Giant Emma

The sun was shinning high in the crystal blue sky.  I knew today was going to be one of those glorious summer days.  I sat down at my kitchen table and wrote a very long, tiring list of all the jobs I needed to do this weekend.  However, unable to resist the beautiful sunshine, I decided to, instead, head to the town centre and shop.  There is nothing better than to shop on a hot day, it makes the day so much more fun and enjoyable.


I headed to my large wardrobe and pulled out my summery white dress and put it on as well as my colourful strapped sandals.  I reached over into my bag, and scrambled my hand around reaching for my cool, new sunglasses.  I headed over to the bus stop and waited in the sunshine for the bus.  The bus soon arrived.


As I wondered around the crowded shops all I could think about was the money in my bank account decreasing.  I really need a job, otherwise one day I won’t have enough money for household bills or even food.

I decided to stop spending money and squeezed my way through the crowds to the town hall were there is always lots of jobs clipped onto the brown, wooden notice board advertising endless list of jobs.


As I began to scroll my eyes down the dusty board I was quite rudely interrupted be a tall man wearing a smart professional suit.  I turned my head towards him and as I was just about to open my mouth the man spoke in a friendly, professional voice,


‘Hello!  I am the Major.  I know about your powers as I’ve seen you a number of times on the CCTV camera’s all around this area. Before you panic I’m not here to take you to the police, your not in trouble.  Instead I want you to do me a little favour.  I would like you to eat all of the homeless people in the town as they don’t give our town a good name.  Once you’ve completed the job I would like you to come back and find me.  Is that all clear to you?’


Looking and feeling shocked, I headed away from the town hall to complete my mission.


I walked and walked down long, dark alleyways searching for the poor homeless people.  There were one or two people sitting on the floor begging for money.  
At first I was quite surprised at how few homeless people I could see but as I walked into the next alley the numbers increased. I continued walking, avoiding the piles of rubbish lying about.  

At night I can imagine lots of dirty, black rats raiding the rubbish in the alleys like no mans business.  Hmm, I think I better hurry up with my mission as I don’t want to be caught out at dark.  I hate rats.  They scare the living day lights out of me.  Just thinking about them makes my heart pound with fear.


Attempting to ignore the rat issue, I head my way over to my meal, homeless guy number 1.


The homeless guy was sprawled out on the floor, with a worn, damp sleeping bag covering his legs.  His hair was long and grey all tangled up into hundreds of knots, trapping dirt and insects.  For a moment I felt sorry for the man, however it didn’t last long as I heard my tummy growl for food, echoing through my body.

  Opening my mouth as quick as I could I gulped him down as quick as a flash of lightening.  My tummy expanded, wobbling underneath my clothes like jelly.

Feeling excited and ravishing for more food, I skipped along the alley with joy, keeping my eyes open for more tasty food.  Before long my mouth began to water as I saw a line of homeless guys laid beneath my feet.  It was like a never ending line of food.  It felt so great; it was too good to be true.
I opened my mouth as wide as I could and sprinted along as I swallowed everybody on my travels.  As I gulped the last one down my sore throat, I became to a grinding halt.  My stomach whined with pain.  I curled down into a ball, on the cold, damp, stony ground, praying the pain would go away.  Unfortunately it didn’t.  I had eaten too many people too fast.  My stomach had found it too hard to control the pressure.

Just as I thought the pain could not get any worse.  I rose to my feet, realising something strange and different had happened.  I had grown three times in height.  I was like a giant (or a very tall woman).  I couldn’t decide if I liked it or not as I was in a state of shock.  I could see above everybody, normally I have to look up because everybody is normally taller than me.
With my mind all confused and still partly in shock.  I squeezed my way through the crowds back to see the Mayor.  But, as I made my way, pushing past large groups of people, I began to feel annoyed.  Everybody kept pointing and laughing at me.  Others stood and stared, some even ran a mile; however I found it all very upsetting.

Without thinking twice, I opened my mouth as wide as I could and swallowed everybody I passed on the street.  As I did my belly grew taller and taller upwards, making my belly ripple like the waves at a seaside as I walked.

By the time I reached the Mayor, I was still quite peckish, but I had only just realised what had happened to me.  I was too busy eating everybody I hadn’t realised my height had increased.  I had become 6 metres tall.  I could see over buildings.  It felt as though I ruled the world, unfortunately it wasn’t long before I started to feel odd.  I didn’t like standing out from the crowd this much, even though it was my own fault because of eating the people too quickly.
I panicked, how was I going to get back to my normal height, will I ever be normal again?  I ran as fast as a hare to the Mayor and without giving him a chance to speak, scream or run away.  I grabbed him by his neck.
With me being so tall, it felt as though, I was holding a rag doll.  However, he wasn’t.  I could feel the tension build up in my long body.  Before he had another chance to breathe I opened my mouth, placed him on my bouncy soft tongue and chewed him with my teeth like I was eating a whole snail.  As I chewed him, I felt his bones crush against my shinny white teeth and felt the blood drip out of my mouth.  I then gulped him down in one mouthful.  What tasty, fresh, juicy meat he was.

Patting my belly, rubbing the dripping blood from around my mouth I headed home letting out a loud earth shattering burp.  Luckily with my long legs it did not take long to walk home.  It was good to be able to walk long strides.

On my way home, something felt very strange.  I noticed there was an absence of people.  I wondered where everybody had gone!  As I looked around, I heard an awful lot of chattering coming from the large football stadium.  I knew there were no matches playing tonight; therefore, suspiciously I headed towards the stadium.  The flood lights were turned off, surely if there was some kind of match the lights would need to be on.

As I arrived at the stadium after causing a few cars to crash accidentally with my large, giant feet.  I leant over the top of the stadium and looked down onto the grounds.  To my shock, the stadium was full with people, literately sat on top of each other, obviously they were all so afraid and petrified of me, and they were all hiding. 

Ha Ha!  I have found them.  When I was younger I used to always win playing hide and seek.

After staring with an evil face for a short few minutes, I decided to take action.  Feeling annoyed at how scary and different I now looked.  I had to let my anger win.  Using my bare hands, I ripped off the roof, spraying dust and dirt over everybody, not intentionally.  Then I brushed off the dust as a kind gesture, but that was nice as nice as I was going to get tonight.

Silence broke out through the stadium as nerves shivered down their spines, wondering what I was about to do next.

I opened my large mouth as wide as I could, allowing everyone to see directly down my throat.  I then grabbed everybody with my tongue and ate them like a pig eating from a trough.
‘Yum!  Yum!’  

I patted my belly letting out a rude burp. 

I had managed to eat hundreds and hundreds of people.  I just now wish my height would shrink, however for once my stomach actually looked tiny compared to the rest of my body.

That night I sat on the roof of my house waiting to see if my body would shrink.  I was too tall to fit into my house.  I hated my height.

Just as I thought nothing could get any better, my body started to shrink.  It was painful, as pains shot through every bone in my body.  I was so happy.  I didn’t care about my pain.  I was finally back to my normal height.  What a relief.
‘Oops!  Sorry I burped!’

I stood up slowly, attempting not to fall off the roof because if I stood up suddenly I might fall since now I am much smaller.  I looked down at my belly, keeping my balance.  It had appeared to somehow gain lots of loose skin, rippling downwards, soft like a sponge.  It looked disgusting, little children will be able to even bounce on it, like a bouncing castle.
After scraping both of my arms and damaging my lovely long, claw like nails along the side of the cold, brick wall, as I climbed off the roof I managed to get to the ground and walk into the house, burping loudly as I climbed into my lovely warm bed, praying tomorrow was going to be a better day.
