Giantess Dragoness
Dominated by His Giant Fantasy

“Please…”

He begged her, the giantess towering, though the small husky’s eyes shone with delight, pressed up to the underside of her sole. He couldn’t see her but neither did Jesse want to, panting heavily, his tongue tickling her sole. Jesse didn’t even know if she could feel him, nothing more than an ant, smaller than even a single one of her scales, brushing her foot, rolling it back and forth, back and forth over him.

“Such a small, weak soul…”

Her voice rumbled through the air, deep and cutting, somehow managing, even then, to get Jesse’s cock even harder than it had been before. He didn’t know how that was possible but his pink prick with an unformed knot at the base was as hard and as ready as it ever was when he was under her, the dragoness yawning widely. He didn’t know that as he could see her, of course, but felt the shift and vibration of it course down her body, even through to the sole of her foot.

It was right where he wanted to be, the green of her scales lending an otherworldly quality to the darkness, secluded away soft and warm. The ground pressed up to his back, trapping him there, but all he could do was lick and nuzzle over every part of her foot that he could. His fur was black and white in traditional husky markings but there was no way to even know that there was a husky down there, under her foot, while she leaned back where she was resting. A hillock? It had to be something like that or even an actual hill, her legs bent and feet pressed down into the grass as she let the summer day pass in a soft, warm glow. What more, after all, did a giantess dragoness like her need to concern herself with in the slightest?
The husky was so small, so tiny, helpless there, cock drooling constantly. He’d never leaked so much pre-cum before, the fur of his bare crotch slick with it, clinging to the area around his sheath. There was simply nowhere else for it to go, moans slipping from his lips like pre-cum from his cock, the tip tapered and leaving smears of his mess over her scales. It was so small, however, that the little husky doubted that she would ever notice it. To her, he was utterly insignificant.

“Hm…”

She groaned lightly, wriggling her toes, her heels pressing down a little more into the ground, lending him to believe that he had to be up somewhere under the ball of her foot. A flash of short, blunt claws caged his prison, toes curling so that they dug into the ground as if to make a faux kind of cell for him. It was not one that the husky had any desire at all to leave, even if that may have, ultimately, been something of a better option for him. Lust, alas, led one astray into dangerous and exciting forays, though they were just what made his life what it was, kept him going day after day. Life would have been boring, after all, if Jesse never went out there and tried something new. Even with a partner that didn’t even know he was there, the mere existence of him something she could pass over in but a single breath.
Would she crush him? He shivered. Jesse could not have said whether that was something that he wanted or not, so great was his lust. He wanted to be “gone” in that way, gone and lost, the infinite pressure of her body dominating him the very last thing that he knew of the world. And yet that too was a fantasy too far, clinging to her, whimpering and moaning, wanting to stay right there where he was in the moment forevermore. Her foot rolled over him, kneading and pressing, and he whined, his paws braced up against her, though she easily had him bending his elbows. There was an easy power in the giantess as she manipulated him lightly, the mere flexing of her foot enough to have him panting, wondering if he had pushed things too far.

“Hmmm… I think I have a little stowaway under her…”

And then there was daylight, stark and beautiful in the summer glow, her foot lifting from him even as a giant hand reached lower and lower. A smirk lay on the dragoness’ lips, the enormity of her difficult for his mind, even then, to come to terms with. He was smaller than the first joint of her forefinger, pinching him lightly between that finger and her thumb, lifting him up and up and up. Weightlessness overcame him as he whined and whimpered, cock still out. Could she see that? The beautiful giantess with a smile on her lips that promised so much trouble for him?

Oh, Jesse did so hope he was in trouble!

“Little one, I don’t think you should be squashing yourself under my foot now, do you?”

Her voice lilted over him like swiftly flowing water in a mountain creek and yet, due to the tenor of her voice, held the memory of a thundering, dominating ocean in it too. The anthro dragoness boasted a pair of wings sprouting from between her shoulders, from the shoulder blades, but those were hardly the focus of the moment as he dangled closer and closer to her breasts, his eyes wind and tongue lolling out.

“Come on, little one,” she giggled, though her laughter was more of a rumble than anything else. “Let’s get you comfy…”

End preview.
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If you liked this story, you may also enjoy...

Size Difference in Love: Short Erotica Collection

Sometimes fun is best had when the partners at play don't quite match up in size. It's not about being exactly the same, after all, but exploring what other bodies can do for a person. Though, in the case of these short tales, the gentlemen in question as so very small in comparison to their lovingly dominant female counterparts.

Towering gryphons, dragonesses, giantesses and even an alien all come together in this collection of mini-stories where size difference is explored in loving erotica.


This collection of 1000-word short erotic stories contains the following:

1. Gryphon Giant
2. Kneeling before a Giant Gryphoness
3. Mini Man and the Giantess
4. Submitting to the Giantess
5. The Alien Who Towered
6. Other stories by this author

Please note that this collection contains five stories that are 1000 words each, mini stories.
Fortress of the Dragon Queen: Unlocking Her Treasure with a Stud Drake
Yadiel, a dragon, is sent to kill or capture the faux dragon queen, a lady who goes by the name of Noemi but does not truly bear the power of any true queen. No, the power she has stolen is a farce and a fake, something that she has claimed by will of her magic, the power of which flows through her veins, a calling that she has to heed.

And yet there is more to their relationship than meets the eye, old memories surfacing against their wills as they cannot help but come together in carnal lust, bodies rocking and a much smaller form taking something that was never designed for a body of her size...

But will their relationship survive the trial of time and battle where there should very well have only been one winner? Love may be a stronger force than anyone expected.
Romancing a Dragoness: His Sweetheart and Their First Time
I never expected to fall in love with a dragoness but, well, fate chooses our paths for us sometimes. We can diverge from what is given to us, but why would I ever want to when my darling is so glorious?

There's nothing and nobody that could ever match up to her, her laughter, her smile, the way her wings spread as she soars through the skies. Although we both live in London, transport is much less of an issue and, instead of hustling and bustling with public transport, we more often than not take to the skies, giving me a glimpse of the city from another angle. And it was her, Tammy, who showed me that.

Yet such times lead to greater passions, taking it slowly only going so far as breaths catch and our eyes lock, knowing that something more is building between us. It was not a heat to be held back but ours to take, tenderly, together, lusting and loving in the glow of warming romance.

This is the story of the first time that we made love.
