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A Giant Problem


By Charles Payseur


Ben inhaled deeply, drawing the smells of his castle over his palate, allowing him to—


He gagged.


“Fee-fi-fo-fuck!” he bellowed. “I smell the blood of…”


His gaze darted about the room. The knickknacks on the mantle were moved or knocked over; one tiny wooden penguin lay, splintered on the stone floor far below. There was a telltale indent on the softest pillow on the couch. There were small bites taken out of the bread sitting out on the great counter and—he nearly gagged again—nibbles taken out of the butter.


“A human! Ugh!”


How the hell did they even get in? His castle, built in the clouds far above the human realms, was supposed to be impossible for humans to reach. That fact, above all others, had sold him when the estate agent had shown it to him. The castle inside the active volcano had been tempting as well, for the same reason, but Ben didn’t much care to live inside a sauna all day, every day.


But there was no mistaking the signs or the smell. Humans. Great. Ben went to the wash basin to wash his hands and stopped just shy of putting his hands in the cool water. What if…


Images of a human using the basin as a bath assaulted his mind. Filth and disease sloughing off a tiny, naked body that made a mockery of the beautiful and burly appeal of a giant. He slouched, hands hovering, unable to dispel the fear and disgust building in him.


He threw out the wash water, the bread, the butter, and anything else the human might have contaminated that he couldn’t have cleaned. He was just bringing more water to give the castle a thorough washing when he saw movement out of the corner of his eye. Low to the ground. Fast. He dropped the bucket he was carrying and ran outside, slamming the door behind him. Not only had a fucking human been in his house, it was still there. And nope. Nope nope nope nope. He walked to the edge of his cloud, held a hand to either side of his mouth, and called for an exterminator.


* * * *


He was still waiting outside when a rainbow streaked through the clear blue sky, connecting his home to the wider world. Magical creatures got around in various ways. If you had wings, you just flew. For the rest, though, either you had some sort of Pegasus you got around on, or you counted on the network of rainbow bridges that could be called to connect any two places. It was how Ben went off to the larger settlements when he needed supplies, and now it was how the exterminator had opted to arrive.


Ben’s breath hitched.


Some people claimed that all giants look alike, though few ever saw two in one place. Giants were, as a rule, solitary creatures, their homes castles in remote mountains or deep in the earth. Ben could go years without seeing another giant, and when he did, often it was one of his parents, who never shut up about his duty to propagate the species. They carried on despite the fact that neither of his parents could stand each other and didn’t much care for him and his lifestyle choices.


It was slander anyway, of course, brought about by those who couldn’t get over that giants were, well, giant. Big. And yes, they tended toward the hirsute. Most sported beards. But Ben was hardly the biggest of giants. Yes, the earth trembled under his boots, but his beard was short-cropped, his hair similarly neat, and he tried his best to walk softly when he could. Not like the giant walking toward him over the glossy rainbowed surface of the bridge!


He moved with the deliberate power of a glacier, one hand thumbed into a work belt, the other swinging lazily at his side. He wore jeans and a muted flannel shirt he’d rolled up over forearms that looked almost too thick to be contained, and bushy with dark hair. More hair poked out from between the top two open buttons of his shirt, leading up to a full beard. This beard showcased a devilish grin under eyes sparkling behind thick-framed glasses. A trapper hat with its flaps up revealed what might have been a receding hairline, and he seemed to radiate a sense of stability and strength, like a sexy mountain that had just grown legs and sauntered over.
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