resentment, but most of all, betrayal. He suddenly realized that from this point forward, the pain he was feeling would forever be associated with being in love. He vowed right then and there never to expose himself to the possibly of such despair again.


  In an attempt to fight off an impending panic attack, Ian pulled into the passing lane, stomped the accelerator, and sped past a delivery truck. In his mind, the faster he drove, the faster he could get away from his bigoted parents and Todd Slocum, the man who had broken him so completely he would never feel whole or be the same again. As he barreled down the highway with no real destination in mind, he had no idea how he was ever going to get over the scorching pain caused by the man who had vowed to protect and love him forever. So he just drove on.


  

  

  DING. IAN recognized the simple sound and slowly came out of his emotional fog. He glanced at the fuel gauge; it was quickly approaching the empty mark. Dawn was breaking ahead, and the sun was just starting to peek above the pine-tree-lined highway to his right. My God, I must have driven through the night, and I guess Im going north.


  Ian shifted in his seat. He was very thirsty, but more importantly, he needed to pee. As he approached the next off-ramp, the green highway road sign ahead announced Interstate 40 West, Two Miles. He knew Interstate 40 led to Nashville and thought, Why not. Without hesitation Ian hit the gas pedal and headed to Tennessee.


  After merging onto I-40, he took the first exit and stopped for gas. Once he had relieved himself, he filled his truck and bought an energy drink.


  On the highway again, Ian downed the contents of the little black bottle and tossed the empty container onto the seat next to him. He knew he should be sleepy, but he wasnt. Exhausted, yes. Numb as hell, sure. But not sleepy.


  With nothing but the hum of his trucks engine to distract him, he once again felt the ache in his heart. He started to feel clammy all over, and his palms began to sweat. Ians stomach did a backflip, and he thought he might lose what little was in his gut, but he swallowed hard and did his best to keep it down and hold the heaves at bay.


  Unfortunately, he wasnt as successful holding his thoughts at bay. His fathers words replayed in his head. Get out of here and never come back. You might be able to evade prison, but prison is nothing like the fires of hell, and one day thats where youll surely end up.


  Hurt, disappointment, and dread consumed him.


  I cant keep reliving this over and over. Not again.


  Ian struggled to get control of his emotions. He needed something to derail his thoughts, a distraction. He needed a plan. But a plan for what? a little voice in his head taunted. You have a family that hates you, a lover who sold you out, half an education, and about eighteen hundred dollars to your name. What is all this going to get you?


  Nothing. Absolutely nothing.


  Ian drove the rest of the morning on autopilot, maneuvering his truck by and large from habit rather than paying any attention to the road. He got lost in his thoughts while his broken heart ached unbearably. He continually tried to push his emotions from his mind, but they always wormed their way right back in again.


  A sudden growl from his stomach broke his concentration and reminded him he hadnt eaten since yesterday morning. He hoped being hungry was a good sign. Maybe the doom that surrounded him was finally lifting, and maybe, just maybe, he could make a decision or two about where he was going and what he was going to do when he got there.


  

  

  WHEN IAN saw the Nashville skyline, he decided it was time to stop. He exited I-40 and pulled into the first fast-food drive-through he came to. He ordered a burger and a Coke to go and continued on in searched of a place to stay. As he drove down the access road, he noticed a sign that said Nashs Motor Lodge, One Mile.


  The motel parking lot was empty except for one eighteen-wheeler and an old, beat-up Chevy. It wasnt the nicest place he had ever stayed, but he figured he didnt deserve any better.


  Ian stepped into a tiny lobby and took in the heavy scent of cigarette smoke combined with mold and mildew. He rang the dingy brass bell on what he supposed was the front desk. A few seconds later, a little man with a half-eaten sandwich in his hand, chewing vigorously, stepped in front of the thick, bulletproof Plexiglas window.


  The man just looked at him, still munching away.


  Hi. I need a room, please.


  The man glanced past Ian like he was looking for someone else and spoke with a mouth full. How many hours?


  Ian looked behind him like maybe there was someone else in the room, but other than him, the little office was empty. For one night, he replied.


  The man turned to a board with keys hanging on it and chose one. Thirty-nine dollars, he said with a strong accent.


  After paying cash, Ian drove around to the back of the lodge and found room seventeen. He reached behind the seat, grabbed his gym bag, and silently thanked himself for being a gym junkie. In that bag was everything he had. It held his toiletries, a change of clothes, a pair of sneakers, and a few other incidentals. Hed been in such a state when he left that he hadnt taken anything with him except what he was wearing.


  Sliding the key into the lock, Ian opened the door and was instantly hit with a damp, musty smell. The room felt heavy and very dark. Whether it was the room or his mood, he couldnt really tell. The carpet below his feet was worn and badly stained, but the space held a bed, a bathroom, and a television, way more than he needed. He sat on the end of the bed and ran his fingers through his hair. He rested his elbows on his knees and cradled his face in his hands. Taking a deep breath, Ian exhaled as a single tear slid down one cheek. He immediately lifted his head and willed himself not to cry. He wasnt ready to cry. The wounds were too fresh and deep, and if the tears started, the floodgates would open, and there was no telling what might happen next.


  He looked down and saw the bag containing his burger sitting next to him on the bed. He removed the burger, peeled back the wrapper, and took a small bite, but quickly realized he didnt have the stomach for it and tossed it in the trash can.


  Ian pulled off his boots, scooted up to the head of the bed, and propped two cheap foam pillows under his head. He stared up at the coffee colored water stains on the ceiling and listened intently to the drip of the bathroom faucet. Drip. Drip. Drip. The simple sound was almost deafening. He grabbed the remote from the bedside table and switched on the television. Anything to drown out the dripping sound. His eyelids became very heavy, but the second he closed his eyes, he saw the look on his parents faces and heard their voices in his head.


  The Slocums said Todd told them you raped and blackmailed him?


  How could Todd have said that?


  At that moment, hed hated the man hed so desperately loved. Now he suddenly felt an overwhelming sadness and longing for Todd deep in the pit of his stomach. The same man who had so hurtfully betrayed him and thrown him under the bus to save his own hide.


  My entire life is over. In the blink of an eye, I have nothing, Ian whispered to himself.


  He couldnt hold back the tears any longer and finally allowed himself to cry. When he eventually stopped sobbing, his body gave in to mental and physical exhaustion, and he fell into a deep sleep.


  

  

  CONFUSED AND disoriented, Ian awoke to the sound of Diane Sawyer reading the evening news. It took him a minute to remember where he was and what had happened, but the flood of emotions didnt take long to rush back in and drown his mind with total darkness.


  He looked at the clock on the nightstand. Six forty-five. I cant believe I slept all day.


  As Diane read the teleprompter, describing some crazy person whod attempted to scale the fence of the White House and got taken out by the Secret Service, Ian decided he needed a shower and something to eat.


  He walked into the bathroom, turned on the faucet, and removed his clothes, dropping them into a pile on the floor. He sat on the edge of the tub and again cradled his head in his hands, while he waited for the water to heat up. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! he whispered, still wondering how hed ended up in this godforsaken place.


  Ian took a quick lukewarm shower, dressed, and left in search of somewhere to get a bite to eat. After driving around for thirty minutes or so, he settled on Millies Pub, which was on the corner of Broadway and Second Avenue. The diner-like restaurant was well into the dinner rush, but there was one seat available at the counter. How ironic, he thought. In just twenty-four hours my life has become a seat for one.


  The waitress came over and greeted him with a warm smile. Fern, as her name tag indicated, gave him a menu and told him about the specials. He settled on meat loaf, mashed potatoes, and a glass of milk.


  When Fern placed his dinner on the counter, he ate more out of necessity than desire. After he was through nibbling at what was left of his dinner, he paid the check, left Fern a generous tip, and walked back to his truck.


  Once again seated in his truck, he was suddenly overtaken with emotion. He folded his arms on the steering wheel and laid his head down. The events of late were coming at him again, strong and hard. Another tear escaped his eye and ran down his cheek. He wiped it away with the back of his hand and cursed himself for giving in to his emotions. He still had to decide where to go and what to do, but his mind and heart were so full, he was having a hard time sorting through it all.


  Staying in Nashville was certainly an option, so he decided to give it a couple of days and see if an opportunity might present itself. If nothing happened for him here, he would move on. Where, he didnt know, but at least in a couple of days he would hopefully
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