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I started with one cigarette a day, then two, and before I knew it, it became a regular part of my routine. The nicotine became a strange comfort.

	 


Confessions of a Smoker

	Meet the girls…

	A



	ll five women— Anna, Audrey, Jacqueline, Marilyn, and Kate— arrived at a hotel room where they often met thrice a week to smoke to their cigarette satisfaction.

	Marilyn, 32, the oldest, arrived first. The blonde walked straight to the receptionist, wearing a pair of blue, loose pants and a loose white shirt. She got the room key and went in, lying on the bed while waiting for the rest. It didn't take long before the others came in.

	“Hey girl!” Audrey, 29, with short blue hair, came in with a cheerful smile as she walked in. She was the most beautiful one out of the group. Her ocean blue eyes perfectly fitted her other beautiful facial features. She was the shortest among them.

	The other three, Anna, Jacqueline, and Kate, all 31, came in together. Anna didn't like hair, so she never left any on her head, but she looked gorgeous without hair. Jacqueline, always dressed in skimpy outfits, had her red hair in loose curls with bright red lipstick on. Kate, the gentlest of all, had short brown hair with the tips curled. 

	They all settled in after exchanging pleasantries. 

	“You don't know how long I've waited for today,” Marilyn muttered as she stared hungrily at the roll-ups Kate was busy rolling. 

	“Me too,” Audrey concurred.

	Once Kate was done, she passed the freshly rolled, golden tobacco cigarettes to her friends and helped them light them up before lighting hers.

	“Cheers to a beautiful evening,” she said, taking a maiden drag of her ciggy. 

	With smiles dancing on their faces, the ladies stretched their arms out, cigarettes pinched between fingers and gently rubbed them against each other's, mocking a champagne toast, chorusing, “Cheers!”

	They all took their first drags and puffed it out with a smile. 

	“Ugh, this new tobacco tastes so good!” Anna remarked with a pleasurable groan. 

	As they smoked, they were quiet. 

	“How did we even get here?” Jacqueline suddenly asked with a soft chuckle. 

	“Me? I wanted to go on a diet and smoking was the easiest way,” Audrey confessed with a chuckle.

	“What!? Are you serious?” Marilyn asked, truly surprised. 

	Audrey nodded. “Yeah. We've never talked about how we got in, have we?”

	The ladies shook their heads, almost in surprise.

	 “Should we, then? I'll go first,” Audrey proposed, and the ladies nodded in approval.

	Audrey took a deep breath, her eyes momentarily drifting towards the window as if searching for the right words. The room was filled with a soft haze of sensual cigarette smoke, and her friends watched her with a mixture of curiosity and empathy. She cleared her throat and began her story, her voice steady but tinged with emotion.

	 “So,” Audrey started, her gaze falling on the faces of her friends, “before I met all of you, I was dealing with a lot of excess fat. I was really unhappy with myself. I tried everything— diets, gym routines, you name it. I even signed up for a personal trainer.”

	She chuckled softly, a hint of sadness in her eyes. “I remember waking up at 5 AM to hit the gym before work. I’d slog through endless cardio sessions and lift weights until my muscles ached. And yet, every week, I’d step on the scale, and the number would barely budge.”

	The other women nodded, their expressions sympathetic as they listened. Audrey continued, her tone growing more reflective.

	 “It was incredibly frustrating. I’d follow every rule, cut calories, and track every bite I took. But no matter what I did, the results were always disappointing. I was eating salads, drinking gallons of water, and still, nothing seemed to change. My clothes felt tighter, and I felt like I was stuck in this endless cycle of trying hard but getting nowhere.”

	She paused, taking another drag from her cigarette to steady herself. “One day, after yet another failed attempt to lose weight, I was so overwhelmed that I went to a café and bought a pack of cigarettes. I was desperate for something to help me cope with my frustration. I figured, why not? I’d heard people say smoking was bad for my health, but at that point, I didn’t care. I just needed an outlet.”

	Audrey’s fingers toyed with the end of her cigarette, her gaze distant as she remembered those days. “I started with one cigarette a day, then two, and before I knew it, it became a regular part of my routine. The nicotine became a strange comfort. At first, it was just a way to deal with stress, but then something surprising happened. I began to notice that my appetite was decreasing. I wasn’t feeling as hungry, and I wasn’t craving snacks all the time.”

	Her voice took on a tone of reluctant admission. “It wasn’t a conscious decision at first, but smoking began to take the place of eating. It became my way of coping, and slowly, I saw some changes. My body was starting to look different, and the weight was coming off. It wasn’t fast, but it was noticeable.”

	Audrey glanced around the room, meeting her friends’ eyes. “The weight loss was a double-edged sword. On one hand, I was finally seeing results. But on the other hand, I was becoming more and more reliant on smoking. It was like a cycle that I couldn’t break. Every time I felt a craving, I’d light up another cigarette. It became a habit— a comfort zone that I clung to.”

	She shook her head slightly, a wry smile on her lips. “Before I knew it, I was smoking regularly, and it became a part of my identity. I was addicted, but it was so entwined with my daily life that I couldn’t imagine stopping. It was the one thing that seemed to make sense in the chaos of my weight loss journey.”

	Anna, listening intently, leaned forward. “That sounds really tough. I can’t imagine how hard it must have been.”

	 “It was,” Audrey agreed, her voice softening. “I felt like I was constantly at war with myself. I wanted to be healthier, but smoking was a crutch I couldn’t let go of. And in a twisted way, it worked. I lost the weight I wanted to lose, but I gained an addiction in return.”

	Jacqueline reached out and patted Audrey’s hand gently. “I’m really sorry you had to go through that. It’s amazing that you found a way to cope, but I can understand how it became such a struggle.”

	Audrey smiled, a mixture of gratitude and sadness in her eyes. “Thanks. It was a complicated path, but I’m glad to have found this group and a healthier way to deal with things. I think these evenings with you all have helped me find some balance again. I mean, I can still smoke as much as I want, but it doesn't affect my daily life.”

	Marilyn nodded, her expression thoughtful. “Forming this group was the best idea. I can't imagine what would have happened to us if we weren't here.”

	 “Same here,” Kate replied with a sad chuckle.

	The room was filled with silence as each lady delved into deep thinking.

	Marilyn’s voice broke the silence, carrying a weight that seemed to fill the room. Her eyes were downcast, but there was a trace of a sad smile on her lips. “You know,” she began, “before creating this group, I was so close to taking my life.”

	The other women turned to her, their expressions reflecting surprise and concern. They had always seen Marilyn as the cheerful and energetic one, and this revelation was a stark contrast to her usual demeanour. Jacqueline reached out, placing a comforting hand on Marilyn’s arm.

	 “You all know I used to manage my dad's company after he died, right?” Marilyn continued, her voice trembling slightly.

	The group nodded, acknowledging that they were aware of this part of her life. It was one of the few personal details they had shared with each other. The atmosphere in the room shifted, growing more sombre as Marilyn prepared to delve into a deeper part of her past.

	 “Well,” Marilyn said, taking a deep inhale that filled her lungs, followed by a long exhale that reached across the table. “I worked at a different place before my dad passed away. I had little idea about business back then. I was just a regular employee, not even close to a managerial role. When my dad died, my elder brother and sister were away on their own commitments. They asked me to take care of the company in their absence.”

	Her voice cracked slightly as she recalled the weight of those words. “I had no idea what I was doing. I was thrown into the deep end with a company that had been running for years, and I was expected to keep it afloat. I remember sitting at my dad’s old desk, staring at piles of paperwork, feeling completely lost.”

	Marilyn’s eyes were misty as she continued, her gaze distant. “The company was struggling. Sales were down, expenses were up, and I had no clue how to turn things around. My siblings eventually returned, and they found the company in disarray. Their disappointment was palpable. They were frustrated with me, and the pressure was immense.”

	She paused, taking another deep drag from her cigarette, her hands trembling slightly. “The pressure from them, the weight of my father’s legacy, and the fear of failure— it all became too much. I started smoking every day. At first, it was just a way to cope with the stress. I thought it would help me relax and handle the situation better.”

	Marilyn’s voice grew softer, tinged with regret. “But it didn’t help. It only made things worse. I was using smoking as an escape, but it was just adding another layer of stress. I felt like I was trapped in a cycle of failing at work and failing at taking care of myself. It was like I was sinking deeper into a pit, and I couldn’t see a way out.”

	She looked around at her friends, her eyes reflecting a mixture of vulnerability and hope. “There were days when I felt so overwhelmed that I seriously considered ending it all. It felt like there was no escape from the pressure and the pain. But
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