
181

Andrea Aguilar @zero_lawliet



182

@zero_lawlietAndrea Aguilar



183

Andrea Aguilar @zero_lawliet



184

@zero_lawlietAndrea Aguilar



185

Andrea Aguilar @zero_lawliet



186

@zero_lawlietAndrea Aguilar



187

Andrea Aguilar @zero_lawliet

Commission for @knoghnogh_9604

DIARY OF A CAT PART 1

Every Sunday, after we finished the chores at the dorm 
and Miss Weaver had her weekly ranting session over my 
uselessness, Adora and I would sneak out and grab a ball 
from the training room. Then we’d rush across the school 
and through a secret shortcut to get to our park. I remem-
ber her telling me that we were agents in an undercover 
mission,  so we would get extra credit if nobody saw us. 
The thing is, we had a curfew and couldn’t leave the dorm 
grounds unsupervised, so now that I think about it she was 
more prone in breaking the rules than I was, the dork. 
That little park, half abandoned and all, with the rusty hoop 
and the uneven ground, was our only way out of Horde.
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Away from the insults, the pressure, the fear of becoming 
nothing more than a shadow. At the beginning I just went 
there to accompany Adora: she was a basket nerd from the 
beginning, so she wanted to train even during weekends. 
But then I got bored of watching and started to tease her 
so she would teach me. It wasn’t so much because I wanted 
to learn the game, I just wanted to have something in com-
mon with her. Sometimes she felt so far ahead of me that I 
was afraid I might lose her at some point, and the thought 
was unbearable. I remember one day in particular, she was 
trying to teach me how to dribble. She was going on and on 
about the techniques and positions and I wasn’t known for 
being the attentive student (still am not) so I just stole the 
ball from her and sprinted directly to the hoop at full speed 
while she screamed at me to dribble it properly. She just 
liked to have the last word.
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