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Returning from school, she would remove her black school shoes with her toes from the opposite foot without undoing the laces. She would hold one hand on the side of the door for balance and gasp as she hurriedly fought first with her shoes, then blazer, which finally gave in and was thrown on the floor in a fit of frustration. She would run into the kitchen, pour a generous dollop of full-cream milk into a bowl and fill it up vigorously with a tower of coco-pops and sugar. Spoon already in her mouth, she would gallop into her bedroom and encourage the door closed with the back sole of her white socked foot, cereal bowl still balanced skillfully in one hand as she slid into the chair in front of her laptop. Putting the Coco-pops bowl down next to the laptop, she fingered at the case, lifting the silver beacon of delight open to reveal the power button and stubbily fingered at it to see the companion she had waited so desperately to see illuminate in a glorious comeback of comfortingly blinding, white light.
She loved cats. There was no reason, no logic to it. It was simply a love that didn’t need justification. They were there with all of their magic, fuzzy hair and shiny eyes like those of slithering snakes, both mysterious and mesmerizing. Cats were simultaneously lovable and fluffy and could be soft and floppy with heavily weighted legs and rubber band backs, or they could be as tense and tight as strung out trampoline springs eagerly waiting to frolic forward and catapult into reality. She couldn’t explain the magnetism that the cat held. It was like a desire that needed to be fulfilled, but despite her greatest efforts spent in front of her laptop constantly stimulating herself by posting cat picture after cat picture onto her blog, there was no satisfaction and she still searched for that drive and fulfillment that she got out of her daily time spent reblogging cat picture after cat picture.
Some of the photos she posted on her Tumblr blog were humorous. There were cats wearing ridiculous hats. Some cats looked deeply unamused and this, in itself was incredibly amusing. Many of the cats were photographed in obscure positions—paws wildly outstretched and clawing manically at the camera. They leapt and jumped, frozen by the flash of a camera and posted in pixels on Tumblr. Some of the cats were just plain cute. They had little noses and tiger-like stripes and were tinier than your fist. She liked these images in particular, but the problem was, that in order to maintain variation in her blog, she had to find new and captivating cat images so that she could really make it cool and entertaining without excess repetition. It was quite important for her to feel as though people valued her blog and she enjoyed getting new followers and comments. It was like a tiny little light that made her feel just a little smug and brim with the knowledge that someone, somewhere liked the same thing that she liked. 
The animated gifs were something really amazing. They completely captivated her and she would gently watch the gif loop as she slurped the last of the remaining chocolatey milk from the cereal bowl. She could sit there for some time watching the cat statically jump like a giddy fool at the mouse which was actually a toy on a stick as she, herself tenderly pawed at her hair and smiled inwardly, glowing with pleasure. She would aim to post at least one new animated gif of a funny cat every night. This doesn’t sound like a huge challenge to you or me, and it wasn’t for her at the start, either.
Sometimes she became bored. Especially when she felt like she had seen practically all of the cool cat images. She didn’t have a cat herself because of her allergies and had always wanted to at least take photos of cats, even if it was from a distance and even if it did mean snottily sneezing all over her white blouse and pleated navy skirt. It would have been fine. She could even get changed out of her school clothes and then felt free to sneeze and bluster to her hearts content. She daydreamed about the cats and how she might photograph them. She would like to show the cats in a new way. It shouldn’t be something funny, because she was not a funny person and thought that—yes—even though the funny cat photos were really funny and she did often snigger under a clammy hand at these humorous cats, that the cats that she wanted to depict should be much more sophisticated and deserved the dedication of the revelation of their majestic beauty.
Sometimes she dreamt about things in addition to the cats, especially when she had difficulties finding fresh images to reblog or felt somehow empty about the bleached nature of her world. She had a passion and determination which no-one could surpass, and at many times felt content with her vanilla life, but there were times at school when the other girls sometimes glanced up from their books and caressed their virgin hair with slender fingers which weaved in and out of their shiny, soft waves of mouse-hued silk streams as they gripped the boy with the magnetism of their stare. She saw how the boy tried, with every ounce of manly effort to turn away and to somehow consume just what had happened, but unable to resist the pubescent pull of strawberry curls and gyrating hormones, he allowed just one moment of connection with those shining gems of delightful, come-hither eyes, after which he quickly turned back to his book startled in disbelief and shaken for the remainder of the class, unable to look even his rough, withered teacher in the eye.
Rather than envy, she felt a sense of curiosity towards what this girl could achieve with the simple power of her stare in combination with the caress of her hair. This girl was, in a way the symbol of what the cat was to her. She wondered what it might be like to be like the girl, or in the same sense, the cat—the bearer of such a tight grip of desire.
When she arrived home, she checked her blog to find that she had one new follower and that same follower had liked three of her posts and commented on one of the gifs. It was one of her very favorite gifs, despite it being amusing. One in which a cat had leapt up into the air to catch a cobweb, but in all his focus and might, had lost track of the position of the table underneath him and with his excess energy had managed to allow his hind legs to swing up in line with his head, making him a horizontal flying board which would proceed to rebound back down to earth with a look of panic. “LOL :D” was the comment on the gif and she sat there in complete bewilderment, unable to think of how one might respond to such a comment. She felt exactly the same way, although she had laughed inwardly rather than out loud, but wanted to tell the commenter that—yes—this was hilarious and it certainly should be celebrated. The comment didn’t open itself up for a response, but she felt that there must be a way in which she could somehow show her appreciation to the author. Paralysed by indecision of how to respond, she eventually climbed into bed still wide eyed and quietly pleased that her post had really made someone laugh. And laugh out loud!
That night she had dreamt of hands. They were moist boy hands and they began by starting down by her feet. The fingertips had been so soft and gentle that they felt like little tiny kittens tongues licking their way along her toes and up from her ankles. The fingertips had danced and teased ever so lightly up along the base of her furry-haired legs and had lingered enough to evoke a light, warm sensation, which she had never felt before creep from her calves up to the previously ignored space at the top of her thighs where her legs met her hips. The touch of the hands slowly turned from light and gentle to insistent and demanding and together with the sensation she felt in her pelvis, were heatedly moving up her thighs to where they paused and embraced each side of her underdeveloped hips. With the palms pressed firmly along each sharp jutted hip bone, the fingertips were again freed to smoothly circle slowly in tiny motions, moving upward and inward. The feeling was so strange. She had been drowned in a heavy blanket of anticipation, unable to move and she begged for the pace of the fingertips to increase. She wanted so much for the hands to grasp forward and with the weight of a boy behind them to draw closer to the heated region in each inner thigh, sliding to a point of weighted warm pressure along her pelvic bone. Instead, she felt the fingertips sway upwards past her navel and along each side of her torso where they circled lightly, with each oscillation drawing further along her body, reaching the sides of her prickly breasts. The fingertips danced and pawed to her tiny nipples and stayed and played along the edges where the light, milky skin met the pink part which had raised with curiosity and bravery. They made movements which she thought might be just like how a pixie would play a piano made of crystal, so light and gentle and carefully that it nearly made her want to scream and grab those threateningly soft hands down onto her breasts and clamber hastily on to the cause of the delicately suffocating movements.
The next morning she awoke feeling guilty. Unsure of why she felt guilty, she felt ashamed of the guilt and proceeded to dress for school with a caution that she had not felt before. She pulled for her shirt along each arm and made sure that each button was attended to, firmly fastened and closed. She had glanced down at her breasts which were barely developed mounds upon her rippled ribcage and felt an intense urge to touch them ever so gently like she had learned could be so captivating last night. The moment was gulped down with a sharp inhale and a stern look in the mirror, after which she hurriedly finished dressing and shook the dreams of the night before out of her head.
Running home from school felt exhilarating. She fled and was sure that she was smiling as she ran which made her gaspedly giggle to think of how foolish she must have looked. Her socks had traced down and she made no attempt to drag the cotton rims back up her thin legs to spare her modestly. She danced with the door and pirouetted inwards as she breathlessly lunged 

