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Author’s Note





    In Johnny Don't Go, Johnny is offered a way of getting Sardou out of his life for good but the stakes could not be higher. Laurent is pressing for changes in their relationship and Johnny is resisting but knows that he has to change or get left behind. The rescue of a young prostitute leverages the means to kick Sardou into touch and the judicious theft of a wallet gives Johnny and the crew one of the most exciting - and lucrative - nights of their lives. At the end of the night, Johnny is moving swiftly into the future and knows that he can't afford to look back.




    Johnny is a con artist, a rogue who you either love or hate, and regular superhero in his own way. He has ‘a man has to do what a man has to do’ attitude running through his veins. Twenty, bisexual, Parisian – born and bred in the 10th on Rue Bichat, Johnny is a survivor, promiscuous, frequently doped out or drunk – usually both, and is a huge fan of Joni Mitchell, turtles and Mahoran cooking.




    Johnny Don’t Go is the third story in a series of stories - The Life & Times of Johnny Santé - which will chart the rises and falls in a young man’s fortunes, loves and friendships.




    This story contains graphic descriptions of sexual encounters and frequent usage of bad language.




    I sincerely hope that you enjoy the story. Feedback is especially welcome, and I'm thrilled with the feedback I have received so far, thank you! I would be delighted to hear from you.




    Please email me at: chambers.mars@gmail.com




    And visit the website, www.chambersmars.weebly.com, for updates on the Johnny series, Zac Tremble Investigates series and other projects.




    Thank you!




    Chambers Mars




    February 2015
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Chapter One – Pay As You Go





    Lucille and Presto ain’t back from Mayotte yet and I don’t want to go to see Leon in case Growler gets the idea that I need a lesson in subservience. Which means going to the bar where Jamil hangs out - and where Noble works the afternoon shift.




    Noble was someone I met through Vincent and we stayed in touch even after Vincent quit the city - we don’t see each other that often.




    Walking in, I forget the golden rule which is to check the corners for that cunt Sardou - the sight of Noble, talking to Jamil at the bar, caused a momentary lapse in concentration. He has this effect on me - can’t imagine why I don’t take it further - didn’t take it further - Laurent has that piece of me now - and he’s talking about shacking up together. I need vodka.




    Jamil looks in my direction before I scope the corners, giving me the nod which translates as he ain’t here.




    “Jamil ...”




    “Johnny ...”




    “Hey, Noble; vodka, straight up.”




    “Hey, Johnny; how’s things?”




    “Cool ...”




    Noble hands me the glass and Jamil asks, “You got a minute, Johnny?”




    Unusual for Jamil to want to talk shop this early in the day - he’s looking sweaty, like he wants a favour. We saunter to a booth. I slide in and revel for a second in the sensation of the cheap leather-style seat covering tugging at my pants which constrict my crotch and reminds me that Laurent left earlier than usual this morning, before I woke up.




    “Jamil ...”




    “Got a situation, Johnny, and I need your ... co-operation.”




    He needs my co-operation? He never asks - I get a hundred euros to turn a blind eye and have to get myself to the emergency room.




    I have to wonder why he sticks with that sadistic bastard - perhaps he’s tainted now and no one else will partner him. I can’t imagine that Sardou is good for his career.




    “What’s up?”




    He gulps half his drink - whisky - he should drink vodka - Sardou drinks whisky.




    “Sardou is ... up for promotion ...”




    “Promotion?”




    “Yeah ... the last two busts have got him noticed - he gets three and he’s-”




    “Out of our lives?” I cannot quell my excitement.




    “Yes ... Anton China.”




    The name sends ice creeping up my spine - okay, these scumbags come with the territory - but fucking Anton China?!




    “Anton-fucking-China!”




    “Yeah ...”




    “So?”




    “Found one of his girls floating in the canal last night ... can’t keep turning a blind eye for the sake of keeping the peace.”




    Anton China traffics girls in from Russia or someplace - sets them up until they get used up - most don’t get found dead or alive. I see them outside the hammam in Rue du Temple de Faubourg; wasted skeletons, whoring their shrivelled up, emaciated cunts for fifty euros to feed their crack habits and to keep Anton China from wringing their scrawny fucking necks and dumping them in the canal.




    “What do you expect me to do?”




    “Get one of the girls to talk - they won’t talk to us.”




    “Why do I care? Sardou gets a promotion - gets a bigger stick to beat me with.”




    “I’ll get promoted - and I’ll do it right.”




    “Sure you will-”




    “I will, Johnny - I don’t like his methods - no one does.”




    I sit back and scrutinise. Jamil is a good looking guy - those big brown eyes suck you in and make you let the barriers down. Briefly, I let my cock rule my head - there wasn’t much I wouldn’t have done in the past to get those lips on my junk. I never did - Presto warned me off from getting too familiar after he saw what happened to some snitch who thought Jamil would protect him from Sardou - Sardou broke his back as Jamil looked on - lesson learned.




    “More assurances required - and what do you want this girl to say? Anton China has them on choker chains - you seen the thugs he has walking them.”




    “They ain’t dogs, Johnny!”




    “No, they ain’t - dogs get treated better - you want me to go befriend one of his girls, get her to talk, hand you the bust, get Sardou his promotion so you can scent mark this patch yourself ...”




    “Lost none of your eloquence, have you, Johnny?”




    “I got the right - a hundred euros didn’t cover the cost of my implants - not even the x-rays.”




    “I got some budget for information - what say I make sure you get your share?”




    “Do I look like a fucking tourist?”




    “I can’t do much more - I’m doing all I can to keep Sardou out of your face as it is.”




    “What is his problem?”




    “We all love the thing we hate.”




    “Why does he hate me?”




    “You’re free - everything he can’t afford to be.”




    “Whatever; you pay as you go - and if I get you what you want, you stay out of the dixième[1] for the rest of my natural life ...”




    “You get us-”




    “Not us ... you ... I ain’t doing this for Sardou.”




    “Do this for me and I swear you’ll never see me in the dixième.”




    A fool would believe that - I ain’t no fool - but the thought of waving Sardou off is getting me hard.




    “I’ll think about it ... meet me at the baths tomorrow - between four and five.”




    “Okay; gotta go.”




    I watch him leave, feeling like I’m the victim of one of my own scams. Noble coughs to attract my attention, breaking my reverie. When I glance over, I see one of Anton China’s posse stroll in - from memory, his name is Virgil - some suit who greases palms - a cunt in a suit is still a cunt. I saunter to the bar for a refill, assiduously ignoring him, feeling his eyes graze me from head to toe, settling on the goods. I lifted a pair of trunks from Galleries Lafayette, they have a pouch - I need no enhancement but they make me feel good.




    “Buy you a drink?”




    I turn too quickly for him to raise his eyes to mine.




    “Sure ...”




    “Virgil ...”




    Does he know me? Test number one.




    “Paul ... how’s it goin’?”




    No flicker that would suggest that he knows I’m lying.




    “Good; you?”




    “No complaints ...”




    We clink, making sure I maintain eye contact over the edges of the glasses.




    “Santé!”




    “Santé!”




    Idle banter occupies a few minutes and I’m pretty sure he doesn’t recognise me.




    “Excuse me for a moment, would you?”




    He heads for the toilet, leaving me alone at the bar with Noble.




    “Not a fucking word, Noble.”




    I tip the vodka down my throat and follow Virgil into the latrine.




    He’s standing at the urinal when I enter the room, shaking his bit. I head for the furthest stall, lower the seat and sit down, leaning back with my hands placed strategically on my thighs in such a way as to stretch the fabric tighter over my crotch. I don’t even look at his face when he appears at the door. Imagining his disgust at having to kneel on the floor rewards me with a wry inward smile - I am a prince! He kneels between my legs, reaching out to unbuckle and unzip me. As soon as I’m exposed, I grab the back of his head and force his mouth down to accept my cock which is pretty hard by now. He bobs but like a complete amateur so I brace his head and thrust into his throat, surprised when he doesn’t gag.




    I’m getting off on this and make my feelings known; he works harder to get his payday. Whilst he’s away with the cock fairy, I slip one hand inside his jacket and liberate his wallet which I then slip down the back of my shirt, letting him have free rein as I cum; pissed when he lets my load leak out of his mouth and soak into my pants.




    Once he pulls back, wiping his mouth on the back of his hand, I get the impression that he’d like the favour to be returned.




    “Thanks ...”




    I’m offering nothing; he’s lower on the food chain being ten years older and balding.




    “Yeah, thanks.”




    I get up to tuck myself back in but he pushes me back down, already unzipping.




    Only by clocking the wedding ring do I succumb to the not-so-gentle encouragement - gotta bait my trap line. His cock never gets really hard and he cums within thirty seconds, screaming like one of his whores, bucking like some arthritic pooch. His cum tastes like cider vinegar - the feel of his wallet, sitting in the small of my back, sufficient compensation.




    Someone walks in and he scrambles to do himself up, rushing out without a word. The guy looks in and scowls.




    “Fuck you, arsehole!”




    I sit back and smoke a cigarette, knowing the alarm doesn’t work. There’s a vodka sitting on the bar when I go back.




    “I thought you were going steady with Laurent?”




    “I am - I was working.”




    “Oh, really?! You was just shining Virgil on?”




    I tug up my shirt and slip the wallet out.




    “Gotta keep my skills honed.”




    “You’re a fucking madman, Johnny Santé!”




    Good as.
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