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Praise for Down in the Gutter like Me


“The story was so captivating… I just couldn’t stop.” – S. Ayers 
“Gritty, almost too realistic slice of life for a homeless addict who has all the issues. Must read! I’m still processing.” – Park Sullivan
“A night of insanity perpetrated by a soul who isn’t just lost, but comfortable being lost.” Patrick S. Dorazio
“Sleazy grit that’s action packed. Marcia’s pimp, Ivan, catches Guy creeping and one Helluva night ensues. Bursting with action and sleaze at the seams, the perfect tale for those who enjoy dark crime and don’t mind a bit of raunchiness.” – Wally World
“If this is the direction North is headed with his writing, he should consider using a pen name or risk alienating some of his fan base.” AstraDaemon





Book Description


“Down in the Gutter Like Me” is a gripping and darkly intoxicating tale which delves into the murky depths of one man’s addiction, obsession, and desperation. Meet Guy Masters, a voyeuristic opportunist whose life is entangled in a web of opioids and his relentless infatuation with his ex-girlfriend. 
Haunted by his destructive desires, Guy’s world spirals out of control until one fateful night when the walls around him crumble and he embarks on a perilous gamble, risking everything for one final, desperate attempt.
Prepare to be immersed in a world where darkness reigns supreme, where the line between what is real and what is imagined becomes hazy, and where the allure of self-destruction may just be too tempting to resist…  








Character Introduction by Ophelia Kee


Guy Masters 

[image: image-placeholder]
He’s a drug addict and an opportunist. Living on the street, moving between the high and the hustle to get the next fix, Guy follows a routine. He stalks the woman he’s in love with, but let’s face it, she’s not a little miss goody two shoes. It’s not a good life, or any kind of life anyone would want, but it’s his story.
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Epigraph


“Stars, hide your fires; Let not light see my black and deep desires.”
-William Shakespeare, Macbeth
“Don’t tell me the moon is shining; show me the glint of light on broken glass.”
-Anton Chekhov
“Everybody is a moon, and has a dark side which he never shows to anybody.”
-Mark Twain
“What hurts you, blesses you. Darkness is your candle.”
-Rumi






Down in the Gutter like Me


The pale moon rose and sailed alone, far above me, and forever out of reach. Remote, cold and distant, like the woman I love.     
I can never express it with exactitude, but the simple fact is, I could never let her go. Could never cut that final thread and move on, even though we never spoke or touched again. When it was over, I saw her, but she didn’t see me. Better that way. If she knew, she might not mind, but she didn’t know. Probably thought I was dead. I’m sure she wished that was so. Makes me a creep, right? Standing in the dark so she wouldn’t see me, standing guard, standing sentinel, and remembering, feeling my heart clench with sorrow, and hot tears pour down my cheeks. My flaw, or failing, if you will, is thinking I can save someone I love. Noblesse Oblige, right? Noble obligation. Sacrifice. Hollow knight’s armor: The shell that masks nothing; the fool waiting on the wrong corner; and the love unrequited. People have to want to save themselves. It is my conceit that enables me to believe otherwise. I’ve lived off my wits most of my life, essentially an opportunist, but live and work in a cesspool. No, not a real one, but if I inhale too deeply, the fetid, fecund smell is inescapable. I should’ve been a plumber---the pay is a lot better. Most people kid themselves, but the earth is a womb and a tomb, and we’re all on the doorstep of death.
Cold for Florida today. The chill in the air has bite. My breath plumes and makes me want a cigarette. Another long pull on the pint of Fireball in my pocket sounds good, but I’m resisting that too. It will not satisfy me. Only Oxy does that, Oxycodone, that is. It’s an extended release pain medication. I need it now, preferably sooner---and no, my back doesn’t hurt me everyday like it used to, but my tolerance for pain is less. One of my favorite lies is that my back hurts, but, in truth, I just like to get high.      
The sun is down, and the streetlights are flickering to life. I stand in an alley at the edge of Central Avenue, under the I-275 overpass. The neighborhood is teetering somewhere between rundown and revitalized, but on this block the businesses are boarded up and the houses have bars over the windows. Slow night for traffic up on the elevated highway above me. Only an occasional car or truck roars past. Almost peaceful down here, but like a gutter, things can change quickly.  
A door slams, and a dog barks furiously about a block over. 
The house across the street is one of the nicer ones. I hear a series of clicks, and in the light of the solitary lamp post nearby, sprinkler heads pop up. The one nearest the street sprays more water onto the red cobbled brick road than the grass. The rotten egg smell of sulfur water is almost enough to overpower the alley’s faint odor of excrement and rot. I wait a few minutes more and decide it’s as dark as it’s going to get. I want to wait for the sprinklers to turn off, but I’m wearing a trench coat, so there’s no need to wait. My second hand Derby Blucher shoes are going to get wet no matter what.  
A light is on in the house’s living room. The curtains are open. Maybe I can stay where I am, at least for a while. Probably warm in there. I always prefer to be too warm than too cold. I can see part of a Christmas tree and its twinkling red and green lights. That sight makes me look away. Memories of years past and other Christmas trees make me nostalgic, and I can’t afford to be weak.
I laugh. Good joke there. I’m already weak because I spent the last of my cash on a pack of cigarettes and the bottle of Fireball. I need some Oxy, but maybe tomorrow. Need some place to sleep tonight, and further down the list, something to eat. Last night I had nowhere to sleep, so I walked around, walked around all day, too. I scored fifteen bucks from an old couple in Walmart’s parking lot, but it wasn’t enough. I’m hoping the
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