
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Giantess Domination Stories Vol.1

Victoria Hale 


Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction intended for adult readers only. All characters are fictional adults, and any resemblance to real persons is coincidental. The scenarios depicted are consensual fantasy and are not intended to represent real world relationships, expectations, or behavior.

Copyright 2026 All rights reserved

Story 1. Chapter 1.

Alex Thompson sat at the kitchen table with his laptop open, the screen casting a cool blue light across his forearms. The evening had settled into the kind of quiet routine he both relied on and quietly guarded. Outside the window above the sink, the last of the daylight had faded into streetlamp glow. Inside, the house smelled faintly of the chicken Mia had roasted earlier and the lavender candle she always lit when she graded papers.

He typed a final line of comment into the pull request he was reviewing, paused, then hit submit. The small green checkmark appeared almost immediately. Another ticket closed. Another day accounted for. He exhaled through his nose, closed the laptop lid with both hands, and let his shoulders drop half an inch.

Mia stood at the counter wiping down the cutting board. She wore the soft gray cardigan she favored in winter, sleeves pushed to her elbows. Her hair was pulled back in a loose knot, a few strands escaping at the nape of her neck. She moved with the same calm economy she brought to everything, measuring ingredients, folding laundry, listening when he talked about work without ever making him feel like he had to justify the hours.

“You finished?” she asked without turning.

“Just now.” He rubbed the pad of his thumb along the edge of the laptop. “Server migration went smoother than expected. No one’s weekend got ruined.”

She smiled over her shoulder, small and real. “Good. You sounded like you were bracing for war this morning.”

“I always brace for war,” he said, and meant it to sound light. It came out flatter than he intended.

Mia set the board in the drying rack and dried her hands on a dish towel. She crossed to the table and rested her fingertips on the back of the chair opposite him. “You okay?”

He met her eyes. Warm brown, steady, searching without pushing. He felt the familiar reflex rise, answer quickly, keep the surface even.

“Yeah,” he said. “Just tired. Long week.”

She nodded once, accepting the answer the way she always did when he gave her the short version. She did not probe. She never did unless he opened the door first. That was one of the things he both loved and feared about her: she could wait.

He stood, carried the laptop to the sideboard, and plugged it in to charge. Routine. Containment. Every action measured to fit the shape of the evening. He caught himself checking the clock on the wall, 8:47, then checking it again ten seconds later as though time might have slipped. Another small habit he had never mentioned to her. Another layer of the armor he wore so smoothly she probably did not see it anymore.

Mia moved to the living room doorway and leaned one shoulder against the frame. “I sorted the mail while you were upstairs. There’s a package from your mom. Looks like another one of her thrift store finds.”

Alex followed her into the living room. The package sat on the coffee table, brown paper, neatly taped, the return address written in his mother’s careful cursive. He recognized the weight of it even before he picked it up, something solid, not too heavy, the kind of object his mother would describe as interesting rather than useful.

He slit the tape with his house key and peeled the paper back. Inside was a shallow wooden box, dark with age, the lid carved with faint interlocking vines. He lifted it out and set the wrapping aside.

Mia stepped closer. “What is it?”

“Looks like... I don’t know. A jewelry box. Maybe a keepsake box.” He opened the lid. The interior was lined with faded green velvet. Nestled in the center sat a small bronze figurine, no more than four inches tall, shaped like a seated woman, arms crossed, head tilted slightly as though listening. The craftsmanship was fine but worn. The patina had softened the details over decades, maybe longer.

He turned it in his fingers. The metal felt cool and surprisingly heavy for its size. A faint inscription circled the base, too small and too abraded to read without better light.

“Pretty,” Mia said. She reached out and brushed one fingertip along the figurine’s shoulder. “Your mom say where she got it?”

“She never does. Just found it in a shop in Portsmouth or thought you’d like the detail.” He set the figurine back in the velvet and closed the lid. The box gave a soft wooden clack. “She probably paid five dollars and felt like she robbed the place.”

Mia laughed quietly. “She has a gift.”

Alex carried the box to the mantel and set it beside the framed photo of the two of them on their honeymoon, both of them sunburned, laughing, wind in their hair. The new object looked older than everything else on the shelf, older than the house itself. He adjusted its position once, then again, until it sat square.

He felt a quick, irrational tug in his chest, something between curiosity and unease. He could not name it. He did not try. Instead he stepped back and slid his hands into his pockets.

Mia watched him from the couch. She had picked up the paperback she had been reading earlier and opened it across her lap, but her eyes stayed on him a moment longer than usual.

“You like it?” she asked.

He shrugged. “It’s interesting. Different.”

She tilted her head. “You’re doing that thing with your mouth.”

“What thing?”

“The one where you press your lips together like you’re deciding whether to say the rest of the sentence.”

He exhaled a short laugh, more breath than sound. “I’m not.”

“You are.” She closed the book, set it on the cushion beside her, and patted the space next to her. “Come sit.”

He did. The couch dipped under his weight. She shifted so her knee rested lightly against his thigh. Familiar pressure. Safe pressure. He let his head tip back against the cushion and closed his eyes for two seconds longer than a blink.

Mia reached over and rested her hand on his forearm. Her fingers were still warm from the dishwater. “You’ve been quiet all evening.”

“I’m always quiet.”

“Not like this.”

He opened his eyes and looked at her. She was not asking for an explanation. She was simply stating a fact and waiting to see if he wanted to meet it.

“I don’t know. Sometimes I feel like I am holding everything in place by force. Like if I let go of one thing, the rest might slide.”

Mia did not answer right away. She simply kept her hand on his arm, thumb moving once in a slow arc.

“That sounds exhausting,” she said finally.

“It is.”

She nodded. No judgment. No rush to fix it. Just acknowledgment.

He looked across the room at the mantel. The bronze figurine caught the lamplight and held it in the curve of its shoulder. For a second he imagined it larger, impossibly large, and the thought sent a thin wire of adrenaline through his stomach. He pushed it away immediately.

Mia followed his gaze. “You’re staring at it.”

“Am I?”

“You are.” She smiled, soft. “It’s okay to like something just because it’s strange.”

“I don’t dislike it,” he said. “I just don’t know what to do with it yet.”

She leaned her head against his shoulder. “You don’t have to do anything with it. It can just be here.”

He turned his head so his cheek rested against her hair. Lavender and the faint trace of her shampoo. He closed his eyes again.

They sat like that for several minutes, long enough for the house to make its small settling sounds, for the refrigerator to cycle on, for the street outside to go quiet. He felt her breathing slow, felt the weight of her trust in the relaxed line of her body against his.

And beneath all of it, in the place he kept tightly locked, something small and restless stirred. Not fear, not yet. Just the knowledge that there was a part of him he had never let her see. A part that wanted to be smaller than he was. To be held. To be seen without having to explain why.

He did not name it. He did not let it rise far enough to take shape.

Instead he lifted his hand and rested it over hers on his arm. He squeezed once, gently.

She squeezed back.

The figurine remained on the mantel, small and silent, waiting.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Story 1. Chapter 2. 
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Alex woke to pale morning light coming through the bedroom blinds in thin horizontal stripes. He lay on the folded hand towel Mia had arranged the night before, the terrycloth loops forming low pale walls around him. The towel carried the clean scent of detergent and the faint warmth her hands had left when she shaped it into a nest. His body ached from tension and broken sleep, but the worst of the panic had dulled to a steady background hum.

Mia was already awake. She sat cross-legged on the bed beside him, wearing the same soft sleep shirt from the night before. Her hair hung loose over one shoulder. She had pulled the bedside lamp closer and angled it so the light fell gently across the towel without glare.

When she saw his eyes open she gave a small nod.

“Morning,” she said quietly. The word rolled over him in warm low waves.
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