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CHARACTERS

––––––––
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WADE MARQUETTE: A human twenty-three-year-old graduate student and coffee barista who goes to sleep on Earth one night and wakes up in Arcadia. Five-foot-six, brown hair, more beautiful in Arcadia than she was on Earth. 

Io: The futanari who Wade meets in Arcadia, with whom she bonds. Eight feet tall, long-limbed and willowy figure (though with 32F breasts), with a regal, angular face, glossy black hair, and olive colored skin. 
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STORY RECAP

––––––––
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EPISODE ONE: A woman named Wade Marquette goes to sleep and wakes up no longer on Earth, but in Arcadia, a strange magical land of rolling green hills, perfect skies, and a lovely turquoise sea. There, she meets a being called Io, a futanari (the beings who inhabit Arcadia) who bonds with Wade psychically. The two of them walk to the edge of a great forest before a mighty mountain range, and just as they see another figure coming towards them, Wade wakes up back on Earth. 
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THE FUTANARI OF ARCADIA

EPISODE TWO
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I COULDN'T GET BACK. 

Nothing I did worked. Nothing I would try would get me back to Arcadia. 

I know what you're thinking. It was just a dream, Wade. You can't go back because you were never really there. It doesn’t exist, except in your stressed-out, too-tired, quasi-hallucinatory dream state. 

Call me crazy if you want, but I don't believe that. I'll never believe that. It was just too real. You can't smell, taste, feel things in dreams. In dreams, you certainly can't feel the things that Io, the futanari giantess who had owned me for that brief moment over there, was making me feel. I know it sounds insane, but I'd have bet my life that it was more than a simple dream. I'd bet my life that it had been real... or half-real, like the whole world was a quark in an indeterminate quantum state, or something. If that even was such a thing. 

But I couldn't get back. That morning I'd awoken back in my dorm room was the worst moment of my life. My body felt... heavy. Bad. Little imperfections and aches and discomforts and all the things I didn't like about myself in the real world suddenly made it feel like I was carrying the weight of that world. In Arcadia, I'd felt like an angel, a pixie. Carefree, light, buoyant, happy. More myself than I'd ever felt in the so-called real world of Earth. On this side of the veil, I felt like a soggy shoe. On this side of the veil, colors were drab, food tasted drab, music felt flat and discordant. Nothing here was as good as it was there. 

Call it a dream all you like. I knew that it was more. 

If it were only a dream, I ought to have been able to repeat it, oughtn't I? If it were only a dream, I should have been able to force myself to dream about the place, via all the many avenues I tried to compel just such an event. I recorded myself subliminal messages, I painted the last thing I saw before I woke up (to the best of my recollection, anyway) and hung it over my bed, I concentrated and focused more than I ever had in my life on my memories of that heavenly place, all right before I went to sleep. 

And still... nothing. 

Not even a simple dream about Io, or Arcadia, or that mysterious figure that had been approaching us up the tree line just as I awoke back in the dull, drab, real world.

I went to school and work, going through the motions, always distracted, always bored, always wishing I was back there. People noticed, said things, but I just lied and said I was busy and tired. My mind was certainly busy, with thoughts of the Elysian green fields, of a sky bluer than any on Earth, of a glittering sea, of an eight-foot-tall goddess who had declared me her property and brought me to unimaginable divine pleasure with her enormous, beautiful cock...

That thought alone made me think it was not a dream. I was not sexually creative enough to think up something like that on my own. The thought of it made me hot under the collar, no matter where I happened to be. I had to be careful to keep those thoughts quiet while I was at school or work. 

Weeks passed. Months. I began masturbating frequently and furiously to the memory of Io's touch. The image of her would come to me at various times throughout the day, and, I am not even ashamed to admit, I rubbed a quick one out in public an average of almost once per day. The single-stall bathrooms at work and at university got real acquainted with yours truly; let's just put it that way. 

I bought a dildo that, while it would have been gigantic for a human man, was still smaller than Io's cock had been by several inches. It was the closest I could get. It was close enough to her shape. I could not replicate her smell; that was impossible. I didn't think it existed in this world. I used the dildo on myself nightly, usually more than once, pretending it was Io. In Arcadia, I had been able to take Io's length and girth, by some miracle of that place. On Earth, I could not take that pitiful imitation of my perfect goddess, even halfway. Still, it was the best I had. After I'd cum, I'd suck on it, tasting myself there and enjoying it, though I even tasted far better in Arcadia than on Earth. 

A truly pitiful imitation, but the best I had to work with. Human men were certainly no longer an option for me, not after having been touched by a Futanari in Arcadia. Even the orgasms I gave myself were a pathetic facsimile of the ones I'd experienced with Io. Drug users referred to the phenomenon I was experiencing as 'chasing the dragon.' It was very much the exact same thing. 

It was notable to me how the pain of having touched Arcadia and lost it did not fade over time. One would have thought that every pain possible for a human to feel would eventually fade, be it over grief or personal failures or whatever else, but this particular grief was sticking around for me. This grief was as painful a hole in my spirit on the hundredth day as it was on the first. 
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