
        
            [image: Cover]
        

    
   Contents

   


   1

   2

   3

   A Note From The Author

   Also Available from R.B. Ashton

   Copyright














1



Zoe got the idea because they lived in Gulliver’s Court. She saw the name every day, written in big letters above the entrance to Building 2. Gulliver’s Court was a horseshoe of apartment buildings – two three-storey blocks on the side joined by the big ugly tower that rose sixteen storeys between them. They flanked a cracked concrete space of wheelie bins and basketball courts; that being about all the entertainment the area offered, and with electricity for the TV being unreliable, Zoe had grown up reading fairy tales. Her aptly-named home played well in her imagination, conjuring ideas of giants, especially with Building 2 standing so tall. She imagined climbing that tower to the sky and discovering other worlds; anything to get away from the drug dealers and bullies in the estate. Better yet, she imagined a giant climbing down and tearing the place apart. On her wildest days, she imagined being that giant. She was in one of those moods when she got her chance at making a wish.

At 21 years old, Zoe wasn’t happy, working a crap job in Spar, a few blocks away, for next to no pay. The girls from her estate came in to make fun – overweight Tracy with her pigtails, too-tight jeans and glittery top, with three gum-chewing mates, who thumbed through magazines and rearranged shelf displays until Zoe lost her cool and caused a scene. Tracy had picked on Zoe because Zoe was prettier than her; Tracy’s ex, Stu, had tried it on with Zoe, and it didn’t matter that Zoe had turned him down – gross – Tracy still blamed her for splitting them up.

Having been sent home earlier by her total nerd of a boss, Zoe then ran into the “Gull Boys”, a gang of weed pushers who hovered around the estate trying to look tough. They particularly liked creeping out girls by following them about and shouting vulgar shit. They’d got a rise out of Zoe that day – she lost her cool again when one of them pushed her and she tripped over her own feet. They all laughed, running away.

Then, icing on the cake, after she put a lasagna in the microwave and went to shower off and change, her slob of a step-dad Maclean ate her damn meal. She came out and found him scraping the plastic tray clean and went nuts. How dare the prick think she’d prepared it for him! But he pushed her down, too, and told her to mind her business. He said there wasn’t nothing else to eat, as though that made it alright – it meant there was nothing for her, sure enough.

She had stormed out, lifting a fiver from his wallet as she left, thinking to go grab herself some chips. She was halfway across the court between the buildings when she was still dressed in lounging wear – extra soft white cotton joggers with a thin, matching hoodie, flapping open over a boob tube that showed off her toned midriff. She also had her gold chain, loop earrings, a silver nose stud and stubby white and gold Adidas Superstar trainers – but no coat, and it was cold.

The Gull Boys whistled at her from the second-floor walkway of Building 1, three of them in tracksuits lounging over the banister. Zoe turned to go back in. She’d grab the coat and leave by another exit, and be gone for as long as possible.

But she looked into the night sky as she turned, just as a meteoric flash burnt down past behind Building 2 – a shooting star. The wish came out as easily as if she’d been preparing for the moment all her life. Maybe she was.

“I wish I was a giant,” she told the star. “I’d fuck this stupid estate right up.”

Then something incredible happened. 

It was like the sky heard her and took that promise to heart, and the universe responded by feeding its energy back into her. Power surged up through the ground and the world shook around Zoe. For a second she thought it was an earthquake, but she steadied herself and saw the buildings weren’t shaking, it was just her. She was moving – getting bigger. She held her arms out, marvelling at her own hands as she expanded, clothes and jewellery growing with her, and she looked down at the ground as it got further away. She swelled upward, into the sky, and heard the shouts of panicked young men as they saw what was happening. Dizzied by the sudden shift of perspective, Zoe took a step back, and felt the ground crack under her weight. Now the buildings shook, along with all the bins and parked cars.

She stopped growing, and Zoe took a look at herself – the same Zoe, clothes intact, well-proportioned, black hair tied back in a ponytail. But Gulliver’s Court had become tiny, like a model you’d in a museum. Shit – the city all around her was small. It had happened! She was a giant.

Zoe grinned as she looked at Building 2 – she was just under half the height of the tower. What’d that make her, maybe 75 feet tall? Dead ahead, through a window she saw a falling off her sofa in panic as they spotted her looking. Who cared the height exactly, she thought, starting to grin to herself. She was a fucking giant and those little bastards were hers.

She gave a belly laugh that shook the buildings and bounced her massive breasts, which made her laugh even more – the guys would stare twice as hard now, but each boob could squash them flat. She saw the three Gull Boys scrambling down the walkway, getting the sense together to run now her voice was shaking the city. Not today, pricks.

Zoe took two big strides towards them, her trainers crunching the basketball court and rattling the walkway enough to make the guys trip over. They shouted at each other desperately as she crouched towards them. Zoe called out, “Fe, fi, fo, fum! You’d better run because here I come!”

The guys gave her a quick glance before shouting and screaming again. One of them turned to run back the way he’d come, so Zoe swept down quickly and grabbed him first. She caught him with one hand around his waist and pulled him out into the open, easy as lifting a doll, as he beat at her fingers and kicked his legs about yelling for help. The others reached ground level and sprinted out into the open, trying to cut through the court to reach the street. Zoe snatched down with her other hand and caught one of them by the head, smothering his face in her fist as she lifted him up. The surprise of it tripped over the final guy, and as he tried to get back to his feet Zoe rose to over him, massively.

“Aww, don’t you enjoy looking at me anymore, perv?” she boomed, and he rolled onto his back to raise a trembling hand. Pathetic and whimpering as he was, it only made Zoe grin. You didn’t show mercy to bugs. Zoe lifted her foot high, giving him a good look at her sole, before she brought the shoe down hard. The guy screamed and dived to the side, too slow – she crunched the little idiot into the ground with a splat of blood, only his arms reaching clear of her shoe.

His friend in her right hand screamed curses at her, so Zoe shook him and laughed, “I own you now, you oughta show some respect!”

She let the other guy drop low, head still muffled by her hand, and lifted the swearing one to her face. He had pushed her over before – but was so feeble now, not even able to push her fingers open. He jerked his body and tiny limbs about like a trapped insect. It was the exact power Zoe had always imagined, reducing these aggressive lowlifes to something that didn’t stand a chance. And what did any self-respecting giant do with lesser species? She lifted the guy even higher, lips stretching to a smile. Made a meal out of them, that’s what.

“My step-dad stole my dinner,” she said, breath blowing over him, making him go still with fear. “Because I had to shower after you pushed me down.”

“Don’t hurt me,” he pleaded, finally recognising it was the only hope he had. “I’m sorry, okay, I’ll do anything you want! It was just a joke!”

“And you’re just a snack,” Zoe decided and thrust him into her mouth. He screamed and punched about at her tongue as she bit down on his chest. She used just enough pressure to give a little crack and make him lose steam, blood trickling over her lips, then she worked pushed him deeper in. As she got his arse through her mouth, he started kicking furiously, straining his vocals by shouting. The possibility struck her, that she could just about fit him down her throat if she positioned him right, opening it up like she was deep-throating the prick. She tilted her head back and gulped, pulling him deeper in. He was squeezed too tight to keep struggling, and slid down, feet jerking about until they were pulled into her throat too, then she swallowed him the rest of the way, a big, wriggling lump that plopped heavily into her stomach.

Zoe laughed again as she felt him inside her, splashing about, pushing against the sides of her stomach. Feeble and totally trapped. His struggles quickly died down as she felt her acids gurgling. She rubbed a hand over the bare flesh of her belly and said, “Better than a Big Mac.”

She lifted the other guy and grabbed him around the waist, finally releasing his face. He heaved in big breaths, partway suffocated by her palm smothering him. His relief amused her, while she waited for him to realise he was far from safe, but as she smiled and readied herself for another live snack, she caught a nasty smell, and noticed the damp on his trousers. Ugh, he’d wet himself!

The guy finally met her eyes with mounting terror and she shook her head.

“Get the hell away, pisser,” she said, and drew her arm back. She pitched him forward as hard forward as she could, and he squealed, flailing through the air. The tiny man flew far over the city, right out of sight. Zoe dusted off her hands with satisfaction – pretty impressive throw, if she did say so herself. Then she looked back to the estate buildings. Half the windows were packed with people watching, most half-hidden from view, cowering. Some were gathered in their doorways, a few down at the main entrance to Building 2. The estate had tons of residents, and she didn’t especially like any of them.

“Okay everyone,” she said. “Now the real fun starts.” As if on cue, she noticed a familiar shape stumbling out from the stairwell – Tracy, trying to make a getaway. Delicious.
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Tracy was reading her magazines when the room started shaking. The coffee table rattled and a lamp in the corner fell over, and the TV rattled like it might fall off the stand. Tracy shrieked, “Earthquake! It’s a bloody earthquake!”

The shaking stopped as quickly as it started. But then came another shake, almost as hard but briefer. It was followed by a thunderous sound; something booming from the sky that took on the distinct quality of . . . laughter?

Tracy ran to the window, hearing shouting outside, and there was another quake. Glass cracked nearby. Tracy froze as she saw what was causing it all. That bitch Zoe was out there – so absolutely huge her slightest movements were causing the whole damn estate to rattle.

“What the hell is going on!” Tracy’s dad demanded, storming in buckling his belt – must’ve been taking a dump.

“I don’t – I don’t know,” Tracy gaped, unable to believe her eyes. How could this be? Uppity Zoe, the too-pretty girl from the block who thought she was better than everyone because she read books, when all she’d aspired to was working down the Spar. She was almost half as tall as the sixteen-storey tower of Building 2, her white Adidas trainers bigger than cars – and she looked trashy as ever in her jogging pants and unzipped hoodie, tanned six-pack on show under a slip of a boob tube that barely held her colossal breasts. Trashier, even – now her bloody stomach was
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