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Author’s Note





    Johnny Be Good is the second story from the series The Life & Times of Johnny Santé. The series debut was Johnny Come 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 Be Good is the second 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.




     




    In Johnny Be Good, Johnny and Frankie are setting up a new sting and all would be well if Gaston was not on Dual’s, Sardou’s and Bretzel’s hit lists - how do you kill three birds with one stone?




     




    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.
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Chapter One – Quelle Bonne Surprise!





    “Gaston, fuck off and leave me alone!”




    “I want my money!”




    “I gave you a thousand; you can have the rest next month ... quit bugging me.”




    “I need it!”




    “Well I ain’t got it so go figure! What do you need it for?”




    “Business-”




    “BUSINESS! Kid, you’re thirteen; go play and let me get to work - I have business!”




    “Maybe I go find Sardou and tell him that you touched me-OUCH!”




    I pick the little fucker up by his collar and haul him towards the entrance to Republique Metro on Rue de Temple de Faubourg.




    “Wh-”




    “You wanna see Sardou? I’ll take you to him myself.”




    “NO!”




    I drop him like a lead weight, lean over and deliver the lesson for today, “fuck with me and I’ll fuck with you; you had your money that I’d owed ya’. If you want the rest then stay out of my fucking face ... got it? GOT IT?”




    I fucking hate kids.




    “Why you snifflin’?”




    “Fuck off!”




    I step away; this scene is drawing too much attention and you know how much I like that; about as much as I like kids.




    “Johnny!”




    “WHAT?”




    “Help me, please.”




    “Jesus! What is it?”




    “Bretzel-”




    “Get up! What are you, a fucking dog? What about fucking Bretzel?”




    “I can’t tell you here; please, Johnny ...”




    There’s an edge to the pleading which I recognise from the past when I ran foul of Bretzel and only Frankie’s intervention saved me from him and Sardou.




    “If you’re fucking with me-”




    “I ain’t!”




    “C’mon ...”




    We’re not far from the appartement; I’ve just come from Frankie’s and I was on my way to see Presto.




    I tow the miserable little fucker like some stubborn pooch like you see in the park when it’s got the scent of some bitch in heat.




    “Get in and shut up until I say speak, comprends?”




    He nods, shaking like a leaf and it ain’t my threats which are freaking him out.




    “Drink this ...”




    I hand him a nip of vodka. What? I ain’t his fucking guardian angel.




    The emergency joint makes a rare appearance, especially of late as funds have been plentiful due to Harry’s generosity in letting me off the rent for three months.




    “One puff then tell me what shit you got yourself in with Bretzel - do you fucking know not to go near that psycho?”




    “Ss ... sorry ...”




    His fingers are shaking so much that he can’t hold the oinj steady to get a good deep drag.




    “Toss that vodka and spill ... and it better be fucking good.”




    “I didn’t have a place to stay and he offered me a place to sleep and I took it and it was great but ...”




    “But?”




    “I didn’t know what he was like ... not really.”




    “And now you do ... So what? You left, non?”




    “I shoulda but it was cold and Sardou was hunting ... so I stays a while longer ... and as I’d spent the money-”




    “WHAT?! A GRAND! What did you spend it on; fucking caviar and champagne?!”




    I slap his head ‘cos that is criminal! A fucking thousand euros! Like he’s some mileurista!




    “Don’t hit me no more; he hit me and it hurts ...”




    “What the fuck are you talking about?”




    “He hurt me and ... and he did me ...”




    “Are you saying what I think you is saying?”




    An imperceptible nod confirms it.




    “Thank your fucking lucky stars that I got credit on my phone and friends who’ll drop whatever it is that they is doing ...”




    I call Frankie and she knows the score once I mention the name that no one says if they know what’s best for them.




    “Give me an hour, Johnny; I’ll bring pizza.”




    “’k; thanks, Frankie.”




    I sucked cock for two years in exchange for Metro tickets which I sold to the tourists queuing at the machine at Gare Du Nord; that was to buy the dope which I sold on and that kept me out of Bretzel’s clutches until I made a mistake. I called Marie - and got Frankie, who saved my butt. That was the week that was, ‘cos it was the same week I met Lucille and Presto and got into business with Frankie - and I never sucked a cock I didn’t want to after that.




    “Can you put the heating on, Johnny?”




    If looks could kill, I’d be digging a very shallow grave.




    Frankie comes in an hour later; delivers the pizza into my hands and hauls Gaston into my bedroom, closing the door gently behind her. I smoke a cigarette and since I put money in the meter, I flip the stereo on and drown in Joni for precisely forty-five minutes until Frankie and Garston re-emerge.




    “Let’s have some pizza ...”




    Frankie’s voice is soothing and re-assuring. I grab the pizza from the oven which I had put on very low. The cheese is slightly toasted and really stringy which is exactly how I like it.




    “Score?” I ask, looking at Frankie.




    “After we’ve had something to eat ... I can’t stay long because of Maman but Cerise came by to read to her.”




    “I was on my way to see Presto to ask him if he wants in - same with Leon later - my guess will be yes.”




    “Good; it only works if the set up looks real-”




    “What you guys planning? Can I get in on it?”




    I’m ready to beat the little shit to pulp but Frankie asks the obvious question, “You need a thousand to buy a stake; you got a thousand?”




    “Johnny owes me a thousand-”




    “Fu-”




    “Then I guess you’re in ...”




    Frankie has all the tolerance of fucking Mother Theresa - I have none; I never learned none from her and I don’t plan to - she has enough for the both of us and someone has to smack heads occasionally - not nearly as fucking often as it - he - needs to grow some sense.




    “So what-”




    “Shut up and eat!”




    Frankie has an antique lace smile; much like her maman’s if you stare long and hard enough especially if you’ve read her Nana; still the best story I ever read.




    “I guess you ain’t takin no public bath neither ... Where’s your clothes - stupid question. I gotta see Presto and Leon so you stay here and when I get back, you and me are having a conversation ...”




    “Thanks, Johnny ...”




    “We need Sardou on our side, Johnny; and a little bit of a distraction won’t hurt because we don’t want him snooping around whilst we’re setting up.”




    “I agree but gotta play Sardou just right; he owes me for Jerome but that won’t last.”




    “Give him Bretzel and he might leave you alone for good.”




    “In my fucking dreams ...”




    oOo




    “You in?”




    “Lucille will eat my ass if I screw up and lose a thousand.”




    “Who is talking losing? You’ll make five.”




    “You’re sure of this?”




    “Me and Frankie figure with the right set up it’ll work like a dream ... So you in?”




    “Is Leon in?”




    “Going there now.”




    “I’ll go in if he goes in.”




    “Okay. Where’s the Beast hang out these days?”




    “You stay well-”




    “I was planning to ... Where?”




    “Diamond Dogs, Corentin Cariou, Rue Rouvet.”




    “Thanks. Need the money by the end of the week.”




    I leave Presto working out how he’s gonna explain to Lucille why he needs a thousand euros. Leon will say the self-same thing and I’ll lie to both - you gotta help people sometimes.




    “And Presto’s in?”




    “He’s in; so?”




    “I’m in ... I’ll bring the money over after my shift on Friday. Where you going, looking like some bobo prince?”




    “Badger-baiting.”




    “Don’t you have any morals when it comes to blackmailing these guys?”




    “I’m not the one with a woman at home; I don’t force them to do anything they don’t want to do.”




    “But you threaten to tell the wife; that ain’t right.”




    “I gotta pay my way. What else am I qualified to do?”




    “But you’re a smart guy, Johnny; you could do anything.”




    “I finished school at fifteen; I have no Brevet, no Bac, no experience ... and anyways, I like my freedom too much.”




    “Unless you get caught and someone takes that freedom away.”




    “Never gonna happen ... So you still in despite your morals?”




    “Hell yes! Make five from one; sweet Jesus l-o-v-e-s me!”




    It’s all about choices; I don’t hold a gun to anyone’s head. Frankie always says caveat emptor - and I never have a problem sleeping at night.




    With Gaston at the appartement, I should go back but I feel the need to line something up. We’ve been following this guy through the newspapers; he’s an economist - whatever - and has that something which men like him can’t afford to lose ... reputation. No point baiting a trap and hooking a loser who don’t care that you plan to tell his woman.




    If he’s in the bar, I’ll play, else I’ll go home.




    Getting the guys to buy a stake in the sting has given me energy - maybe I’ll fuck him and let him go ...




    “Buy you a drink?”




    “Sure; vodka, straight up, no ice ... Name’s Hal.”




    “Hal?”




    “Halki ...”




    “Didier ...”




    “I fucking know your name is Olivier - you baited your own trap, bwana!”




    A drink, a booth, a hand - sweaty - running up my thigh - still, I need a suit cleaned!




    “You don’t waste your time; you wanna fuck?”




    “Let’s finish these drinks. Tell me about you ...”




    His hand comes to rest on my crotch which swells under the influence and I hear a pleasing groan which signals that the goods have passed inspection. I rattle off the CV of a vendeur from Galeries Lafayette, living his little dream job, hoping to eventually work for one of the couture houses ... blah, blah, blah.




    “I have no fashion sense ...”




    Evidently.




    “Change the shoes ... and wear a better suit than your boss and better shoes than his ...”




    Fashion is the biggest con of all time; someone tells you what to wear and you buy it. Fuck! Johnny, you missed your calling.




    He’s massaging my cock and it’s uncomfortable but I convert that energy into a positive vibe - and he’s a hot guy, not like some I’ve had to fuck - all flab and hair and hot, sour breath in my face.




    “Can we go?”




    “Sure!”




    He can’t believe his luck; I can’t believe mine.




    In the taxi, he’s trying to be less obvious; like maybe I’m a friend or a colleague - fuck that. I slip my hand inside his flies - the protest is half-hearted. The package is impressive. It’s not that important; I only want his money. We head towards the 15th and a quiet street with a couple of modest looking buildings.




    For some reason he looks nervous and fumbles for his wallet to pay the taxi driver, leaving an extravagant tip.




    “Up here ...”




    He motions with one hand towards the main door which is up a few steps. He enters the code and pushes the door when the discrete buzzer sounds. He leads and I follow, luxuriating in the hushed envelope of triple glazed glass and bright steel. We take the elevator to the fifth floor which is the top floor. He says nothing; I am a fuck; this has no shelf-life as far as he is concerned. Good; attachments get messy and if he just pays then it won’t have cost him more than the price of three dinners - five hundred euros is the going rate.
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