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  Dedication



To anyone who has ever used a book to escape reality.







  Content Warning



One person’s yuck is someone else’s yum, so I decided to list all the tropes and triggers together in order to let you decide what you like, and what you don’t.

Happy reading! <3




Cinnamon roll ex-con MMC

Young insecure FMC

Kidnapping

Strangers to lovers

Forbidden age gap (15 years)

Road trip

Forced proximity

One bed/One shower 

Who did this to you?

Trauma bonding

Blood play/red wings

Death of family members

References to abuse including SA (Not between MCs)

References to casual drug use including OD (Not involving MCs)

Suicide/attempted suicide

Infertility due to abuse

Casual mention of incest

Light stalking

Surprise tattoos

Explicit language & graphic sexual content
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Before you begin, I’d like to take a moment to address some of the content that lies ahead. Let me start by stating that this book was written for adults, and is a complete work of fiction– The characters, their actions, and the situations they find themselves in, are not real.




You may have noticed the word forbidden in reference to the age gap between my main characters. Allow me to clarify:

My FMC is just on the verge of turning eighteen. Yes, you read that correctly; she starts out at only seventeen. The legal age of consent is sixteen in Georgia, Alabama, and Mississippi (the states my MCs travel through together.)

The age discrepancy is a large plot point, so I encourage you to give it a chance, however I recognize that this is inevitably a deal-breaker for some of you.

Please know that it won’t hurt my feelings if you feel the need to put this book down, and walk quickly in the opposite direction. I sincerely hope there’s something else on your TBR that can scratch your itch. 

However, if you dare to believe that most people are just human beings doing their best to make it in a harsh world, hoping that they’re good enough to be loved, and praying that they’re worthy enough to be forgiven…Then I welcome you to the Smoke Show.
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An old, rusted bell rings overhead, swinging wildly on a chain as it slams against the glass door I just pushed open into the tiny, run-down gas station. Lifting my heavy hair off the back of my neck, I feel the sweat that’s already gathered between and under my breasts drip down my stomach beneath my tank top. My nipples harden under the turquoise material, and I’m grateful for the dripping and moldering air conditioner that sits lopsided in the window behind the counter, working overtime to combat the Georgia humidity in the thick of summer. The scent of old, stale grease is almost strong enough to cover that weird fart smell that clings to damp places like this.

My flip flops are loud as they take turns smacking against the dirty, yellowed floor as I walk towards the poorly stocked refrigerated section. Each time I lift a foot to take a step, I can feel the bottoms of my flimsy, pink sandals peeling off of the permanently sticky linoleum. Trusty Rusty’z has been like this for as long as I can remember which, admittedly, isn’t very long.

Continuing past the meager selection of Red Bull, Coke, Dr. Pepper, sweet tea, and water, I stop in front of the fully stocked shelves of beer. This place is always dependable for something at least. That’s why Uncle Mike lets me come here. They always have what he needs.

“And so do you, Sugar.”

Squeezing my eyes shut, I shake my head back and forth as if I can dislodge his ugly voice with the action.

If only.

With a resigned sigh, I open the cold glass door to grab a six pack, wishing I could climb inside the cool interior, rather than return to the sweltering summer heat for the trek back home. 

Home. Now there’s a concept.

I snort quietly, holding a mental conversation with myself as I make my way to the counter, so I don’t pay any attention to the man who enters when the little bell goes wild above the door again. I don’t want to see the way his eyes crawl over me in the few seconds it takes us to pass each other.

I’m no stranger to the way men notice my curves. And my bruises. I’d cover up more to hide them, but then I’d die of heat stroke or something, and also, fuck that! Enough has already been taken from me without adding the comfort of breezy clothing to that list. At least no one can see the scars. People would never stop gawking at me then.

“Hey, Lenny,” I say mildly, placing the cardboard carrier of Busch on the counter. “Just here for the usual.”

“O-kay do-kay, Mizz Smokey,” he says, tossing a package of Marlboro Reds next to the beer, before flashing me his gap-toothed grin. He says the same thing every time, his accent causing him to pronounce my name like Smoke-AY, instead of Smoke-EY.

God, this place is predictable. But I smile back, because at least Lenny has always been kind to me. He even sells me “the usual” beer and cigarettes even though he knows I’m underage. But he also knows that he’s saving me some more of these bruises. Besides, it’s not like Trusty Rusty’z is at the top of anyone’s inspection list. Sometimes he even gives me a free bottle of water when the heat index is so high, his little window unit can’t keep up with cooling this little, rinky-dink place down.

I hand him a wad of exact change after I peel it from the sweaty pocket of my black jean shorts.

“Until next time,” I turn to leave, giving Lenny a little wave without looking back. 

The bell dances manically against the glass door as it swings shut behind me.

The hot Georgia sun beats down on my head when I stop on the crumbling sidewalk outside the door. Cicadas scream from the trees across the highway while the air above the asphalt bounces up and down in blurry little waves from the intense heat. I try taking a deep breath, but the air is so hot and thick, there’s little relief from the action. My gaze drops to the frosty six-pack in my left hand, already dripping with condensation.

For a moment it appears to grow larger, like an anchor weighing me down to this sad and empty life. What’s stopping me from running? My incompetent step-mother and her deadbeat brother tell me I should be grateful that they allow me to walk alone from our shitty little trailer park to the middle-of-nowhere gas station. The sad thing is, I am.

The Peach Pit is situated just a few miles down the dirt road out behind Trusty Rusty’z, and I’ve always cherished the solitude of the long walk despite the boiling atmosphere. Relished the moments without stale beer and cigarette smoke clogging up my lungs, and hateful vitriol being spewed at me while I’m treated like an ashtray. But most of all, I rejoice in the absence of my twisted uncle’s heavy hands roaming my body.

So why do I always go back?

Where else would you go?

His sick voice counters in my mind. I’m not yet eighteen, though that problem will solve itself in just a few more months. For what has to be more than the millionth time, I curse my mother for being able to escape this life, and my dad for dying and leaving me with these monsters.

I pull my gaze up from the brown glass bottles to the barren horizon, feeling overwhelmed with hopelessness. Because the truth is there isn’t anywhere else for me to go.

The rhythmic clank of the rusty, metal bell dangling from the door behind me pulls me from my desolate thoughts, as well as announces the presence of the man who stops beside me. His shadow dwarfs mine on the cracked sidewalk. Out of the corner of my eye, I watch his thick, tattooed arms as he taps a pack of Newports against his palm before cracking the top open, and placing one of the thin white cylinders between his lips. Flipping the little rectangle closed, he deposits it in a back pocket, and when his hand reappears, there’s a smaller box rattling in his palm.

His eyes flick to me suddenly, catching me watching him as he slides the insert out of its sleeve like a little drawer, and selects a match. Without breaking eye contact, he strikes the little red tip against the side of the box, sparking the flame to life. And just like a fire needs oxygen, I remind myself to take a breath as he cups his big hand around the little orange flame and carefully marries it to the end of his cigarette. The cherry glows bright as he inhales.

“Problem?” A cloud of smoke escorts the deep, raspy word out of his throat.

His voice has a smooth, southern cadence, but I can tell he’s not from around here. It causes my brain to short circuit for a moment before I notice that my lip is curled in disgust at the gray stream of pollution trailing from the end of the slender white stick. Clearing my throat before looking at him, I try to smooth out my expression.

“I-I just don’t like cigarettes,” I say, shaking my hair back, trying not to think about all the reasons why. His gaze drops to look pointedly at the pack of Marlboro Reds I’m still clutching in my other hand. My eyes follow his, and I clear my throat nervously, again.

“These aren’t for me,” I explain quickly, for no reason. I don’t owe this guy anything. This absurdly large, beautiful man.

He’s so tall I have to tilt my head back to get a look at his face, or else I’d just be staring at the wall of his chest. His broad, expansive chest that grows larger each time he inhales, taking a drag of his cigarette. Honestly, I should feel intimidated by him, but for some reason I don’t.

He wears a dingy, white backwards ball-cap that keeps his sun-streaked hair out of his face, while his eyes are a complimentary deep, warm brown. They may be the most comforting eyes I’ve ever had the pleasure of gazing into. Like rich mugs of hot chocolate on a cold winter day. Not that I have much experience with those. Mugs of hot chocolate, or cold winters.

As I continue to drink him in, I study his mustache and short beard, noticing they both contain subtle hints of silver streaked throughout. I wonder briefly what the shiny, red-tinted strands would feel like between my fingertips. Would they be thick and coarse, as they appear? Or maybe they’re deceptively silky and soft.

“Are you waiting for someone?”

The question rolls over me in a cloud of smoke, pulling me from the inappropriate and alarming direction of my thoughts. The facial hair does an exceptional job at disguising his age. He could be twenty-five or forty for all I know.

He’s looking at me expectantly as he draws on his cigarette. Is it smart to be honest here and say no? Should I answer yes instead?

“I don’t live far.” I settle for a vague truth.

At my response, he looks around at the deserted landscape. There’s nothing to see but the forgotten two-lane highway, the trees filled with trilling insect life, two sad, little gas pumps off to the right, and a big, black semi truck hauling an empty trailer parked beside them. When his eyes meet mine again, I can tell he doesn’t believe me.

“Everything is far from here, Liv.” The right corner of his mouth curls into a crooked half smile that reveals what could be a dimple winking in his left cheek, though it’s a little hard to tell through his facial hair. I’m so lost in looking at him, I barely even notice the lazy way he calls me someone else’s name.

“Can I give you a ride?”

The inquiry, not said unkindly or in a threatening way, still hits me like a bucket of ice water. Only metaphorically, of course, since I can still unfortunately feel sweat trickling across my scalp.

My eyes snap back over to the black semi that has to be his, since nobody else is here with us. Besides Lenny, of course, but I already know what his old, beat to hell pick-up looks like. I pass it on my way here every time I come, parked out around back.

I allow myself a moment to fantasize about accepting his offer. I could ditch this albatross of brown bottles dangling from my hand and hop up into his truck, allowing him to take me away from my own personal Hell. I could escape. I could be free. I could leave all this misery behind.

But on the heels of that fantasy, I picture a life worse than the one I already have. This man is a complete and total stranger to me. His size alone should be frightening. Just because he feels inexplicably safe, and appears to have kind eyes that can see to the very brokenness inside my soul doesn’t mean it’s smart to trade the Devil I know for one that I don’t. So to speak.

“No, thanks!” I finally force out, too quick and too bright, before stepping off the curb and walking away, trying not to think about what could happen if he decides to follow me.
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I watch her expressions carefully, noting the uncertainty in her pretty, blue eyes when I ask if she’s waiting for someone. It’s a struggle not to smile when I see the full blown panic cross her face after I offer to give her a ride.

I can tell she’s young, though her actual age is hard to discern. She’s got a carrier of beer in one hand, and a pack of cigarettes in the other, so I at least know she’s legal. Her looks remind me of my first crush, Liv Tyler, in that old movie about saving the world from an asteroid apocalypse or something. What was the name of it again? Oh yeah. Armageddon.

Only this girl’s eyes are brighter, appearing more turquoise than blue, though they could just look that way because of the color of her top, and the shadow of the fading bruise I can spy around her left eye-socket. Alarm bells start going off in my mind as that realization sinks in, a sure sign that I’m probably about to do something stupid. In a bid to keep myself relaxed and under control, I lift my hand to take another puff off my cigarette as I casually observe the rest of her features.

Her mouth is wide and plump, like it was made for sucking cock. The split in her bottom lip only enhances the image in my mind, though I’m not exactly proud of it.

Sizing her up, I think she actually has a little more to offer a man than Liv Tyler ever did. I’m trying my hardest not to stare too much at her chest, but the way her sweat glistens in the sunlight highlights her considerable cleavage.

Get a fucking grip, Jackson.

I mentally scold myself to focus. I’ve been out of prison long enough to have more goddamn self-control than this. Surely I can keep it together and not lose my head over a pretty mouth and a great rack. Especially when they come attached to a girl that, legal or not, is obviously way too young for me. I have made it my personal mission in life to be nothing like my father was, and drooling over jail bait hits too close to home.

Belated shame and disgust wash over me, combatting my lustful thoughts as I continue to stare at her. The assorted bruises, and cigarette burns that I can see decorating her otherwise creamy flesh fuel a hatred inside of me I’ve been trying to bury for too long. Recognizing this, I’m unsure if I’ll be able to leave her alone the way I know I should.

She gazes at my truck with a longing I shouldn’t understand, but I do. She’s looking at it like it could be the solution to all her problems in this world. Like she might just take me up on my offer, but instead of taking her home, she’ll beg me to save her from it.

My jaw flexes as I grit my teeth when I consider the lost look on her face, her many visible injuries, and the reasons why she would have them. Taking the time to do a slow count to five in my head, I work on forcing myself to calm down. When she does finally answer me, she quickly rejects my offer before turning and walking the other way. Despite myself, my mouth twitches with a hint of appreciation. Smart girl.

She puts distance between us, one flimsy, pink sandaled foot at a time, and I stay rooted to the spot, hating myself as I admire her shapely figure and finish smoking my cigarette. Watching her form shrink, I can’t help but speculate over her bruised face and busted lip, recalling the desperate way she stared at my truck. It was as if she were envisioning another life, one far away from here, and I allow myself to remember what I did the last time a pair of sad, blue eyes begged me for my help. Or rather what I didn’t do.

The guilt still eats at me after all these years, and it’s hard not to see this broken, abused girl as a golden opportunity to make up for my past mistakes. It would be a risky decision, I know, but the ghosts haunting me seem pleased by the thought.

With my mind made up, I drop what’s left of my cigarette and snuff it out with the tip of my steel-toed boot before strolling over to my truck. Other than the USDOT number on the side of my door, there are no defining marks, brands, or logos to set Black Betty apart from any other black semi trucks out there on the road. And that’s exactly how I like it.

Climbing up into the driver seat, I switch my ball cap around and pull it down low to hide my face. There’s no one around to witness what I’m about to do except for the cashier inside, and he seems a few beers short of a six-pack, if you know what I mean. Even still, it’s better to be safe than sorry.

As I put the truck into drive, I pause for a moment, before letting off the brake.

Are you really going to do this? I hesitate, doubting myself.

“Is there any other way?” Amy’s voice counters from the darkness in my mind, mocking me. Closing my eyes, I do a slow countdown from five in my head, working to remain in control of my emotions.

This isn’t right. What if I’m wrong about her? I try one last time to appeal to the logical, sane part of my brain.

“What if you’re not?”

I don’t have a response to offer myself because I know from experience that those bruises don’t lie.

“Do for her what you should have done for me.”

Amy’s voice echoes again, inflaming my sense of guilt, but giving me the permission I need to trust my gut and follow my instincts, however misguided they may seem.

With my conscience temporarily nullified, I finally ease off the brake, heading down the little back road behind the curvy Liv Tyler look-alike.
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For a while, I’m comforted by the lack of footsteps behind me until I hear the rumble of an engine start up and slowly grow louder as if growing closer. Peering over my shoulder, I confirm that the black truck is indeed lumbering toward me, causing my heartbeat to kick up into double time. The guy from Rustyz is actually following me!

I do the only thing I can think of to do, which is to drop the beer and pick up my pace. Brown glass shatters, spilling cool liquid, turning dirt to mud under my poorly clad feet as I begin moving from left to right in a frenzied zig zag pattern. It doesn’t matter that it doesn’t make any logical sense to try and outrun a vehicle that’s capable of speeding up and, not only catching me, but running me over. What else am I supposed to do, though? Just let some stranger take me? My life may be shit, but it’s still the only one I’ve ever known.

When I hear the truck stop behind me, a gasp of relief bursts from my lungs just before a hard body tackles me to the ground, knocking the air and premature triumph out of me. Fuck, he moves insanely fast for a giant. He probably still would’ve caught me even without the truck.

No! I shove the hopeless thought away the same way I attempt to shove him, but the precious seconds I lost stunned by his impact have cost me too much. He’s already clamped a firm hand over my mouth and begun dragging me like a rag doll towards the open door of the waiting vehicle, my additional weight not appearing to hinder his speed and agility in the slightest.

“HELP!” I throw myself across the cab of the truck to the passenger side, immediately fumbling with the handle as I scream for someone, anyone to save me. Of course the door is already locked with no visible way for me to unlock it by hand.

Trembling, I try to fight back the panic and not let the fear overwhelm me, but I can’t help it. It’s actually happening. I’m actually being kidnapped!

I ignore the small flower of relief that blooms somewhere deep inside me, and try to focus on the very real danger I’m in. This isn’t a fantasy or a daydream anymore. This is my real life. Whatever is left of it, anyway.

Unwanted tears stream down my cheeks as I pound my fists against the window, as if I have the strength to break the glass with my bare hands.

“Please let me out, let me go!” I beg over and over, my voice growing hoarse and weakening along with my physical efforts as helplessness begins to consume me.

“Are you done yet?” The voice that was sending pleasurable tingles down my spine just a few short minutes ago, now sends ripples of trepidation through me.

“Am I done?” I cut back in sheer, unadulterated exasperation. It must be adrenaline making me so brave. “I’ve been waiting my whole damn life to be done! Done with hateful women who leave me behind, or treat me like gum that they can’t wait to scrape off the bottom of their shoe. Done with the shitty entitlement of men; no not men, boys, who think no means yes, and that force is a form of foreplay,” I pin him with a look of sheer disgust before continuing my spiral. “Done with the never ending pain and disappointment of being a living waste of space that nobody seems to care about, so YES, I’M FUCKING DONE!!!” I scream like a full blown lunatic, tearing at my hair while tears and snot mingle in a stream down my face.

Nothing but silence and the sound of my labored breathing fill the cab after my outburst.

“Please,” I finally croak, stopping to swallow around the massive knot that has formed in my throat. “There’s nothing you can do to me that I haven’t already experienced.” I hate the way my voice begins to shake, but I press on anyway. “I-If you’re going to kill me…Please, just get it over with.” I look over at him solemnly. “I’ve suffered enough. You’d honestly be doing me a favor.”

I notice the way his grip tightens on the steering wheel, but he doesn’t meet my gaze.

“I’m so tired,” I finish in a broken whisper, turning away to stare hopelessly out the window.
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She cries in my passenger seat, cutting me open with all the skill and precision of a surgeon. Gutting me with every word. I knew I wasn’t wrong about the abuse she was enduring, but it’s disconcerting to have her confirm it by asking so casually for her death. She’s even more broken than I thought, vindicating my impulsive decision to take her— save her. My only regret is the way she fears me. I never meant to frighten her, though in hindsight, I guess I don’t really know what else I expected.

“I have no interest in killing you, Liv,” I tell her as I carefully reverse back out onto the vacant highway. She snorts in disbelief as she wipes her nose on the inside of her arm. “I mean it.” I try to sound reassuring. “I only want to help you.”

“By abducting me?” Her tone is incredulous. “Yeah, okay. That definitely sends a ‘helpful’ message.”

She makes air quotes with her fingers when she says the word helpful, and I can’t stop the little chuckle that slips past my lips as I watch her eyes sparkle with defiance. She may think she’s ready to die, but the way she spits venom at me would suggest otherwise.

“You think this is funny?” She asks, still beyond upset.

“Not at all,” I answer with a smile as I put the truck into drive and begin putting as much distance between her and this God-forsaken place as possible.

Casting my eyes her way, I try not to be obvious in my scrutiny of her. She has her knees drawn up to her chest with her arms wrapped around them in a defensive position. Splatters of mud dot her calves from when she dropped the beer, and I spot a thin trickle of red along the outside of her left ankle where the glass must have nicked her. The sight of her blood has my groin tightening and I tell myself that I’ll need to stop and get the first aid kit out soon. She’s also going to need new shoes, since the useless pieces of pink plastic she had on her feet are back in the dust. Along with all the broken glass.

Leaving evidence like that wasn’t smart. I was so focused on grabbing her and getting away that I didn’t think about anything else. I’ll have to be on alert and extra careful for a little while, but since I don’t intend to keep her, what we left behind is the least of my worries. Right now, I need to concentrate on making sure the unintended cargo I just stole knows that she’s safe with me.

She sits facing away from me, staring out the passenger-side window while her curtain of dark hair hides most of her body from me. She looks so damn much like Amy, my chest aches, and thanks to the painful lessons my old man taught me, I can read her like a book. She acts like she’s trying to draw inside of herself and make herself smaller. Like she’s afraid to take up space. Afraid to exist and have needs, because she’s only ever been an object to use to satisfy someone else’s. Unable to stomach the thought of her being afraid of me, I try to diffuse the tension growing between us.

“You don’t have to believe me,” I tell her, “I know you don’t know me from Adam, but I don’t want to hurt you. At all.” I glance in her direction again, but besides the occasional sniffle, she doesn’t move. Determined to put her at ease, I go on. “I just want…” I pause for a moment because I have no right to want anything when it comes to her. We’re strangers to each other. But I know what abuse looks like. When you’ve survived it, you can recognize it in someone else. And I can’t ignore those signs, again. I can’t stand by and do nothing. Especially not when it seems like I’m getting a second chance to save my dear, sweet Amy.

“I just want you to be safe.” I finally finish my statement from earlier. “And I kinda got the feeling back there that maybe…” I pause again and look to her for any type of encouragement, but her body language still offers me nothing. At least she’s not kicking and screaming and begging to get away anymore. I’ll consider that a point in my favor at least.

“I just got the feeling that you were looking for a way out and, well… I acted on it.” I return my eyes to the road when she still doesn’t move or say anything. “I admit, it’s probably not my most thought out plan, but–” She snorts sarcastically and I have to fight another smile, relieved that she’s listening to me at all. “But there it is.” I finish, and the statement hangs in the air between us. The muted sound of the road is all that rewards my explanation.

With a heavy sigh I reach forward to flip the radio on, dispelling the heavy silence, and she flinches as I execute the motion like she expected me to hit her. An old country song about love and loss fills the cab while I grip the steering wheel so tight it creaks under my hands, reminding me to go through another slow five count in my head.

I’ve never hit a woman before. Not one who didn’t want me to, at least. But it’s not like she knows that. Even though I just proclaimed my noble intent for taking her, I wouldn’t trust me either based on whatever horrors she’s already seen and experienced.

Not anymore though, I think valiantly to myself, strengthening my resolve as my hands flex and relax on the wheel.

Never again.

I’ll get her somewhere safe, where she can start her life over, and then maybe I’ll finally be able to sleep at night.








  
  
  Smokey

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




We’ve been driving for a while now, and he hasn’t tried to do anything to me since he tackled me and forced me up into his truck. My eyelids are starting to feel heavy in the absence of the adrenaline rush from earlier, but I have to stay alert. Even though he claims to be some sort of savior, he could just be waiting for the right moment to pounce again, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to give him one. I won’t let him catch me off guard again.

I’ve been thinking of ways to escape, even considering causing him to swerve and crash into the trees that line either side of the road, but that seems too risky. I could get hurt or killed in the process as well, and I’m not sure that’s the smartest plan. He’s got to stop eventually though, right? For gas, or food, or to use the bathroom? Maybe I can try to get away then.

As if God Himself heard my thoughts, I feel the truck slowing down as he pumps the brakes and pulls off the road into a gravel parking lot outside of a rustic little diner located in the middle of nowhere. The type of place where the food is probably delicious as long as you don’t ask any questions and no one tells you what you’re actually eating. My stomach growls just thinking about it, and now that we’ve stopped, I allow myself to acknowledge the growing discomfort in my bladder.

He puts the large vehicle into park, then drops his hands into his lap without turning it off or making a move to get out. He sits, staring out the windshield, and I try my best to sit quietly and be patient. But if we sit here any longer, I’m going to pee all over myself and stain his seat.

“Uhmm…” I start with uncertainty, and it’s like the sound of my voice pulls some kind of trigger because suddenly he’s moving, turning the keys and getting out of the truck. Dumbfounded, I sit and watch him round the front, before he yanks the passenger side door open. With him standing outside on the ground, and me still sitting up in the truck, his face is perfectly level with my thighs.

Our gazes collide for just a second as he reaches underneath my seat and pulls out a white, plastic square box with a faded red cross on the front. It’s obviously a first aid kit. I don’t know what’s happening or what I should do, so I just continue to sit frozen like fucking Bambi in a set of headlights. Setting the box on the floorboard by my feet, he uses both his thumbs to pop the lid off, so he can paw through the contents within.

The next thing I know, warm, strong fingers wrap around my left ankle, and an embarrassing squeak squeezes its way out of my throat at the unexpected contact. Suppressing another one of those annoyingly endearing cocky smiles, he pulls my foot toward him a little, and only then do I notice the small, stinging wound on the outside of my leg.

Flustered, I watch him lift a packaged antiseptic wipe up to his mouth, and his velvety brown eyes find mine again just as he rips the paper with his teeth. For a moment, it looks like he could be ripping open a condom, in a hurry to get it on with his eager lover, and my breath catches in my throat before I get a hold of myself.

His eager lover? Are you serious right now, Smokey?
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