
	In the exciting continuation of The Russos: Episode 2, Tony Newton arrives in L.A. and meets his estranged family. Mac has a heart-to-heart talk with Johnny, who is still in a coma. Sophia Russo reflects on her past in Italy, and the impact it has had on her boys. Will Drake Russo be released from jail? You won’t want to miss it!!!
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	To my readers.

	 


 

	 

	Previously on The Russos...

	 

	 

	In Episode One, the eldest brother, Drake Russo, shot his younger brother Johnny in the head. Johnny is in a coma, and Drake Russo is in prison. Their youngest brother, Pepi, is doing everything he can to get his big brother released from prison.

	Meanwhile, Tony Newton, a young man in Canada, a great fan of the Russo Brothers Band, finds out that his biological father is really Johnny Russo. He is on his way to the hospital in L.A. to see a father he never knew. Sophia Russo, the mother of the Russo Brothers, has a terrible secret, one that she has kept hidden for years, contributing to the drama surrounding Drake and Johnny Russo.

	 


 

	 

	And Now... Episode Two of The Russos

	 

	 

	Drake’s eyes followed his son as he paced the room. Once in a while, he rubbed his forehead with the back of his hand.

	He really regretted dragging Angelo through all this. When the guard came to ask him a while back if he wanted to see his brother and his son, he had almost said no. He wouldn’t let his mother see him in jail, and he felt the same way in a sense about Angelo. But he said yes because he missed him.

	Angelo had been in Europe almost a year, and to see him and not even be able to hug him was hell. He had changed in that year, and not only physically. His features had matured into that of a man, but Drake could see other changes that could only come from being exposed to different geography and different cultures, and he was proud of him.

	“Dad,” he was saying now, “Ms. Thomson wants to help you. She wants to work with you. Why are you being so goddamned stubborn? We want you out of here.”

	Pepi, who had been quietly sitting in the corner of the room, stood up now. “She’s going to question Nancy Dobson.”

	Drake blinked and looked up. “Nancy Dobson?” His eyes widened. “What in hell for?”

	“You threatened suicide in front of her. The gun came back with two sets of prints on it: yours and Johnny’s. Your lawyer thinks you tried to kill yourself, and Johnny tried to stop you. You struggled for the gun, and it went off. Is that how it happened, Drake?” Pepi met his older brother’s eyes.

	There was a long silence, then Drake said quietly, “There is no need to drag Nancy into it. I don’t want her involved in this.”

	“Well, if you don’t want her involved, give Francine something to work with. You were distraught when you walked into the police station. The warden told me he put you on suicide watch when you came in. Is that true?”

	Angelo came to stand closer to his uncle.

	Drake glanced at his brother, then his son. “I suppose they do that with all nut cases that... .”

	“No,” Pepi shook his dark head, “they don’t. He told me that you were very depressed.”

	“Of course I was depressed,” Drake snapped. “I just shot my brother in the head. How was I supposed to feel, happy?”

	“Did you put the gun to your head the other night in front of Johnny?” Pepi placed the palms of his hands flat on the table and looked directly into Drake’s face. “Did Johnny try and take the gun away from you? Come on! For fuck’s sake, Drake, you rotting in jail won’t help Johnny. Johnny needs you, and I need you. Help me!”

	When Drake lowered his head, Pepi threw up his hands and cursed, then gave Angelo a look. “I need some air. Talk some sense into your father, will you?”

	He barked at the guard to let him out. The door opened, then slammed shut.

	Angelo sat down.

	Drake looked across at his son, then said, “Call that lawyer. I’ll tell her what happened, okay?” There were tears in his eyes.

	“Thanks, Dad. It’s going to be okay. We’re going to get you out of here, and then everything will be all right.”

	Drake listened to the conviction in his son’s voice. He didn’t understand that nothing would ever be all right. It had never been all right to begin with.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Angelo slipped into the back of the limo beside his uncle. “Dad wants to see Francine Thomson. He wants to tell her what happened.”

	Pepi grabbed his nephew in a bear hug, growling with delight. “Wonderful. What did it take? How did you convince him to...”

	“I think it was you.”

	“Me?” Pepi was surprised. “No. Drake would never do anything for me... only for Johnny, and now you.”

	Angelo looked at his uncle for a moment and saw his eyes mist over. He touched him on the forearm. “Why do you say that? Dad loves you. I know he does. I know he and Uncle Johnny have been really close, probably due to their age, and...”

	Pepi put up a hand. “Angelo, there are things that you wouldn’t remember... things that happened when we were growing up... before you were born. Leave it alone for now, okay?”

	Angelo nodded, but he felt like there was so much more to say.

	Pepi picked up his phone and called Frank. Frank was relieved to hear the news and assured Pepi that he would get Francine Thomson on it immediately. “I guarantee you we’ll have your brother out of that jail before you know it,” he said.

	Pepi thanked him and hung up. “What’cha say we get some food, kid? I’m starved. It must be at least six o’clock.”

	“Five-ten, but who cares. I’m with you, Pep. Chinese?”

	“Sounds great. Should we call the hospital? Or maybe I should try and reach Kevin, and find out where he’s at. They must have landed by now.”

	“Oh, shit, Johnny’s son... eh... what’s his name... Tony?” Angelo snapped his fingers. “Do you think he’s with Mom already?”

	Pepi shrugged his broad shoulders as he opened his phone.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Kevin Cochrane was sitting in the back of the rented limo with Tony Newton when his cell phone rang. He excused himself and pulled the tiny phone out his pocket. “Ya, Cochrane here.”

	“Hi, Kev, it’s Pepi Russo. Just checking in. How did everything go? I assume you’re on the ground.”

	“We’re rolling toward the hospital now. We should be there... oh, say, in about twenty-five minutes. We’re hitting a bit of suppertime traffic here.”

	“That’s cool. How is he... the boy?”

	“Okay. You want to speak to him?” Kevin asked.

	Tony looked alarmed. He shook his head a little.

	“Sure, put him on,” Pepi replied.

	Tony’s hand shook as he took the little phone from Kevin Cochrane. “Hello,” he managed.

	“Hi there, Tony. It’s Pepi Russo. I just wanted to say hi and to thank you for coming. It will mean a lot to Johnny, and it means a lot to all of us. Listen, Janet will meet you at the hospital along with your grandmother. I think Mac may still be there as well. Angelo and I, eh... Drake’s son... we’re going to eat something, then we’ll come on over, okay?”

	 

	“Sure,” was all Tony could think to say. He was stunned by the voice coming over the phone. This was Pepi Russo, the Pepi Russo who played keyboards in the Russo Brothers Band. Tony swallowed.

	“Pass me Kevin, will ya,” Pepi was saying now, and Tony handed back the phone, realizing too late that he hadn’t even said goodbye.

	He heard Kevin say, “Ya, okay, sure, no problem,” and then shut down the phone.

	“Your uncle wants me to feed you before I take you to the hospital. Where would you like to eat?”

	Eat? Eating was the furthest thing from his mind. He didn’t think he’d be able to hold down anything. When he said he wasn’t hungry, Kevin suggested they go through a drive-through at one of the fast-food burger places and eat in the limo. “It
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