
	Johnny is dying, and Drake is forced to go on without him. Tony performs with the band for the first time onstage. Angelo reluctantly leaves his family to finish his contract with Concord Music. Tragedy strikes, and Tony and Drake seek comfort in each other.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	To my readers.

	 


 

	 

	Previously on The Russos...

	 

	 

	Drake and Johnny argue over their sons. Tony races after Angelo, trying to catch him before he leaves to go back out on the road again. The Russos attend the music awards, and Drake drops a bombshell. Tony and Angelo make love, but then Tony blows it.

	 


 

	 

	Episode Eleven of The Russos

	 

	 

	Drake was not in a good mood. He’d had a huge fight with Johnny before they had left for New York. Tensions were running high. No one wanted to be the first to go into the dressing room and talk to Drake. Mac and Pepi sat in one of the lounges off stage, neither one of them talking. They were all feeling it, especially Tony, who had already thrown up three times. “I can’t do this,” he said to himself in the mirror for the fiftieth time. “I can’t fucking do this.”

	“Well, if you say it enough, you’ll make it true,” a deep voice said suddenly from behind him.

	Tony glanced up in the mirror to see Angelo standing there. His heart pounded in his chest, and he smiled. Angelo, he mouthed, then turned around and threw himself into his arms, practically mowing him over.

	“Whoa, whoa.” Angelo laughed, reaching out and placing his hand on the wall behind him to steady himself. “Easy.”

	Tony held onto him tight, closing his eyes. “You came back. Thank you. Thank God, because I need you. We all need you.” He forced himself to back away. “Your dad went into the dressing room two hours ago and hasn’t come out.”

	Angelo nodded. “Is he all right?”

	“No. He and Dad had a huge fight before he left.”

	“Over what?”

	“I don’t know.” Tony shook his head. “I missed most of it. I was outside in the pool. When I came in, I heard Dad say something about Drake not understanding, and Drake accused Dad of being selfish. That’s all I know.”

	Angelo sighed. “And you?”

	“Terrified.”

	Angelo laughed. “It’s natural. You’ll be all right.”

	“I need you to hold my hand out there.”

	“Might be a little awkward,” he grinned. “Where are Uncle Pepi and Mac?”

	“Somewhere down the hall, hiding from Drake. Your mom is here somewhere.”

	“I know, I saw her already. Well,” he heaved a big sigh, “I’m ready to move into the battle zone.”

	Tony nodded. “You want me to come with you?”

	Angelo shook his head.

	“I’ll just stay in here and puke some more.”

	Angelo laughed and slapped his shoulder. “You’ll do okay. And worse comes to worse, picture them all naked.”

	“Are you going to be in the front row? I have no problem picturing you naked.”

	Angelo smiled and left the bathroom.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	When the door opened, Drake looked up from where he sat in front of the mirror, prepared to tell whoever it was to leave him the fuck alone. When he saw his son, he managed to smile. “What are you doing here?”

	“Is that any way to greet your number one son?”

	Drake stood up and gave him a hug. “I mean, it’s great to see you, but I thought you were—”

	“I cancelled a concert, caught some shit for it, but nothing that won’t blow over. I figured you could use the moral support.”

	“You figured right.” Drake walked back over to the chair in front of the mirror and sat down again.

	“Are you auditioning for the role of Dorian Grey?”

	Drake laughed sharply. “No. I’m brooding.”

	“Um. I remember you doing that. I would think you would outgrow it.” He came over and perched on the edge of the vanity table.

	“When did you get to be so cheeky?”

	“I had you as a role model, remember?”

	“Oh, yeah, sorry.”

	Angelo studied him. “You look tired. Have you been sleeping?”

	“Not a lot.”

	“What was the fuss about with Uncle Johnny?”

	“Tony told you, I suppose.”

	“He mentioned something.”

	“Don’t fall in love.”

	“That’s easy advice to follow. Thanks, Dad.”

	Drake looked at him. His son, so handsome, so grown up... God, had he equipped him for life, for heartache? If only he could wrap him in a cocoon that would keep him safe from hurt. “You’re telling me.”

	“How is Uncle Johnny?”

	Drake sighed. “Dying.”

	“He has a few years left... I mean, if...”

	“Dying inside.” Drake lowered his head. “Everything he had is gone. You know what he said to me before I left?”

	Angelo shook his head.

	“He wants to die.”

	“He doesn’t mean that.”

	“Yes, he does. He can’t perform anymore, Angelo. He can’t see. It’s pathetic to see him. He won’t let me help him. He won’t let anyone help him.” He lowered his voice. “He won’t let me touch him anymore.”

	“He’s not well, he—”

	“He won’t let me sleep beside him at night. I’d be happy to do that, just lie next to him, but...” Drake looked at his son, his eyes filling with tears. “He says I should take a lover.”

	Angelo reached out and squeezed his dad’s arm. “He’ll come around. He’s adjusting, that’s all. It must have been hard for him to see you go and—”

	“That’s why I didn’t want this,” Drake growled. He stood up and knocked the chair on its side. “I didn’t want to perform without him. I knew how much it would hurt him.” Drake was breathing hard, pacing the floor. “I should be there with him now, not here. I begged Frank to... he wouldn’t let me. The fucking money is all he cares about. After all I’ve done for him...” He stopped, looked at Angelo. “I’m sorry.”

	“About what exactly?”

	“Laying this all on you.”

	Angelo shrugged. “I have broad shoulders.”

	Drake smiled and walked over to embrace his son. “That you do,” he said, kissing his cheek. “That you do.”

	When he released him, Angelo said, “Tony is barfing in the can.”

	Drake actually laughed. “His father used to do the same thing. It passes.”

	“I’m going to see Mac and Pepi.”

	Drake nodded. “Tell them not to worry. I’ll be ready.”

	“You were born ready.” Angelo smirked and left the dressing room.

	 

	He was in a dark place, and he knew it was bad this time. He’d been there, deep in despair, longing for his next fix. It was scary. It wasn’t even the fact that he could feel this life slipping away from him that hurt so. It was leaving Drake. God, how he loved him. This frightening kind of savage passion left him weak.

	Drake didn’t understand, of course. His was a deeper, steadier love, compact and noble. Of course, he felt that, too, but there was this hunger. It had always been there, a hunger for Drake’s body, for his cock, a wild, untamed craving that was always with him, like a constant thirst. He was terrified that he’d never taste him again, never drink him in, feel his cock invade his very soul. It was selfish, petty even, but it was all that mattered to him suddenly. Not the music. He’d always have the music. It was in his head, in his heart, in his memory. He didn’t care about the crowd. He never had. It was the making of the music he loved, sharing it with Drake, his brother, his lover, his friend, his very existence.

	He regretted what he had said. He had no right to upset Drake the way he had before he left for New York. It had just come out. He hadn’t meant
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