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Author’s Note





    Johnny Come Back is the first story from a new series, The Life & Times of Johnny Santé, which will chart the rises and falls in a young man’s fortunes, loves and friendships.




    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.




    This story contains graphic descriptions of sexual encounters and frequent usage of bad language.
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Chapter One – Gonzales





    “Lucille! Lend me five can ya’?”




    “Johnny, honey; you ain’t paid me the money I borrowed you last week.”




    “C’mon, Lucille; Gonzales has a sure thing and I’m gonna pay you back; you know I will.”




    “No I don’t. You eaten?”




    “Some French fries.”




    “Jesus! What your mamma would have said.”




    “She’d have said a man’s gotta do what a man’s gotta do to survive in this jungle. Please, Lucille; I gotta get in on Gonzales’s action.”




    “Five and no more! Harry is after you; not paid your rent neither?”




    “I paid him ... most of it. Fuck, Lucille! I need a break; where I am gonna get me one?”




    “New bar opened on B-S-G [1] – Lucky Larry’s. Be careful! Come by later for something to eat.”




    “You’s a diamond, Lucille ...”




    I gotta get ahead. Gonzales said it was twenty minimum. I got fourteen euros and sixty-eight cents ... Harry’s gonna bust my nuts if I don’t pay him by the end of the night. Johnny, it’s time to razzle-dazzle!




    “Presto; can I get a coke?”




    “If you got three-fifty ... no tabs; new rules.”




    “Shit!”




    “Go suck Growler if you need a little walking around money ...”




    “Growler?!”




    “Take his dick and you’ll even be able to pay Harry.”




    “Fuck, does everyone know my business?”




    “He gave me twenty to call him if I saw you ...”




    “Are you gonna call him?”




    “That’s up to you ...”




    “Meet me at Lucille’s for some of her Mbawa Ya Tomati ... twenty just to call him?”




    “Johnny; a word of advice in your kio – stop fucking around with your life. One coke, on me ... Go see Growler, pay Harry, pay Lucille and don’t give it to Gonzales.”




    “Yes, Kasa!”




    I’ll see Growler and check out this new place; one good hit and I can square up.




    oOo




    “Leon ...”




    “Why if it ain’t Johnny Santé; behind on your rent?”




    “Is Growler busy?”




    “Wait there ...”




    Sucking dick ain’t too bad. Come on, Johnny, don’t give up on me.




    “He’ll see you - be warned; he ain’t in no mood for games tonight.”




    “Thanks, Leon; got a smoke?”




    “Get the fuck in there!”




    Growler is a thug with a heart of coal; not exactly the last resort ... more like the terminal building at the airport. Check in and go someways interesting.




    “Sit and fucking listen.”




    Le Boeuf is stood in the corner like a mummy in a tux; stoic would be a happy face for him – he’s not happy.




    Growler rummages in a drawer of the desk which separates us and retrieves something which I only recognise once he’s flung it across to me. It’s a Polaroid photograph.




    “Find this kid ...”




    I pick up the photograph and peer at the face staring back at me; a kid of about fourteen, blowing out the candles on a birthday cake.




    “... name’s David Renard.”




    I slip the photograph into my pocket; I don’t even want to know why Growler is looking for him.




    “Need some rent money, Johnny; is that why you’re here?”




    “Jus-”




    “Fucking shut up unless I tell you to speak. Find the kid and you won’t need to worry about the rent for a while ... No doubt you’re on your way to see Gonzales and hand him your hard earned cash because of his sure thing ... don’t! His man will throw the fight my way and Gonzales is gonna be looking for new pastures to shit in.”




    I nod furiously.




    “Now get up, drop your pants and lean over.”




    I hesitate for a second; I only wanted to blow him for the rent.




    “Do it or Le Boeuf will give you a hand.”




    This is not demeaning; this is survival. Getting fucked up the arse by a fat sleazy pig like Growler is like commuting to work every day – you do it because you don’t have a choice if you wanna live in the banlieu.




    I do as he says and lean over the desk, pressing my cheek to the leather in-lay, inhaling deeply to quell the nausea, knowing he’ll fuck me raw.




    “Hold him down!”




    Le Boeuf steps up to the desk and places his hands on my shoulders, pressing down until I’m sure my ribs are gonna crack.




    “You’re a stupid little cunt, Johnny Santé; pity you don’t have the good sense that your mother had ...”




    I tense at the mention of her; the images and remembrances get screwed into my throat, stoppering the cries as he forces his way in. Le Boeuf pushes down harder but still manages to caress my cheek with the tip of his thumb. He’s a fucking sadistic bastard and you don’t cross him.




    Growler is thrusting away but I ignore him, mentally totting up the stash at the flat which will get me out of here one day. There’s seven hundred and eighty-three euros in the box under the floor in bathroom. I’ve got enough for the electric this week; fuck the phone – who calls me? No food but Lucille will dish something later; Presto will be good for breakfast. Finding this kid will pay the rent. I need some fucking clothes washed. If I make a hit tonight I might get fifty euros out of the sting once Frankie takes her share.




    “F-u-c-k!”




    I didn’t even get hard.




    I’ll have to have a wash now; I can’t have his cum in my arse. I will not be the stain that you assiduously avoid as you sit down on the U Line train from Gare de Trappes to La Defense.




    Le Boeuf releases me, stroking my cheek. A fifty lands beside my face.




    “Find the kid or Le Boeuf will see to it that you don’t shit for a week.”




    I scramble to pull up my clothes and get out as quickly as I can. You don’t look Growler in the eye afterwards – fucking Catholics!




    I bustle out, intent on getting to the public bath at Republique.




    “Johnny, wait!”




    “What is it, Leon? I gotta go.”




    “Put fifty on for me when you see Gonzales.”




    I’m tempted to clue him up but what the fuck do I owe him?




    “Sure! Gotta go ...”




    Baths are quiet and Danube doesn’t even lift his head as I scurry in. I shit out Growler’s load and stand under the shower for fifteen minutes, letting the water run over me. There’s a guy standing under the shower opposite; I think he works on the Velib crew which looks after the bikes in the tenth arrondissement.




    “I forgot my gel, can you spare some?”




    He eyes me like he’s checking for the ripest fruit at the market. He hands me the squeezy.




    “Thanks.”




    “Keep it ...”




    He strolls out of the showers, leaving me to soap up and rinse. I head out, to see if any of the towels in the bin are dry enough; one near the top is okay and doesn’t smell too bad.




    “Forget your towel as well?”




    He isn’t trying to be sarcastic; I don’t think so anyway. Maybe he wants to talk.




    “Yeah; well, I left my bag on the bus ... You work for Velib, don’t you?”




    “Yeah ... Laurent ...”




    “Johnny ...”




    “Don’t you live on Rue Bichat; I’ve seen you around.”




    “Yeah ... next to Chez Druquet, the blue door – always open – flat at the front with the red shutters – picture of Joni Mitchell on the hall door ...”




    “Is that an invitation?”




    “That’s directions. See ya’!”




    Putting a smile on someone’s face is dharma.




    I gotta go see Frankie and try to avoid Gonzales. If I tell him that Growler has got to his man and he calls off the thing then Growler will know that I told him. If I don’t tell him then he’ll be run out and when it suits him, Growler can always tell him that I knew; him and Le Boeuf. So many fucking rocks and hard places in this life.




    Frankie is my business partner. She stays at home and looks after her maman. There was some industrial accident and she got compensation that pays for Frankie to stay at home. She does everything for her.




    “Frankie! You good?”




    “Hey, Johnny. What’s the plan?”




    “New club on B-S-G says Lucille; drop a wallet or two; maybe I-D a couple of badgers to play with later ... Got any deodorant?”




    “You smell nice.”




    “I had a shower but I forgot my stick.”




    “In the bathroom. Gotta mail drop planned for next week.”




    “Dry cleaning?”




    “Yeah ... Wanna try the engagement ring tonight?”




    “Sure ... What shoes shall I wear?”




    “The blue crocodile skin ones ... C’mon! I can’t be late back; Maman has the hospital tomorrow.”




    “How is she?”




    “Same as ever. You got credit?”




    “I got two tickets left from yesterday ... Okay; let’s go!”




    We take the Metro from Goncourt to Chatelet and change for Saint Germain de Pres. We sit together; Frankie has her arm through mine and her head on my shoulder. The young couple in love. It’s a confidence trick; no one suspects a couple in love. Pretty soon we’re on BSG and looking for a mark to play engagement ring with.




    “There ...” Frankie whispers; these days it’s more like telepathy.




    I see the guy; we head for the table which is two away from his and sit down. Frankie is grumbling quietly. He can’t hear what she’s saying but he knows that she’s upset. He looks but keeps averting his eyes. I apologise for all kinds of minor misdemeanours, getting nowhere. I take my phone out of my pocket, pretending to have a text message – she grabs the phone, screams at me, “who the hell is Sophia?” I try to explain, she stands up, pulls the ring from her finger and throws it in my direction, just over my shoulder, so that it hits the guy or his table. She storms off; I go after her, grab her arms, she swings round and slaps me across the face. I shuffle back to the table and sit down, apparently having forgotten about the ring. The guy has naturally picked it up and moves closer to hand it back to me.




    “Monsieur ...”




    “Thanks! What the hell am I going to do with this?”




    I’ve perfected abject resignation – it comes with the territory.




    “Maybe she’ll forgive you.”




    “Not this time; I was on my last chance.”




    “Sell it then ...”




    “Do you have a girlfriend?”




    “Yes ...”




    “Engaged?”




    “No ... I was thinking about it.”




    “Do you love her?”




    “Madly!”




    “Ask her tonight.”




    “No ring ...”




    “Take this one-”




    “No, I couldn’t!”




    “Of course you can; be impulsive ... she’ll love it.”




    “I don’t have much money-”
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