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“Emily was trying very hard to fit
in with this group, and if smoking now and again was the price, she
would gladly pay it.”


Ain’t no regular habit?

Emily walked through the club like a woman
with purpose. It was Saturday night and she was going to make the
most of it. She had long curly brown hair that framed her youthful
face perfectly. Her green eyes scanned the room, lighting up from
the moving lights of the club.

She wore a tight black dress that showed off
her body, both what was in the dress and not, and her black high
heels clicked the floor as she walked, seeming to blend in with the
music around her. She soon found her friends, all hanging around a
small table and relaxing.

She had a round of shots with them and danced
a little but soon came the inevitable as one of her friends made a
smoking gesture and beckoned everyone else to follow her. Emily,
not wanting to separate again from her friends, decided to follow.
The idea that a club smoke might be a pretty good idea as well
flowed into her mind.

She had not been social smoking long but
lately she had been tempted a fair bit. All of her clubbing friends
smoked and it seemed a good idea to go along with it. Emily was
trying very hard to fit in with this group, and if smoking now and
again was the price, she would gladly pay it.

The group exited the club into a courtyard
beyond, still technically part of the club but outdoors, so smoking
was permitted. Dozens of people were already outside, all smoking
or making use of the small drink bar set up to capitalize on the
smoking groups.

Cassie, the blonde leader of the group lit up
first. She was dressed in a crimson red mini dress and matching
heels. She lit her smoke like it was a hard-won treasure, inhaling
deeply before letting the smoke spill out from her mouth and nose.
She looked on with a sense of relief and satisfaction that made the
others all the more eager to light their own smokes.

Lynda was next, the tall thin girl with black
spiky hair lit up a smoke as if she were a hungry bear on a salmon.
She was dressed in orange and seemed to be trying to match Cassie
but in a different shade. She exhaled deeply, her stream of smoke
shooting out far into the courtyard and adding to the unnatural
haze of smoke as it slowly rose toward the sky.

One by one the other girls lit up, each
enjoying the event of smoking and the sweet sensations that came
with it. Before long the group was huddled around, each with
cigarettes in hand and chatting together about one thing or
another.

Emily was last to this event as she ruffled
through her bag, she really only smoked at club nights and was not
so ready to take a cigarette. Cassie looked on with a sense of
amusement as Emily fumbled to remove a smoke and get her lighter to
work. The other girls looked on with faces that seemed like they
wanted to offer help with their own lighters but were too amused by
the chain of events to offer.

Eventually Emily succeeded in lighting up her
lighter and got her cigarette lit. She dragged on it, letting the
smoke deep into her lungs. Though this was something she did
infrequently, and something she did only to fit in, she admitted
she missed it.

As the smoke did its thing and soothed her
lungs and body she felt as though an old friend had returned and
the feeling of welcome flowed through her entire body. In this
moment at least she felt like she fitted in with the girls.

“You look like a person lost in the desert
finding a cool bottle of water.” Cassie said with a laugh. “You
really wanted that cigarette.”

“This is a treat to me.” Emily replied,
holding the cigarette in her hand and admiring it. “I have very
little time in my week to even eat or sleep, so having a minute is
like a super luxury.”

“You know you can smoke like literally any
time you want?” Lynda commented in her usual judgmental tone. “It's
not like it takes a super long time.”

“I know.” Emily commented as she finished
exhaling a long drag. “But I'm not really a smoker. I got a lot of
things going on in my life and no time to get into smoking.”

“You make it sound like kite sailing or model
trains.” Cassie said in an amused tone. “Just do it.”

“DOOOO IT.” Lynda giggled as she imitated
Shia Labeouf and the infamous video that seemed to be
everywhere.

Emily laughed. “Sorry...I'm not really a
smoker. I'm just doing this because I enjoy everyone's
company.”

“Fair enough.” Cassie said with a wicked
grin. “Though you would be surprised.”

Emily looked back confused. “Surprised about
what?”

“Surprised how quickly someone can go from a
casual or social smoker to a regular.” Cassie explained. “You don't
choose the smoker life...the smoker life chooses you.”

Emily laughed, but deep inside she knew that
there was truth in those words. Though she had intended to smoke as
little as she could get away with, she admitted that she liked
smoking a lot more than she cared to admit. As she drew more smoke,
a heavier drag than she was used to, she admitted something about
it seemed to gel with her entire being.

She felt as if she was doing something that
was akin to second nature and it was almost part of her. Lately her
drags had been getting deeper and she was starting to take the
smoke down rather than letting it linger in her mouth and blow
straight out.

The group stayed out in the courtyard for
close to an hour, seemingly each time the last cigarette went out,
another one lit up and this caused a chain reaction. Everyone
admitted that the atmosphere in the club was not as good as usual
and the real party was outside in the courtyard.

As things began to grow more interesting,
Emily began to drink outside and when Cassie lit a smoke so did
she. She was not used to smoking so much at once but the alcohol
mixed with the fun of the group setting shut down all of her
hesitance. It was Saturday, her fun day, she could do whatever she
wanted.

Sunday was pretty much a rest day. Emily was
not sure if a truck had run over her feet but it sure felt that
way. She laid in bed for most of it, nursing her hangover with epic
amounts of coffee, junk food and Netflix. She had this lingering
sense that a smoke might be good for her but fought back the urges
with her other Sunday vices.

By Monday morning she was back on track. Her
feet were in no condition to be back in heels but she had a bit
more energy to tough it out. She was in the office and it was the
kind of Monday that gave Mondays their bad name. She was in and out
of her bosses’ offices all day, collecting papers and writing
reports. She usually got lost in her work and let herself worry
about the stress later. However, there was something nagging at
her, an unfulfilled urge that stuck to her like superglue. At
first, she could not put a point on it but it grew until it could
no longer be hidden or ignored.

As she worked, and tried to keep her mind on
things the craving grew and grew. It was the urge to smoke and it
worked with her subconscious to make some very big promises. The
Monday was not going well and if she just had one smoke, she would
be able to face it better.

There was a frustration, a weight on her
shoulders...it could be gone...and in minutes. At first Emily just
shrugged off the feelings...telling herself again and again that
she was not a smoker and she would have one soon enough on the
weekend.

Though as much as she tried to ignore the
craving it grew and grew in her head. What had started out as a
random idea of what she might want, quickly grew to something she
might NEED. By the time lunch hit she could think of little else
but a cigarette. She knew that her weekend pack was nearly empty
and at home so her mind laid out a perfect map of where to get hold
of some smokes and where to best smoke them.

Before she knew it, Emily was out on her
lunch, whisking herself down the street to a convenience store to
buy smokes. She tried to come up with reasons not to, she tried to
bolster up some willpower. However, with all that happened, the
feel of smokey bliss from the other day called to her like a siren
that could not be ignored.
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