does Cassie think is_ happening? How doesttt

Cassie live inside this bodY? hen Cassie is. _

sixteen, Sandra’s body will be Tdng/rsext Whatit's much later. There is no

kind of a second chance is thataléndar in Sandra’s room, but the light

outside has changed. The trees are pink with
Tt blossom, the grass brlg_ht green. Her body has

. changed, too; she is skinnier, more_muscular.

When she comes round it’'s in fNeecaigt@enfrass in her anywhere. Sandra

lunch. On her tray is a mess ofraipnbaliers what it feels like to be clean. She

spaghetti and potato shapes, adaihid's i®pnce, long ago. Every square

cold and unfinished. Cassie hastieen thieyvad)s is covered with paintings,

with her food. No wonder Sandresilesitayeréd over other pictures; some

weight. She stands up and walgbain 00. A shiny printout image of

back to her room. Her muscle Belf and Johnny, arms around one

unfamiliarly; Cassie has been famotimey’'s shoulders, grinning. She doesn’t

|c_)lay|nsqh lIke Sandra used to winemsh®esas being taken. She wasn't there.

little. She remembers running fobheevebeders what will be different next

joy of it, rolling down hot greéntiniés she wakes. How old will she be?

. . _ _On the bedside table there is one more

Her room is a tip, a child’s tu%gmms wetyhed down with the alarm cube.

toys everywhere, pictures tackeanotfi@miadist up. It's better than the last

A week’s’'worth, at |east. Dr. Kiomenugieoequres have proper faces, the bodies

making |to_rogress. Sandra startane fbiditetq)) rtioned. Cassie’s improving.

the paintings down. It's like beighéd _ up fast. Two figures, In _

of a' child she never sees. TwodreHsepjclmast the same height now, but still

are side by side at the end of thetmmdiadifferent. Cassie and Sandra. They

of a stick figure in a dress, onedia| hottbrentahds.
CASSIE, says one. SANDRA, s%ﬂjﬁapp ent carefully back under the cube
da ‘iscadbvowsn the bed. She brushes her hair

They are the wrong way roun |
them away. . and puts it up neatly. She puts on the white
She opens hérHmoBkeret Histonghtie that’s folded on top of the pillow and
and finds biro scribbles all ovetuCkSdssisdhiag as she might tuck'in the child
drawn stick pictures on the flypapereesadhad. She closeS her eyes and waits
one through the first chapter_ ¢oossagpout all
e words she doesn’t know. Sandra [ooks up
at her booksimelon Hielglsne.
Naked Liswgbmbe Story~of O
naturally — has been confiscated. = ,
We have to think of Cassie,” she imagines
Dr. Kim saying. _ _
She curls tﬁp on her side and slides her arm
0

under the pillow. S_omethlng% craewe&? ppearedin St and The New

pUIIS |t Out, |t IS a pICture Of IOW@JBSOI‘ 1 é:l dwww.carve'zine..con;. She has

poster-paint colours on flipchart pape.wiiyen ues where she received the

paint is already cracked and flak 'ﬂ&ﬁﬁ?ﬂfﬁﬁlﬁ&iﬁﬂYgehi'é‘ahZEdSZ;fEZZjZe
A DRAWIG OF} $A&},BFHAthe . (www.liarsleague.com).

top Then’ n Smal Carefu'; Ietteé85|wgc!rncgl<amgflosgoo7 Cover illustration by

have taken a Id)lk dlmécan t me to Iton ( .hugodalto)r/{.com).. LITROis publis)r,1ed
ou but you are there. | hope yety k@] @@FByted or free near o Lonion
hese are plnk I Ilke p|nk Loveagmmmns, and in bookshops, bars and

the UK and beyond. To get in touch

She teal‘S |t Up please email litro.fiction@gmail.com or visit www.litro.co.uk .
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Cassie’s been in_hiding for moreuissnlaockeekcross at Dr. Kim for though or her paranoia. She thiks sibakedbe head. “No, of cc
now, ever since Sandra was adrornfedhidron. Dr. Kim nods his head) e}¥1aa aways wanted kidgusthe héveught —

observation. They say observanonse shbandsome, maybe twenty ndas afraid Now she understands “You th
knows what they mean. She kntavk BheedoiBpanish? ltalian? She sHslesietraumatic event jin earlyehaldfoaog fo see Cassie.”
et out without Johnny’s say-sdhalekkvast ner just looks scared.  said Dr. Kim, “which made you aSE\IyJou draist thought —" He’s lyi
ut it got too bad. ou don t know what it Is and naghehi dinmg something, too. She
Her therapist, Michael, tries to. &vicen first got the diagnosis s — but that's what Gms&e tewards him on her Spike
her in “creative cognitive behavasurgich frass as she could — ou caettond chance She is you befof€tdmearebalas” she coos, “I'n
alntlng%and musicC, and easy litileerdose, of course, but she’ hio) an tell.” frustrated. It's been weeks.”
comprehensjon games. She’s rbas Zghere down the line |t m| 1#’Bavhat | would have beenShsa:ytsokes his face and he flii
%rm‘ra She tries tqQ think backftun she

knows what he’s doing, trying ta eritona assIE|sn t %ood for your li
out. She paints nothing bat ISttgeuameanibessstart. But then Sandras five or six, but it's tQo long a% Nothing

and matrices — boring stuff, grorememberied that Cassie didn’'t havea@niesd.ike when Cassie’s incd t—dtdeyets tell him?” she de
She paints a word-square madeakpltoaﬂdathat eventually Cassie wouwldist, no darkness, no uncerainint.Herelksim is fiddling with |

letters RDPS. Regressive Dissoeiiadot more just nothln% paperwelght and pacing t € rool
Personality Syndrome. She tearscnnﬂoddye Kim had said, “when“§thu§sm|l ecome what you waitlthigadewvn, arms folded, like a
sketches a rough diagram of a doavltethe lshe’ II come to stay.’ been aP/s Dr. Kim, like'it's theamosit there all day. What else |
W|th RDPS standin |n for the usifaidbasmis\wil,be the end of Sandrar;lbs:aielrfu thing in the world, likddie’s
She’s not fucking stupi8§andra. contgratulatlng er. He came to me,” says Dr. K|m

Dr K|m drops by to see how sH&s daiaig. Dr, Kim kindly, “that will just’b “with some concerns About —
He clocks the DNA diagram, antestogmnning.” Sandra makes sure she’s in crelagenise Werdther it’s right.”

“Very good, Sandra,” he says wearily. Dr. time Johnny visits. The frass medrigBhsheaedlyoes. “This isn’t
Kim is the consultant. He has ma&pGalgiBasn’'t come to visit. She waedp$so she’s on guard for Cassist T heokenditiEmake my husb:

before, in the first diagnostic sesspodolitay. have given Cassie little things —attuyd tmbave sex with me, Dr. F

knows'who’s who. Sandra smileé\@hbnerssiwidny?” she asks Michgahasshend trinkets. If Sandra thiee/sttreda mutront of her, ‘apolc

thought he must be Asian wheresberfg stendmck to the bedroom. “Ishé bleaner puts them back solebklh%dg

the name, but he’s not; he has seig drtd come and see me eve%/w gakhe back of the clothes cifuhokndw that legally, now, yc

brown eyes an unusual comb| laeHIeoks shlfty and she knowsCassie always finds them anywasrd. That, legally, we can’t say
he stands at the thieshaotd pfepares herself for Jonmmysu are Sandra rather than

doesn’t smile back. It's not Sansi

see. er coId ue bedroom and ref uses tm) sShe waxes and moistuBsesiase]l Patsie has a mental a
| want to see my husband,” she sapsh e underwear. She we@esfifvergears old — well, you <
Tt |sn 't he here? Has something happehadrte likes. Make-up and perfdieenrghe
m? misses him so much. When she @aadng, & a short, dan e
Sandra wakes up rollin down albll Haelisbiakes his head in relief. 9d® anfd cities. Clubs, alleyways, ‘BarsiaMaisei, | sIeep with m)é
over and over in a breathless, lvean ot. HE came yesterday. Y oamzbtjahembss The men are novalvimysajohaitywouldHlkel —
tumble. She puts out her arms gt hereelfHe smiles encouragln@lyehl ¢thay're the men from theatlu®¥e€. The
and the speeding earth flings trEkmva the ta?‘es If you like. wardens he doctors Dr. Kim, I\/I‘Eét&tetoth ape.”
hurting her. She starts to shriek,* e saés in dlsbe ief Sipanigmnhurse. They put their arHTmalmtt d‘lherfucklng yedrs olc

hits level ground, and sIowyshaaEto snslh hat was Cagsig! What &boubehind. She identifies themmégrstoel
lies on her back on the ra%ge gnsa e assie can 't give informed col
cI|n|c lawn, staring up_at the spiniumg Ialeweek is all we can allow,” S‘ there,” she says as he walkenot Sad'Sandra can’'t believ
y. She feels people s feet thuvh eE)(hmg;abr‘f(ﬂtherW|se it can interfere rethribd on the bed Smiling, weste(sfarrions, nervous, confusec
%lround as they run up to her. Dih It s uncomfortable, but sexy: hemeskiraiiallpicking at them, tick-ti
ichael. down_one thigh to'reveal the topiaf hmks down at the sound.
“Cassie,” they say, lookin concerned and Ttt stocking. The expression on JohtOgssiacmes that,” he says
shocked, “Cassie, are you ' She grins up shocked. He stands with his mOtShe) peais tears well behind het
at them and shakes her head Thlngs start t0 go missing. Things sltamktng scared S e sits up an% @ubiE-the room, slamming
“Sorry bgys,” she says, |ts ear h|Id s drawings scattered s fallin forward in hiek ?s
In the infifmary she hits ujo e heucsamples them up and binSvillextis the matter,” she says, “get @nso
who’s treatlnsgnher spralne WrI nkemfaher memor days gone, dRehehautside?” The paranoia a drate@m she rips off h
more frass e can feel she’s bleemv aniémey. She takes more fralsat #rasgss does to her. But on the blue bedc
few days at least — maybe evemsagaeéKoil rexall. It's not good for heedreams, down at her splayed breasts anc
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