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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. 
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