
	In episode 3, Francine develops a serious case of the hots for her client. Angelo and Tony meet for the first time. Tony makes an interesting confession to his aunt Janet, and Johnny’s condition grows worse.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	To my readers.

	 


 

	 

	Previously on The Russos...

	 

	 

	In Episode Two, Tony, who has just been informed that his real father is Johnny Russo, finally arrives in Los Angeles where his biological father lies in a coma from a gunshot wound.

	Mac, who is very upset about what is happening to Johnny and his best friend, reminisces with Johnny at his bedside about what it was like growing up with him and his brother, while Johnny still hovers near death.

	Sofia Russo, in agony over the state of both her sons, thinks about her youth, and how she fell in love back in Italy, with a concert pianist, Drake’s real father... and the love of her life.

	 


 

	 

	And Now... Episode Three of The Russos

	 

	 

	It was half-past eight, and Francine Thomson was exhausted. She took off her high heels, shoved them into her bag and put on her running shoes while she waited to see Drake at the jail.

	Sure, she was being well paid for this case, but it was exhausting her, both physically and emotionally.

	Seth Anderson, the DA, was a hardass when it came to giving anyone a break. Everything by the book. She thought she’d have Drake out of jail by the end of the week. Now it was beginning to look like two weeks.

	Suddenly, a guard appeared and directed her down the hallway. She stepped through the metal detector, then went straight through to the consultation room. The guard opened the door for her.

	Drake looked up as she came in, and smiled.

	She smiled back. How could she not? He had a dynamite smile.

	“I didn’t expect to see you back here tonight,” he said in his deep, smooth voice. “Has something happened, Francine?” He sat back in his chair.

	She pulled out a chair on the other side of the table and then searched in her bag for a cigarette. She had told him to call her Francine, but she regretted it now. He had a way of saying her name that sounded like they had just been in bed together. She didn’t think it was intentional. It was just his way. She put a cigarette in her mouth, lit it and then held one out to him.

	He shook his head. “My voice, smoking ruins the voice,” he explained.

	“Oh,” she replied, blowing out smoke.

	“What’s wrong, Francine? You seem tense.”

	She was the lawyer, and he was the defendant. He was the one who was supposed to be tense.

	“The D.A. agreed that the evidence seems to back up your story. The fingerprints on the gun and the angle of the bullet indicate that your brother tried to pull the gun away from you and toward himself before it went off. He was shot at extremely close range, and...”

	“So, that’s good,” Drake cut her off. He got up and paced. He didn’t want to go through all this again. “They believe me, then?”

	She nodded.

	“So, when can I get out of here?”

	“There is something I don’t understand, Drake,” Francine eyed him.

	He stood still and met her eyes. “What’s that?”

	“This complete about-face. First, you don’t give a damn, and now you’re the epitome of cooperation.”

	“I’m the only chance my brother has. I need to be with him, that’s all.”

	“Why did you try to kill yourself?” Francine asked him.

	“Who says I did?” he asked, raising a dark eyebrow.

	“Well, that’s your defence. That’s our defence. You’ll have to explain why you wanted to kill yourself in the hearing.”

	“Isn’t there any way we can do without that?”

	“No. The D.A. wants to hear all this from your lips, not mine. Then they’ll drop the charges.”

	“Can I get out of here before the hearing?”

	“Yes. The hearing could be months from now. They may require bail at this point, but it won’t be a lot. You can afford it. Of course, you’ll have to promise not to leave the city until the hearing.”

	He nodded solemnly.

	“We need to draw up a formal statement based on what you told me this afternoon, and it will have to be more detailed.”

	“Meaning?”

	“Meaning you will have to explain to the judge why you tried to kill yourself.”

	Drake’s eyes grew stormy. “What in fuck does this judge care why I tried to kill myself? Jesus, lots of people in this business try to kill themselves, and some even succeed. It’s a crazy life, a lot of pressure. You’re always on the road, you’re always overtired. Maybe I was just tired of living.”

	Francine gazed at him. “A man like you... in the prime of your life, with everything to live for, tried to shoot himself in the head? You’re talented, on top of the heap, great-looking, rich, lovers coming out your ears. What could you possibly be lacking?”

	“Love,” he said softly.

	“Love?” Her eyes widened. “You could have anyone you wanted.”

	He shook his head. “The one I want, I can never have. You look at me and think I have everything, but inside I’m empty, and there is no one who can fill this space except the wrong one.”

	“Why? Are they married, in love with someone else, dead? What? There is always a way when love is real.”

	“Not always,” he said softly, looking away. “The only way to stop it is to end my life. I’ve thought about it a few times over the years, but I’ve never had the nerve to go through with it. I’m too selfish to die, I think.” He paused and then laughed. “I worry about what it would do to... this person... if I did it, and now I know how it would feel... almost...”

	She got up from her seat, walked over to him and pulled him into her arms. It was a foolish thing to do, totally impetuous and unprofessional, but the look on his face was so tormented, so sad.

	She held him, smoothing back his hair. He buried his face in her shoulder, tightening his hold on her for a second.

	She knew she should release him, but God he felt good, and when he moved his face toward hers, she felt the pressure of his lips against hers. Her lips parted automatically, and she allowed the kiss to deepen.

	His hands moved up her back, his groin pressed against her hip and then suddenly, she gasped and pulled away. “What are you doing?” she demanded.

	He gave her an apologetic look. “I’m sorry. I really crossed the line. Forgive me.”

	She didn’t know what to say. She was embarrassed. She was turned on. She cleared her throat and went to pick up her bag off the floor. “I really should go. I want you to know that I’m doing everything I can to get you out of here this week, but it may take longer.” She looked down at her bag and fumbled with the zipper.

	“How much longer?” he asked, taking a seat.

	She didn’t want to look at him, so she turned toward the door. “I don’t know, two weeks max. Try not to worry, I’ll be by... tomorrow, maybe,” she replied hastily and knocked on the door for the guard to let her out.

	When the door closed behind her, she practically ran down the hallway.

	In the security of her car, she picked up her cell phone. She dialled Frank Carr’s home phone number. It picked up right away.

	“Hello?” It was a woman’s voice.

	“Hi, can I speak to Frank, please?”

	The woman never answered. Instead, she let the phone fall and called Frank’s name. Then Francine heard her say, “One of your whores, perhaps!”

	Francine laughed as Frank picked up the phone and said hello.

	“Just one of your whores, Francine Thomson, here,” she giggled into the receiver.

	“Sorry about that,” Frank cleared his throat. “What’s happening? Any movement yet?”

	“Drake will be out in a week or
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