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THE FUTANARI OF ARCADIA

EPISODE ONE
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IT WAS THE STRANGEST feeling, waking up already on my feet. 

Senses returned gradually, one-by-one. The first was touch, my bare feet on warm, soft grass, still damp in the morning dew. I had never woken up already on my feet before. My feet alternated between untouched and being planted in that aforementioned soft grass, and I gradually realized that, not only was I on my feet, I was also walking. The morning air was pleasantly warm, and the sunlight was a welcome presence behind my eyelids. The smell was sea air and fragrant flowers, wonderfully sweet-smelling though I could not identify their source. Somewhere distant, waves crashed rhythmically on a seashore and the call of various seabirds echoed nearby. Wind sighed in the trees and the grass as it caressed my naked skin. 

Naked skin. 

I was not quite naked; I could tell that much. I wore a bra top and... a skirt, on the bottom? Whatever it was, it felt billowy and revealing. I was not wearing panties, and I could feel the wind caressing me everywhere. Oddly enough it seemed... intentional. As if the wind had sentience and it was horny for me. I certainly didn’t mind; it felt wonderful everywhere it touched. I had not gone to sleep in these clothes, and it was assuredly puzzling that I had awoken in them. 

It wasn’t even so much that I’d been asleep in my bed, and I’d woken here. It was so difficult to describe exactly how it felt. It was like I had been dozing, in that sort of hazy ill-defined barrier where you’d started to dream but you could still hear the waking world around you. I was still there, but the dream I’d started to have had somehow traded places with my real world. Now, what had been my real world felt like the dream, and this felt like my real world. 

Had that other world been the dream, and this was in fact my reality? That’s what it felt like now. In that other world, I’d been a college student, working on getting into med school and working as a coffee barista on the weekends. What had been my name in that other world? It was just about of reach in my mind, just at the edge of my vision...

It came to me. 

Wade Marquette. 

A twenty-three-year-old graduate student named Wade Marquette. 

I opened my eyes. 

Paradise. That was the only word for this place. 

The rolling green hills that stretched in front and behind me were almost too beautiful to seem real. The thigh-high grass danced languidly in the wind like ocean waves, and was dotted here and there with patches of multi-colored wondrous flowers that I did not recognize. To my left, distant verdant forests gave way to even-more-distant dramatic craggy mountains that would make any wilderness photographer salivate. On my right, the view was dominated by a glittering ocean, sea-green but deepening to turquoise where the light was shrouded in cloud. The sky was an extraordinary shade of azure blue, a gem of lapis lazuli punctuated by puffy white cotton candy clouds that kept any place from being uncomfortably bright. 

If ever there was a perfect day, and a perfect place, this was it. 

The extraordinary landscape in which I’d found myself was momentarily distracting enough that it kept me, for a while, from thinking about my attire. I felt the wind caress my nether regions again, and that was enough to bring me back to reality. I looked down. I was wearing a jewel-encrusted skimpy bra that was translucent in the cups, see-through enough that my nipples were plainly visible. On my lower half, I was wearing what might generously be called a skirt, but was probably more appropriately considered a loin cloth. The thin, translucent, barely-there napkin-sized pieces of cloth covered my front, and covered my back, but that was it. My legs were completely uncovered, all the way up to my waist. Every time the wind blew, every time I took a step, anybody around could see... well, everything. I noticed that my pussy was completely hairless here. It hadn’t been back in that other world; not that I remembered, at least. I didn’t mind it, necessarily. It was just such an unusual change. 

I guess it’s a good thing I’m alone here, I thought. 

And, suddenly, I wasn’t alone. 

I realized abruptly that I was still walking, and I stopped suddenly when the figure appeared off to my right, in the direction of the ocean. I don’t even know if ‘appeared’ had been the right word. Materialized? Flown in from above? Simply gone unnoticed by me in my confused state? I don’t know. All I know is, one moment she wasn’t there, and the next moment, she was. 

And there was no question that this figure was a she. If you looked from a distance, this being could have passed for a human woman. Any close inspection at all would reveal that she was something else, something far more.

She was tall and willowy, with long limbs, narrow shoulders, and a poise about her that was somehow both regal and youthful. Her face was angular, yet soft, with dark, luminous eyes, strong brows, full lips, and high cheekbones, framed by glossy black hair and olive skin that gave her a grounded, striking elegance. Her tits were magnificent, perhaps 32F if I had to guess, and her body was curvaceous in spite of her long frame. Her long frame was accentuated by her attire, which was not so unlike what I was wearing, though hers was much more ornate and luxurious in appearance. She wore a silver-and-blue bra top that showed off her enormous breasts wonderfully, while her dress, a deep glittering sea blue, was not quite translucent and went to her ankles. 

As she approached, I became aware of just how long that frame really was. It was hard for me to tell when she was a distance, but as she came closer, I could estimate that she was perhaps just a shade over eight feet tall. 

A goddess, I thought. I am in the presence of a goddess of the Old World. 

I abruptly became aware that I also looked different than I had in my real world... or maybe the world that had really been my dream, the one where I was a college student and a coffee barista. In that other world, I wasn’t exactly ugly, I was just... plain. I was a perfectly average girl-next-door type, the kind that wouldn’t make anybody look twice. About five foot six, brown hair, cutesy, kinda-average look. I had yet to see myself in this world, not in a mirror or picture or any other way, but I was intrinsically aware of how I looked here. While the basic facts of my appearance were unchanged, everything had been... heightened. While my face was somewhat plain in the other world, here I was a beauty whose face would launch a thousand ships. My hair was perfect, a wavy brown that reached my shoulders, and my petite body was perfect, the sort to inspire lust and passion and envy. 

The thought occurred to me: I’ve become someone worthy to stand before such a goddess. 

Never in my life had I been attracted to other women... but this was not a woman. Even besides being eight feet tall, besides her impossible beauty, there was an indefinable, intangible aura about her, something in how she carried herself, that marked her out for being more than mortal. No, this was no mere woman. This was an immortal deity, a being from the earliest ages of the universe. I found myself becoming flushed as butterflies danced in my tummy. Perhaps I was not attracted to human women, but I was absolutely becoming turned on in the presence of this magnificent creature. 

The goddess stepped towards me. My initial reaction was to recoil, flinch, perhaps run, not out of fear necessarily, but rather out of not being worthy to be near her presence. I could not have done those things, though, even if I’d wanted. I was rooted to the spot. By some magic, or simply by her gaze, I couldn’t say. But she stepped towards me again. And again. Ever closer she came, never taking her eyes from me. 

When she was within speaking distance over the wind, the strangest thing happened. I at first felt as if I was getting light-headed, perhaps out of nervousness at what might occur when we were at last face-to-face. Then I thought I felt my feet begin to go numb... but the reality was that they were simply lifting off the grass underneath me. I did not cry out, I did not startle; I only stared in wonder as I floated off the ground, raising up in the air before the goddess who was moving ever closer to me. I noticed that the irises of her dark eyes were glowing faintly white as she approached. I did not move myself, though nor did I protest, as I raised up to the goddess’s eye level, my legs spread-eagled before me. I did not protest as my skirt unclipped, floating away and dropping down to the grass below. I did not protest as my bra followed, leaving me completely naked and exposed to the goddess, now standing only a few feet from me, her careful gaze falling across every inch of me, eventually settling on the warm wetness between my legs. 

Without ever being touched, floating there in the air before this divinely beautiful creature, my pussy began to feel sexual pleasure. 

It was a gentle warmth at first, a subtle heat deep inside of me, growing to a soft throbbing. I became aware that my heart was pounding within me. I had no idea initially whether she was causing this pleasure to fill me, or if it was simply a natural reaction to being in the presence of a goddess such as her. Then the feeling began to increase, and the goddess’s glowing eyes began glowing a little more brightly, and it became obvious that it was her. 

The throbbing became more insistent, more urgent, more demanding. It gave way to a series of rhythmic pulses, each of which sent a fresh wave of pleasure washing through me, each stronger than the last. And still she hadn’t touched me. Still, she hadn’t even spoken. All she did was stand before me and watch me and look at me with her dark, white-glowing eyes.

My back arched, floating there in mid-air as I was. My head lolled backwards. I began to tremble. A low moan escaped my lips. I tried to look at her but my vision blurred, and then I was seeing only flashes of color, like an abstract kaleidoscope. The feeling inside me built and built and built, a crescendo of pure, joyous ecstasy, until I thought I could take it no more. I cried out, a strangled gasp that was lost in the low wind, as my whole body convulsed in the throes of the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced. 

It seemed to go on forever, a timeless, boundless release that left me breathless and trembling and utterly spent. I could feel my wetness slicking the inside of my thighs, and in the goddess’s mostly-inscrutable expression, I thought I could see a hint of satisfied approval. Perhaps also a hint of amusement. 

My orgasm subsided. I continued to float in the air before the goddess, my limbs limp, my body heavy, my mind reeling. I began to roll, again, without being touched. My arms and legs were completely star-fished, spread out as if I were doing a snow angel, rolling over like I was a rotisserie chicken. When I stopped moving, I was facing the grass, waving in the soft breeze a few feet below me. My ass was facing up, towards the goddess, and I could no longer see her as my ass began to feel the same sexual pleasure that my pussy had only moments earlier. 

The throbbing was immediate, insistent. I had not known that my asshole could feel such incredible sensations, but the goddess made me feel better there than I’d ever felt in my pussy before coming to this place. 

I began to move my hips, involuntarily. I tried to stop but couldn’t, my body was not my own to command. I was a puppet on her strings, she the puppeteer, and she was making me dance. I ground my hips in a slow, sensual circle, presenting myself to her in a way that I’d never presented myself to anyone before. I could feel her gaze on me, a palpable weight, a physical caress. 

My ass is about to cum, I thought. Speech was somehow not possible, in this place, but my thoughts felt somewhere between speech and inner dialogue. I was certain that the goddess could hear them. I did not even know that my ass could cum, and you are going to make my ass cum...

Just relax, came a thought in response. I did not understand how thoughts could have tone or character, but it was melodious, complex, deeply feminine, sharing something in its character with the song of a blue whale, or the sound of the cosmos. Just relax. I will make your ass cum. Do not be scared of the intensity of the orgasm. It will be the most powerful of your life. But it will not be the most powerful for long.

The pleasure in my ass intensified. I could feel it building, a storm gathering on the horizon, a wave rising in the ocean. My body was taut as a bowstring, my muscles straining, my breath caught in my throat. I wanted to scream, but I couldn’t. I wanted to beg, but I couldn’t. All I could do was feel.

And then the wave broke.

It was a cataclysmic eruption of pleasure, a supernova of ecstasy that consumed me whole. My vision went white, my hearing went silent, and I lost all sense of self, of time, of place. There was only the pleasure, an all-encompassing, all-consuming force that threatened to tear me apart.

I don’t know how long it lasted. A lifetime. An eternity. A single, perfect, unending moment. If the sum total of my mortal life had been one single moment of feeling the joy of that ass orgasm, I would have considered it a life well-lived. 

When it was over, I was limp, a ragdoll dangling in the air. I was still floating there, my face to the sky now, my body slick with sweat and the pleasant sea mist and my own juices. The cool breeze felt glorious against my warm skin, caressing me again as it had before. I had never felt so utterly and completely used, so utterly and completely and perfectly sated.

I came back to myself. Gradually the world resolved again into clarity. I half-expected to find myself back in the college dorm room of that other woman, the one who went to biology class and poured lattes on the weekend. But when the world returned, there I was, still in that Garden of Eden, in those rolling green hills under that azure sky, with the mountains now behind me and the sea now ahead. 

The goddess was naked now. If her clothes were on the ground at her feet, they were hidden in the gently waving grass, which was nearly as tall as my waist but barely went up past her knees. 

At first, I was completely taken by the sight of her extraordinary breasts, her enormous, perfect, gravity-defying breasts, her sexy little nipples—little in relation to her tits, but bigger than mine, since she was a giant. Never in my life had I ever thought of a pair of tits as sexy, but in that moment, I’d have given anything in the world to be able to lick this goddess from head to toe. 

Then my eyes traveled down her flat stomach, to her perfectly manicured mound, crowning a gigantic mouth-wateringly erect cock. 

The only thing that surprised me about this was how unsurprised I was. I felt like I ought to have been surprised, but I felt nothing at all of the sort. I think part of it was the sense of dreamy magic that permeated this entire world. This was what it felt like to move in Valhalla, Olympus, Eden, the realms of the Gods. This was a world where the impossible could become possible, where the unreal was indeed quite real. This was a world where goddesses could have cocks. 

And that cock was an absolute beauty. It was larger than any human cock, but not so absurdly large as to seem grotesque or out of place; it was perfectly proportioned to her body. It was circumcised, the head smooth and purple, the shaft a shade or two darker than the rest of her body. The goddess stroked her magnificent cock, slowly, teasingly, as she approached me where I floated in the air, a helpless, willing captive. A thin bead of pre-cum pearled at its tip, glinting in the morning sun like a dewdrop on a flower petal.

She came closer to me, until her cockhead was mere inches from my still-soaking pussy lips. Reaching forward, she gently pulled me from the air, my body moving towards her as though I were floating in zero-gravity as she placed her warm hands underneath my ass. The touch of her hands was electric, spreading pleasure wherever her skin contacted mine. I was fairly confident she could get the top of my head to orgasm if she were to massage me there. 

The goddess gently pulled me towards her, towards that intimidating, beautiful, divine cock. It was too big for me. She was pulling me towards it, but there was no way I could take its length or its girth. Some part of me wanted to tell her this... but the truth was that I desperately wanted it inside me, no matter the personal cost... 

She began to lower me down, slowly, inexorably, my pussy aligning with the tip of her cock. The fear of being torn in two by the sheer size of her warred with a primal, desperate need to be filled by her, to be completed by her, to become one with her. I could feel the heat radiating from her, a palpable warmth that seemed to seep into my very bones.

Slowly, she lowered me onto her cock. I felt the tip press against my entrance, and for a terrifying, thrilling instant, I thought I would be split open. I’m not sure what magic she used or what magic permeated this place, but as she continued to lower me onto her divine cock, I opened up and was able to accept her into me, a little at a time. The feeling was exquisite, a perfect blend of pleasure and a delicious, stretching pain. I was so full, so completely and utterly full with the goddess’s member, as she continued to push into me, deeper and deeper, until I was completely impaled, her cock head pressing against my cervix, the rest of her filling me completely. 

It should not have been physically possible, but the goddess bottomed out inside me. My insides adjusted, moved, evolved to accept the cock of this divine being into me. She felt so wonderful, I thought I could hear the angels sing; I thought the skies would open up any moment with a divine chorus just for us. Nothing had ever, nothing could ever feel as gloriously perfect as that strange being’s inhumanly large cock inside me. 

The goddess began to move then, slowly at first, pulling out almost completely before plunging back in, her strokes long and deep and impossibly smooth. Each thrust sent a fresh wave of pleasure roaring through me, building on the last, a crescendo of sensation that left me breathless and trembling. Every thrust made me love her more. Every thrust made that other world seem a little dreamier, a little less real, a little more forgotten. I wrapped my arms around her neck, my legs around her waist, holding on for dear life as she claimed me, possessed me, made me hers. I would have given her my life, as she fucked me there on those rolling green plains, as we gazed into each other’s eyes, our souls speaking without saying a word. 

I lost all track of time, all sense of self. There was only the goddess, and the feeling of her inside me, and the pleasure, endless and all-consuming. I came again, and again, and again, each orgasm more powerful than the last, until I was a sobbing, writhing mess in her arms, my body no longer my own but a vessel for her pleasure, and mine. Whole worlds, whole civilizations, whole galaxies could have been born while she held me there against her, thrusting that magical divine cock into me again and again. It was a religious experience, being touched by her, being used by her, owned by her, fucked by her. I’d never had a spiritual experience in my life before this one. 

She held me, one hand under my ass, the other on my back, supporting my weight as though I were as light as a feather. I was no longer floating on my own; she held me aloft with one strong arm, effortlessly. Our bodies moved together in a perfect, primal rhythm, a dance as old as time itself. The world around us faded away, the sun and the sky, the sea and the mountains, until there was only us, joined as one, lost in a universe of infinite bliss.

And then, with a final, powerful thrust, the goddess came. I felt her hot seed flood my insides, a molten tide that triggered one last, shattering orgasm, a supernova of pleasure that obliterated everything in its path. She had given me about a dozen orgasms, and they’d been the twelve most powerful of my life, this one being the strongest by far. My body convulsed, my vision went white, and for a timeless, eternal moment, I was one with her, one with everything, floating in a sea of ecstasy.

I awoke sometime later, lying in the soft grass. I did not remember going to sleep. It was possible that I’d passed out due to the strength of that last orgasm; I certainly wouldn’t have been surprised. The goddess was lying next to me, not asleep, just watching me. I looked up at her, into her expression full of love and care and peace. 

We got to our feet, and I was dressed again, though differently now. I was only wearing a belt that hung low on my hips, and a thin, narrow loin cloth that covered only my pussy, and not even that if there was a breeze. It seemed she wanted me basically naked, which was okay by me. 

As I got to my feet, she went to a knee beside me with something in her hands. At first it looked like a golden lasso, a rope made of silver and gold and gems, but as I looked closer, I realized it seemed to be composed of some sort of odd flexible metal. At the end was what looked for all the world like a buttplug, made of that same strange substance as the metallic rope. At the other end from the buttplug, there was a smaller loop, which the goddess placed around her wrist. Slowly, carefully, making sure I was watching the entire time, the goddess reached around behind me and slid the buttplug into my ass. It slid into me easily, as if it were perfectly lubed, though once it was inside me, it fit snugly, comfortably. I did not protest; I did not argue. I never took my gaze from hers as she put the buttplug in my ass, connecting the two of us. 

I was now attached to her on essentially a leash, one end hooked to her wrist, and the other end inside my asshole. 

She’d given me such powerful orgasms I had practically forgotten my own name, and now she had me on a leash like a pet. 

I found that I didn’t mind. I liked it, even.

This is your new tail, little human, the goddess said, her beautiful thought-song sounding in my mind. I could tell, somehow, that she was speaking a different language, and I was simply understanding her. You are now mine. You belong to me. You will be my little pet, my companion, my lover. You will accompany me on my travels through the worlds and dimensions of reality. You will see sights that no mortal has ever seen, experience pleasures that no mortal has ever experienced. And all you have to do is obey me. Will you do that? Will you be my good little human?

I will be your good girl, my goddess, I responded, my thoughts filled with devotion and adoration. I will do whatever you ask of me. I am yours.

Good girl, she replied, and the warmth that spread through me at her praise was more intoxicating than any wine. It is not yet easy to speak to you in this world, even with our connection through your leash. But it will become easier.

She stood, and with a gentle tug on my leash, led me forward. We walked across the rolling green hills, towards the distant mountains. The grass caressed my feet, the wind kissed my skin, and the sun warmed my bare shoulders. The plug in my ass was a constant, pleasant reminder of my new status, a tangible symbol of our connection. With every step, it moved inside me, sending little jolts of pleasure through me, a subtle but persistent arousal that kept me in a state of heightened awareness.

I realized I could feel her wishes through the buttplug, through the leash that connected us. There was indeed a psychic connection there, and I could feel it. Not quite thoughts, not exactly, but the emotional intent behind her thoughts. I could feel her desires, her wishes, her intent that we keep moving. I could feel that, while I wanted to ask her a thousand questions, it was not the time and I should refrain. I could feel her desire for me, her affection, her contentment. It was a strange and wonderful feeling, to be so connected to another being, to know their innermost feelings without them having to speak a word. I had never been so intimate with anyone in my life. 
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