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It had been four months since Carl had destroyed Ash Meadow Valley and parted ways with his master, Ashlyn Ryden. 

During that time, the town had slowly rebuilt, thanks to Mr Richard and his fellow soldiers helping out with the repairs. The weather also changed from hot and sunny to cold and miserable. 

Some citizens had left Ash Meadow Valley, fearing Carl would return to rampage again. Not only that, the presence of a thought-to-be-fictional being had been broadcast on the news stations all over the world. 

Ashlyn, now seventeen years old, still lived in the house next to her friend, Alan Richard.  

She was sitting on her bed in her room, dressed in her winter clothes, with her head lowered while tears crawled down her face. 

Ashlyn’s heart felt like it had broken into a million tiny pieces ever since Carl had left her four months ago, all because he had made a mistake. He had destroyed the town when anger controlled his mind and blamed it on himself, even though she believed it was the mayor’s fault. The mayor had said the words “mutant weapon”, which had caused Carl to unleash his inner demon.  

“Carl...” she spoke softly through her tears. “Please come back.”

Knock! Knock!

Ashlyn looked at the door as her aunt entered her room.

“Hey,” Claire said gently.

Ashlyn looked away.

Claire sat on the edge of Ashlyn’s bed. “How are you feeling?” she asked.

“How do you think I feel?” 

“Look, I know that you’re sad about Carl leaving you, but you need to find peace and move on.”

“Move on?” she said, looking at her aunt. “You don’t understand, Auntie Claire. Carl is the only thing left of Mum. Now that he’s gone, there is nothing for me to remember her.”

“I’m sorry. I worded that wrong. What I meant to say is, you’ve been in your room for months and your uncle and I are worried about you.”

Ever since Carl’s departure, Ashlyn had stopped talking to her family, and even to Alan. She stayed in her room from sunrise to nightfall and only came out to eat meals.

“Look, come and have lunch with us,” said Claire. “Maybe that will clear your mind.”

Ashlyn let out a sad sigh. She got to her feet and followed her aunt out of her room and sat down at the table while her aunt prepared lunch. She turned her attention to her uncle, who was sitting on the sofa, watching the news about Carl. 

“Giant asshole,” said Mitchell. “He could have killed himself instead of destroying the town.”

“Uncle!” Ashlyn raised her voice.

“Oh, sorry, sweetie,” he said, facing the young girl. “I didn’t know you were there.”

Ashlyn shook her head and then wiped her tears.

“Can you turn off the TV, honey?” Claire said, cutting the bread.

Mitchell turned off the TV and then sat down at the table.

After a few minutes, Claire brought over the plates of sandwiches and joined her family in eating.

Ashlyn tried to eat, but she could not stop thinking about Carl. She dropped her sandwich and sobbed into her hands.

Mitchell stopped midway through his sandwich and placed it on the plate. He rubbed Ashlyn’s back with his hand. 

“It’s alright, sweetie, Bigfoot is finally gone,” he said.

“Honey!” said Claire.

“Sorry.”

“Why?” Ashlyn cried through her tears. “Why did he have to leave me?”

Mitchell continued, uselessly, to rub Ashlyn’s back in an effort to soothe her. 

Ashlyn ran back to her room and slammed the door behind her.  

“Okay...” said Mitchell, “I have never seen her that upset before.”

“Well, she nearly lost Carl once,” Claire pointed out. “Perhaps that experience made her more attached to him.”

“I think it's Stockholm syndrome.”

“Honey!”

“I’m just saying she could have it. You never know.”

“At least she doesn’t commit crimes with Carl.”

Mitchell lowered his head in defeat. 

Ashlyn, meanwhile, lay on her bed, crying. “Why did you leave me, Carl?” 

Ashlyn’s mission was to show everyone that Carl was still just a man, though with a unique ability to grow. Now that he had left her side, she could not prove anything. Not only that, but she also had no one to protect her from the head school bullies Susan and William. 

Susan claimed she was the queen bee of the school and that she was the most attractive girl. William, a new student, was the son of the mayor. He’d joined Susan’s side, which meant that he also tormented Ashlyn. 

How can I move on without Carl? He’s like the other half of my mother’s soul. 

Ashlyn wiped at her tears, but they continued to flow. She tried to close her eyes and picture herself with Carl but all she could picture was him leaving her alone to cry. 

She opened her eyes again and looked at the ceiling.

“Please, Mum, if you can hear me, find Carl and bring him back to me. I miss him,” she said. 

Please come back, Carl.
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The next morning, Ashlyn, wearing her warm clothes, sat sadly at the table, eating a bowl of cereal. Her aunt had forced her to leave her room to socialise with her family, even though she wanted to be left alone.  

“Should we do something to help her?” Mitchell whispered to Claire.

“Anything we try will probably not work,” Claire whispered back. “The only thing she wants is Carl.”

“There has to be something to distract her from Bigfoot.”

Claire shrugged her shoulders.

Mitchell glanced at Ashlyn. They both went back to their own breakfast. 

After finishing, Ashlyn washed her bowl. She was about to walk back to her room when her aunt stopped her.

“Why don’t you go and visit Alan?” Claire suggested. “I bet he misses you.”

“No,” Ashlyn replied.

“Come on! Talking to Alan might cheer you up.”

“No. I just want to be left alone.”

Ashlyn went to leave only for her aunt to grab her arm and pull her back. 

“Look, we understand that Carl left because of what he did to the town, but you need to talk to someone,” said Claire. “Talking to someone like Alan will help you heal your heart. Trust me, I went through the same thing when my parents passed away and talking to your uncle helped me through the pain.”

“I don’t know if it will work,” Ashlyn replied.

“How do you know if you don’t try?”

Ashlyn looked away.

“Try and spend a few hours with Alan. Your uncle and I will be out during that time to get the groceries.”

“I’ll try,” she sighed.

Ashlyn left the house and went to knock on Alan’s door.

Mrs Richard greeted the young woman before letting her inside.

“Thank goodness you’re alright,” said Mrs Richard as Ashlyn followed her into the kitchen. “I’ve been worried sick ever since the giant man destroyed the town.”

“How so?” Ashlyn questioned.

“Well, I was worried that you and your family were going to be eaten by the giant. I mean, we all know that giants are monstrous creatures that only care about themselves.”

Ashlyn wanted to cry when she heard what came out of Mrs Richard’s mouth. She managed to hold back her tears.

“Is something wrong?”

“N-no,” Ashlyn lied. “Uhh... where’s Alan?”

“He’s in his room.”

“Thanks.”

Ashlyn went upstairs to Alan’s room, to find him at his desk watching videos on his computer.  

“Hey, Alan,” she said softly as she sat on the edge of Alan’s bed.

“Oh, hey,” said Alan. He closed his computer and then turned to his friend. “How’s things?”

Ashlyn said nothing as she looked at Alan.

“I’m guessing by that sad look that things aren’t fine.”

Ashlyn didn’t respond. Instead, she looked at the ground.

Alan rose from his chair and sat down beside his friend. “I bet it feels weird without Carl at your side,” he said.

“You don’t understand, Alan,” Ashlyn spoke, looking at him. “Carl wasn’t just some man created to be my bodyguard. He was like a precious item of my mother’s.”

“Like an heirloom?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that heirloom decided to destroy the town four months ago.”

“Alan!”

“What? It’s true.”

“It wasn’t Carl’s fault. He was hypnotised or something like that, which caused him to change his personality, all because the stupid mayor called him a mutant weapon.”

“I thought the word ‘weapon’ caused Carl to go crazy?”

“I thought so too.”

“You should have told me the day after Carl left you instead of you cutting off communication with me.”

“My heart broke that day!” Ashlyn tearfully raised her voice.

Alan went silent. 

“How would you feel if someone close to you died? Would you want to talk to someone the day after?”

Alan didn’t respond.

“Didn’t think so.”

The pair went quiet. However, it didn’t take long for Alan to speak again. “May I ask you something?” 

“Like what?”

“Do you really trust Carl, even after what he did?”

“Yes.”

Alan looked at Ashlyn like she was crazy.

“You may think that I’m crazy, but I know Carl would never want to hurt any of us,” said Ashlyn. “Although, I want to know why those two specific words caused him to go crazy.” 

“Well, too bad you will never get an answer, as you’ll probably never hear from Carl again.”

Ashlyn wiped her tears. “I hope he comes back; I miss him.”

After a few hours, Ashlyn and Alan went downstairs to the kitchen. Mrs Richard was pulling out a hot, steamy apple pie from the oven. She placed it on a towel on the kitchen bench. 

“Hello again,” said Ashlyn.

“Hello again,” said Mrs Richard as she took off the oven gloves and hung them up on the hooks. “How are you feeling?”

“A little bit better.”

“That’s good to hear. I was worried when you looked a bit down.”

“She was probably worried about the giant man kidnapping her again,” said Alan, avoiding using Carl’s name. 

“Alan!” Ashlyn raised her voice.

Alan instantly closed his mouth. 

“Hmm... I’m quite surprised that wasn’t the giant’s motive before he destroyed the town,” said Mrs Richard. 

“Maybe he had other plans?” Ashlyn guessed.

“Like what? Planning on eating you? No way!”

“Actually, I’m surprised that the giant didn’t eat anyone when he destroyed the town,” Alan pointed out.

“True,” Mrs Richard replied. “But he still injured innocent people.”

Carl doesn’t eat people and it wasn’t his fault he hurt people, Ashlyn thought. “Well, I’m going home now, I’ll see you tomorrow at school.”

“Okay,” Alan replied. 

Ashlyn went home. She entered the house through the open garage while Mitchell was busy putting the empty shopping bags away in the back of his car.

“Hey, Ashlyn,” said Claire as she finished putting the groceries away.

“Hey, Auntie,” Ashlyn said softly.

“Feeling any better?”

“No.”

“Well, you managed to stay at Alan’s house for a few hours.”

“That’s because you forced me to.” 

“Still, I bet you talked to Alan instead of hiding in a room and crying for hours.”

“Whatever! I don’t want to talk to you anymore,” Ashlyn grumbled as she headed back to her room.

Claire walked up to Ashlyn and wrapped her arms around her. “Look, I know that you don’t want to talk to or see anyone and that you only want Carl, but the truth is; he’s still with you, even if you two are separated.”

“Huh?”

“Think about it. Your mother isn’t here but she’s still in your heart.”

“I already know that.”

“That goes the same for Carl. He might have left you, but a part of him is in your heart and you should be proud of that.”

Ashlyn went silent. She cried as she wrapped her arms around her aunt.

Claire smiled as she gently patted Ashlyn’s back with her hand. 

“Hey, I found another–” said Mitchell. He stopped when he saw Ashlyn and Claire hugging each other. 

Mitchell quietly placed a shopping bag onto the bench and then went upstairs. 

After a few moments, Claire released Ashlyn. “Feel better?” she asked.

“Sort of,” Ashlyn replied, wiping her tears.

“If you ever feel like you want to be alone again, just remember that Carl is still with you, okay?”

“Yes, Auntie Claire.”

Claire turned her attention to the bag that Mitchell had left. “Oh, looks like your uncle found another bag of groceries in the car,” she said.

“Have fun with that. I’m going to write for a while,” said Ashlyn. 

Back in her room, Ashlyn sat at her desk and played music on her computer while she focused on writing her story.

Ashlyn stopped typing when she noticed that her computer screen had ticked over to six o’clock. She took a hot shower before putting on her warm pyjamas and then left her room to join her family for dinner. 

“Feeling any better?” Claire asked.

“A little bit,” Ashlyn replied. 

“Does that mean you’ll forget about Bigfoot?” said Mitchell. 

“Honey!” Claire raised her voice.

“I-I meant to say, hope you’ll enjoy school tomorrow with Alan.” 

“I just hope that Susan and William don’t show their faces tomorrow,” said Ashlyn, “I just want one day to focus on school without those two tormenting me.”

“Hey, remember what we said,” said Mitchell, “if you have a problem, you know you can talk to us.”

“I know, I know.”

The family went back to eating.

After their meal, Ashlyn went back to her room and looked out the window at the stars as they danced in the night sky until she eventually grew tired and went to bed.

Please come back to me, Carl, Ashlyn thought before closing her eyes and drifting off to sleep.
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Ashlyn didn’t want to return to school the next day. She didn't want to face the students. Especially not Susan and William. 

She just wanted to stay home and wish for Carl’s return. But she couldn’t. Her aunt forced her to go to school.

Ashlyn was surprised that the school had reopened after Carl had helped her get revenge on Susan and William before destroying the town four months ago.

Please don’t be at school, please don’t be at school, Ashlyn prayed as she made her way to her locker.

Along the way, the students around her backed away from her in fear. At first, she was confused, but then she remembered Susan calling her a witch. Perhaps Susan and William telling the students that she could summon Carl to protect her made them realise they must not hurt her. 

Thank goodness I don’t have to deal with the students. I only have to deal with the two bullies.  

Ashlyn opened her locker and put her school bag away. She then checked her timetable. 

“Oh, good,” she said, “I have a few study sessions.” 

“Hey, Ashlyn,” said Alan, nearly causing Ashlyn to jump out of her skin. 

“Alan!” she said as her heart sprinted. 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“Ugh! Thank goodness you weren’t Susan or William.”

“You don’t have to worry about them. They’re not here today.”

“And how do you know?” she asked, closing her locker. 

“A little bird told me.”

Ashlyn shook her head.

“Speaking of little birds, I just read an email from the principal and apparently, we’re having a meeting at the recital hall after morning tea.”

“About what?” Ashlyn asked.

Alan shrugged his shoulders. 

“I just hope it’s not about Carl.”

“Well...”

“Don’t you dare say anything horrible about Carl!”

“No, I was going to say, the meeting could be about Carl or something else. Who knows?”

I just hope it’s not about Carl.

That’s when the chapel bell rang for class. 

Ashlyn and Alan made their way to the library and sat in their usual spots behind the bookshelves. 

Alan put on his headphones and listened to his music while studying. 

Ashlyn tried to focus on studying, but she kept thinking about Carl and what the coming meeting could be about.

She nervously fiddled with her fingers, hoping to calm down her nerves. However, it didn’t work.

Alan looked at his friend when he noticed her playing with her fingers. “Are you alright?” he asked, taking off his headphones. 

“No,” Ashlyn replied. 

“Look, I know that you’re worried about the meeting and about Carl, but everything will be alright.”

“How can everything be alright?” 

“Well... uhh, I bet Carl is coming back to apologise for leaving you that day.”

“And what about the meeting? What if it’s about Carl?”

“I’ll tell my dad that the principal talked about Carl and hopefully he’ll have a talk with him.”

Ashlyn didn’t believe her friend and let out a sad sigh.

Alan gently took his friend’s hands. “Everything will be alright, okay?” he said. “Trust me.”

“I hope so,” Ashlyn replied as she freed her hands from Alan’s and then put on her headphones and listened to music. 

Alan joined her. 

The pair studied until the bell eventually rang for morning tea. By then, their brains were fried.

They put their computer bags away, grabbed their morning tea and sat down at the table in the canteen.

While they ate, Alan heard the students from the nearby tables whispering about Ashlyn being a witch and that they shouldn’t look at her, speak to her, or have anything to do with her, in case the big guy returned to destroy the school. 

“Why are the students calling you a witch?” Alan wanted to know.

“Well, the day Carl taught William and Susan a lesson, Susan called me a witch because she thought I could summon a giant man to protect me,” Ashlyn responded.

“And the students?”

“They probably heard it from Susan. And I’m glad they did. I don’t have to worry about them bullying me.”

“But, being called a witch is hurtful, isn’t it?”

“It was the first time, but if I am called anything, I rather be called a sorceress.”

“Isn’t that the same term as a witch?”

“Whatever.”

The friends went back to eating until they heard the bell ringing for the next period. 

The pair put their lunchboxes in their locker and then walked together to the recital hall. They sat in the front row while the other students and teachers filled in the other seats.  

After a few minutes, Mr Dylan walked onto the stage. “Good morning, everyone,” he said. “Today, we’re going to discuss a few things.”

Please don’t let it be about Carl.

“Firstly, I’m so happy that none of you were hurt or injured in the devastating attack a few months ago,” Mr Dylan continued. “Now, I know that some of you are mourning, and I understand. I lost my wife due to a heart attack during the attack.”

She could have been still alive if the mayor hadn’t called Carl a mutant weapon. 

“I don’t know why the giant man attacked the town or what his motive was, but the General has told me that the man has left Ash Meadow Valley for good.” 

I hope not. He’s Mum’s last memory. 

“So, that’s why I’m here to tell you all that I’ve booked a camping trip that will help us heal from the attack and to replace the one that was interrupted by the giant.”

Instead of a wave of cheers, the students nervously looked at each other while whispering. 

“Don’t worry. I have made sure that this trip is isolated and far away from civilisation,” Mr Dylan assured the students.

Ashlyn pulled the sleeve of her blazer up and looked at her scar. Wherever we’re going, I just hope that Carl finds me again. 

Mr Dylan continued speaking about the trip and Carl until the bell rang for lunch.

Ashlyn couldn’t stop thinking about the trip and of course, Carl. Even after the day was over, her mind couldn’t stop pondering. 

“Ashlyn?” said Claire while driving.

Ashlyn paid no attention to her aunt’s words.

“Hello! Earth to Ashlyn!” said Claire, clicking her fingers in front of the young girl’s face.

“Huh?” Ashlyn spoke, snapping out of her dreamland. 

“I was worried for a moment that I had lost you in your thoughts.”

“No. I was just thinking about the meeting I had today.”

“Oh, what was it about?”

“Apparently, we’re going to Winter Forest Camp next week as a way to ‘heal’ from the recent attack.”

“Oh, cool! I loved that place when I went on a school camp.”

Ashlyn rolled her eyes.

“I’ve got to tell you right now, it’s going to be extremely cold at night,” Claire continued.

Great! I’m sure my frog skin will like that.

“Man, I wish that I could come along. I loved admiring the trees.”

“I don’t really care, Auntie,” she said then turned to the window.

Claire glanced at Ashlyn for a second. “Are you alright, sweetie?” she asked.

“No!” Ashlyn protested. “I don’t want to go on this stupid trip.”

“And why not?”

“Because, if I do, no doubt Susan will tell me to go kill myself or say other horrible things to me!”

Ashlyn wiped the tears that escaped her eyes. 

Poor thing. I wish that I could help her. 

At the house, Ashlyn dumped her bags on the bench and went straight to her room, paying no attention to her uncle, who was walking downstairs.

She dropped onto her bed and cried into her pillow.

Ashlyn remembered when she was at Camp Ash. She had tried to enjoy her last camp, but Susan had to ruin it when she told Ashlyn to go sacrifice herself to Carl. Not only that, but to kill herself. 

She’d fought back and ended up in trouble from the teachers while Susan got away scot-free. 

Ashlyn knew that if she went on the trip next week, she’d endure more pain from Susan and William.  

“Ashlyn,” said a gentle voice. 

Ashlyn looked up from her pillow at her uncle, who was sitting on the edge of her bed.

“Are you alright?” Mitchell asked.

“Go away, Uncle!” Ashlyn cried and then dropped back into her pillow.

“I heard from your aunt about the conversation you had in the car.”

“Leave me alone,” she said, looking away.

Mitchell put out a hesitant hand, but drew it back before touching her. He got to his feet and left, leaving Ashlyn to cry alone.

After a while, Ashlyn took a warm shower and then got into her pyjamas. She then went into the kitchen for her computer bag while her aunt and uncle were busy preparing dinner and went back to her room to charge her computer.

After that, she sat down at the table and listened to her aunt and uncle as they continued to cook dinner.

After a while, Claire noticed Ashlyn quietly sitting at the table. “Oh, you finally decided to visit us,” she said as she set the table.

“If you don’t want to see me, I can always go back to my room,” Ashlyn pointed out.

“No. We want to talk to you while you’re in the mood,” she said, sitting down beside Ashlyn.

Ashlyn rolled her eyes.

Mitchell brought over the dinner and then sat down on the other side of the table.

“What do you need to talk to me about?” Ashlyn asked while her family ate.

“It’s about the trip next week,” Claire answered.

“I don’t want to go, Auntie Claire.”

“And why not?” Mitchell asked.

“I just don’t want to.”

Mitchell turned to his wife. “Is there a reason?” he said. 

“Did I not tell you about Susan?” Claire responded.

Mitchell tried to recall the conversation he had earlier with her. “I probably wasn’t listening,” he said.

Claire shook her head.

“Can I please stay home next week so that I don’t have to endure Susan?” Ashlyn pleaded.

“Look, I know you have suffered a lot, but this final trip can help you heal,” Claire replied.

“Are you kidding me, Auntie?!” she raised her voice. “Do you want me to suffer again?”

“No. I’m saying that this trip can help you heal your heart. Plus, Alan will be there to protect you in case Susan tries to hurt you again.”

“For how long?” 

Claire went silent. 

“Didn’t think so.”

“Look, if Susan gets out of hand again, you can always tell us, okay?” said Mitchell.

“And what is that going to do, Uncle? The teachers will just slap her on the wrist and hope that she doesn’t hurt me again. She gets worse every time I try to defend myself.”

Mitchell also fell silent. 

“If I come home next week with a black eye, I’m blaming it on you two.”

The family went back to their meal.

After finishing, Ashlyn left the table without washing her bowl and went to her room. She typed away on her story on her computer for a few hours until she eventually grew tired. 

As she lay on her bed, she whispered: Please come back, Carl.

After that, she closed her eyes and went to sleep. 
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Why am I here? I don’t want to be here.

Ashlyn walked through the corridor of the school. Along the way, she was suddenly shoved to the side of a locker. 

She groaned in pain and turned to face two familiar students who were laughing at her. 

“Are you kidding me?!” said Ashlyn. “Can’t you two leave me alone?”

“Why would we do that? After all, you’re just a useless girl,” said William. 

“Are you two stupid? Did you not learn your lesson yet from the big guy?”

“Of course not, duh!” said Susan. “If we did, we would be in his stomach by now.”

That made Ashlyn furious.

“Do I have to remind you dodos that I’m the giant’s master?” she said with a cold tone.

Susan and William laughed loudly.

“We don’t believe that at all,” said William.

“I mean really,” Susan replied. “Why would you, an ugly donkey, be the giant’s master?”

“Should I summon him and find out?” said Ashlyn, leaning closer to the pair’s faces. 

Susan and William nervously took a step back from Ashlyn.

“If you don’t want to go down that road again, leave me alone,” Ashlyn warned the pair. 

Susan and William sprinted in the opposite direction. 

Jerks!

“Ashlyn!” called a voice.

Ashlyn turned to find Alan running up to her. 

“Are you alright?” Alan asked.

“No,” Ashlyn replied. “I was shoved against a locker and was met by the two morons.”

“You’re kidding? They’re back to their old habits again.”

“I wish that Carl was here right now,” she said as she went to her locker with Alan walking beside her. “He would be pissed if he saw them hurting me.”

“Pissed? He would probably kill them.”

“Alan.”

“Sorry. I can’t stop seeing Carl as your majestic bodyguard anymore.” 

Ashlyn went silent as she approached her locker and put her school bag away.

“Look, it’s not Carl’s fault,” she said. “He suffered years of abuse at my mother’s hands. Perhaps the abuse and being called a mutant weapon caused him to change his personality and destroy the town.”

“I don’t know about that,” he said as Ashlyn closed her door. 

“Well, that’s the only reason I can come up with,” Ashlyn responded.

That’s when the bell rang for the first lesson.

“I’ll see you later,” said Ashlyn and then went to her English Literature class.

Ashlyn got to the classroom and sat at the back before Susan, her friends and the rest of the class took their seats. 

A few minutes later, Mrs Luna arrived.

“Good morning, everyone,” she said, putting her computer bag on the table. “Before we begin, I just want to say that I’m glad that everyone is alive and unharmed.”

Ashlyn looked at the picture of a fluffy, white arctic fox sleeping in the calm snow on her computer lock screen while listening to Mrs Luna talk about Carl and him destroying the town. 

After a while, Mrs Luna let the students stand up and speak if they wished to about the recent attack.

One student, in particular, stood up. That student was Susan.

Oh, no! What is that moron going to lie about now?

“If there is anything on your mind, Susan, you are free to tell the class,” said Mrs Luna.

Susan nodded and then stood at the front of the class while Mrs Luna sat at her table. “I just want to say, as a survivor, I’m just so happy to see everyone is alive and unharmed.”

“No, you’re not,” Ashlyn spoke.

“Ashlyn, please, don’t interrupt Susan,” said Mrs Luna.

Ashlyn rolled her eyes with annoyance. 

“I thought that day when the giant attacked the school, that me and another student were going to be eaten,” Susan continued. “But luckily, he didn’t eat us. I bet that if the giant found me and the other survivors, he would spare us because he knows that I’m the survivor from the first attack.”

“Liar!” Ashlyn roared, rising from her chair.

“Sit down, Ashlyn,” said Mrs Luna.

Ashlyn ignored Mrs Luna’s command. Instead, she walked up to Susan.  

“You are nothing but a liar!” said Ashlyn.

“Excuse me?” Susan replied. 

“You’re not the survivor from the first attack, I am! I was the one who was kidnapped by the giant. And you know what? I was the one who stopped him from destroying more of the town.”

“Go back to your seat, Ashlyn,” said Mrs Luna.

Ashlyn paid no attention to her teacher.

“I... I think you’re going crazy,” said Susan, acting innocent in front of Mrs Luna and the class.

Ashlyn got into Susan’s face. “Why don’t I summon the big guy? Perhaps the truth will come to the light then,” she said.

“That is enough, Ashlyn!” said Mrs Luna. “Go back to your seat! After morning tea, I want to see you in my office.”

“Bastard,” Ashlyn mumbled as she went back to her table.

Ashlyn was forced to listen to the rest of Susan’s speech even though she kept on spilling lies about Carl. 

After that, Susan returned to her seat. 

Ashlyn paid no attention to Mrs Luna as she started the lesson. Her mind was filled with rage. She wanted to expose all of Susan’s lies and to get her revenge again, but she couldn't. 

After a while, the bell rang for morning tea. Ashlyn was glad that the lesson was over.

“That jerk!” Ashlyn complained as she put her computer bag away and then grabbed her food. “I wish that I could punch her teeth or give her a black eye.”

Ashlyn kept complaining as she sat beside Alan in the canteen.

“Should I ask what happened?” Alan asked.

“What do you think happened?” Ashlyn replied.

“Susan.”

“Yes. That jerk lied to everyone about Carl by saying that he would
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