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Holo shivered as she looked out over the snowdrifts, the howling wind blowing yet another layer of snow 
onto them. 

“Myuri,” she said urgently, “You’ve got to morph; you’ll freeze out here without a warm, fur coat!” 

Why doesn’t she morph? she thought desperately. I can only do so much for her like this… Frustrated 
and feeling helpless, she instinctively reached into her bag and pulled out a cigarette. The wind made it 
nearly impossible to light, but by holding it close to her face, she was able to just get it lit. She took a deep 
inhale and regarded her daughter uncertainly. 

Myuri gritted her teeth to try to stop them from chattering and wrapped her arms tightly against her chest. 
At four years old, she didn’t how to morph when she wanted to; it had just kind of happened the one time. 

“Mama,” she whimpered, “It’s so cold!” 

“I know, Myuri,” Holo replied, wrapping an arm around her. Their nearly bare skin was pink with the 
winter’s chill. 

A thought suddenly occurred to her. 

“Come on!” she said, grabbing Myuri abruptly and quickly trudging through the snow. “The hot 
springs…they’ll keep us warm!” 

She spied the fence that surrounded their private bathing pool and made right for it. It barely budged as 
she tried to swing it open against the rising pile of snow against it, but she managed to get it open, shut it 
behind herself and Myuri, and then made for the pool of naturally heated spring water. 

They got to the pool, and Holo hesitated. As cold as it was, she was tempted to just get in with her clothes 
on, but she knew that getting out would be all the worse if she were to emerge wearing dripping-wet 
clothes. 

“Come on, Myuri,” she said reluctantly, “Let’s get these clothes off.” 

Gritting her teeth against the cold, she pulled off her shirt, bra, miniskirt, and panties, and then helped her 
daughter get out of her clothes, as well. 

“Come on, quickly, into the water,” she urged, and they both got in.  

“Oh, hmm…” she said, pursing her lips. The water wasn’t very warm—certainly warmer than the snow, 
but not warm by a long shot. 

“Mama, it’s cold!” Myuri protested. 

Holo sighed. “I–I know,” she murmured, taking another drag on her cigarette. 

Myuri cocked her head, her tiny fox-ears swiveling of their own accord as she saw the embers glow near 
her mother’s face. In her mind, her mom’s words from a happier time echoed in her ears. 

“Smoking calms me down and gives me a–a warm feeling inside,” she had explained. 

Myuri’s face brightened, and she reached instinctively for her mom’s cigarette. “I want it, Mommy!” she 
declared. 

Holo quickly leaned back, narrowly keeping the burning embers out of her daughter’s reach. 

“No, Myuri!” she scolded. “These aren’t for little girls!” 

“But you said they made you feel warm inside!” Myuri protested. “I want to feel warm inside! How come 
you get to feel warm inside and I don’t?” 

She crossed her arms over her chest, sulking in the barely lukewarm water. 

Holo started to retort, but suddenly she stopped. 

Makes you feel warm inside… 

She shook her head. No! I don’t care if it makes her feel warm; I’m not going to get her addicted to these 
cancer-sticks! 
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“Please, Mommy?” Myuri pleaded, giving her mom the biggest, most piteous eyes she could. “I’m a big 
girl, Mama. Please?” 

Whether through coincidence or design, she shivered at just that moment. She abandoned begging her 
mom and hunched over, clasping her arms around herself. 

Holo sighed and glanced at her cigarette, then at her daughter, then back again. 

“Oh…all right,” she said, relenting. 

“Yay!” Myuri squealed. 

“Come on up here, and be careful; it’s hot!” Holo warned. 

Myuri mostly ignored her, but Holo was able to keep the cigarette just out of harm’s way as her daughter 
clambered up onto her lap and sat with her back to her. Holo instinctively wrapped a protective, loving 
arm around her as she brought the cigarette close. 

“Now, just put the tip of it in your mouth, close your nose, and inhale through your mouth, okay?” Holo 
said. 

Myuri nodded slowly. The tip of the cigarette neared her face, and she reached out with her lips to meet it 
halfway. The paper was soft as her lips wrapped around it, and it had a faint taste of something 
herbaceous. 

“That’s right,” Holo said encouragingly. “Now, just breathe in. Slowly and easily, now.” 

Myuri hesitated and then took a tentative sip of air through the cigarette. The end glowed red before her 
eyes, and she would have stopped to clap and giggle were it not for the sudden taste she had in her 
mouth. The herbaceous taste got a lot stronger, and there was also something else, something smoky. 
Myuri frowned curiously and inhaled deeper, trying to place the strange flavors.  

But her lungs couldn’t hold any more, and she reluctantly had to stop before she could identify them. 
Disappointed, she instinctively exhaled and gasped to see tons of thick, white clouds come out of her 
mouth. She had made steam with her breath many times, but this was far thicker, almost so thick she 
could chew it! She giggled and quickly took another draw on the cigarette so she could do it again. 

“Slow down, Myuri,” her mother warned. “You don’t want all that nicotine hitting you at once.” 

Myuri cocked her head to look up at her mom. “What’s nick-uh-teen?” she asked. 

Holo snorted in spite of herself. “You’ll find out soon enough,” she said, more gently. 

Myuri shrugged and took another drag on the cigarette. The taste was less intense now, but it lingered 
between drags, like a weird, smoky aftertaste. She focused instead on the fun she was having making 
clouds of smoke, holding her breath to let them out in little puffs. But as she did, she noticed herself 
getting light-headed and instinctively blew out all the air in her lungs and took a deep breath. 

“Mama,” she said woozily, “I feel kinda dizzy.” 

Holo smiled in spite of herself. “That’s the nicotine,” she said. “Just wait; the light-headedness will pass. 
Have another smoke and see how you feel.” 

A little nervous but trusting her mom, Myuri did as she was told, took a drag, and let it out. Suddenly she 
no longer felt dizzy. Instead, she felt very relaxed, as if she was made of lead. She decided lazily that she 
was okay with that. 

Holo glanced down, feeling her daughter getting heavy in her lap. 

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Let the nicotine make you feel good.” 

“Mmm,” Myuri sighed. “I do feel good, Mama,” she said sleepily as a wave of warmth crept up her body, 
as if her mom was slowly pulling a big, soft quilt over her.  

She started abruptly, feeling something funny between her legs, and glanced down to see what it was. On 
seeing it, she shrugged lazily and took another hit from the cigarette.  
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“That feels good, Mommy,” she murmured. 

“I’m glad, Myuri,” her mom replied as she stroked her fingers over Myuri’s groin, grazing over her nearly 
infantile folds and slipping lightly between them underwater. 

Myuri shivered in pleasure and spread her legs instinctively. 

“Here, have another hit,” her mom said, offering her the cigarette. 

As Myuri’s lips once again found the cigarette and made the end glow red once more, Holo moved her 
fingers up to stroke her daughter’s clit. Myuri gasped, momentarily forgetting the cigarette and sucking the 
stimulant-laden smoke deep into her lungs. 

“Ooh,” she sighed, letting out another thick cloud of smoke and breath. 

By now, the nicotine-induced soothing warmth had completely wrapped her in a hazy hug. Yet despite 
how relaxed she felt, the feel of her mother’s fingers on her tiny button seemed all the more intense for it. 
Without understanding what happened, she shuddered from head to toe in a tiny orgasm. 

Myuri leaned back against her mom, feeling a profound sense of relaxed happiness. But as she glanced 
over to take another drag from the cigarette, she saw that her mom had put out the tiny stub that was left. 

“Can I have another one?” she asked hopefully, glancing up at her mom through her bangs. 

Holo pursed her lips and then smiled and shook her head. She couldn’t deny that adorable face. “Just 
one more,” she said, taking one out. What more harm could one more do than has already been done? 
she thought to herself. 

It lit easily, and as she brought it to her daughter’s lips, she looked around. The wind had stopped, and 
now a very light dust of snow fell, making the snowbanks sparkle like mountains of tiny diamonds in the 
moonlight. She smiled and looked down at her daughter, whose eyes rolled back in her head in ecstasy 
as she felt another surge of the addictive chemical flow through her body. 

Her smile faded. Deep down, she knew that she wasn’t doing her daughter any favors. The cigarette had 
helped her weather the storm, but at what cost? She shook her head sadly. A lifetime of addiction, of 
trying over and over to quit but being punished with headaches, irritability, and the shakes if she did. And 
if she didn’t? Holo swallowed. Then it was the coughing that only got worse with time, the shortness of 
breath leading to emphysema, pneumonia, and death. Holo snorted: that was if she didn’t die of lung 
cancer first. 

But as Holo felt Myuri’s tiny lungs inhale and press against her arm, still protectively wrapped around her 
daughter, she nodded to herself thoughtfully. All of that was many years from now. They had weathered 
the storm, and that was something, wasn’t it? She nodded to herself. Yes, for today, that was all that 
mattered. 

“Save some for me, Myuri,” she gently chided, bringing the cigarette to her own lips. “We both should feel 
warm and calm tonight.” 


