
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Futanari of Arcadia: Episode Four

        

        
        
          Futanari of Arcadia, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Hera Persepolis

        

        
          Published by Persepolis Publishing, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE FUTANARI OF ARCADIA: EPISODE FOUR

    

    
      First edition. February 2, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Hera Persepolis.

    

    
    
      Written by Hera Persepolis.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


STORY RECAP AND CHARACTERS
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CHARACTERS

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. 

Thesmia: The Warden of Arcadia’s forests. She has Nordic features with high cheekbones, balanced jaw, cool watchful eyes, and sunlit blonde hair, through which juts a pair of buck antlers. Athletic, upright, quietly commanding, she moves with economy, dressed in earthy tones resembling woven bark and leaves rather than metallic or silver garments.
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STORY RECAP

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. 

Episode Two: Wade reawakens back on Earth, panicked that Arcadia was just a dream. She tries all sorts of tricks to get back—meditating, thinking hard about Arcadia right before bed, painting what she can remember of Arcadia and hanging it above her bed, masturbating constantly to the memory of Io, and none of it works... until it does. It turns out that the other figure walking towards them was Thesmia, the Warden of the Forest, a druidic futanari with antlers. Thesmia did not believe that their bond was real, so she insisted on testing them by sending Wade back. The bond held, and so Wade was able to return to Futanaria. Thesmia tests her by having sex with them both, and they pass this as well. But before Wade and Io may enter her forest, they must get approval from the three giants of Arcadia. As the episode ends, Io and Wade set out for the realm of the first giant. 

Episode Three: Wade and Io walk for days along the tree line, until they come to a landscape dominated entirely by salt flats. Eventually the walk far enough into the salt flats that all they can see is white, all the way to the horizon. Within that desolate landscape, they come to a city constructed entirely of salt, its structures broken and deserted. There, they are surrounded by aggressive spirits, who they keep at bay by making love in the city’s central cathedral. At the end of the episode, the giantess Kalyxa appears to confront them at last. 
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I HAD NOT EXPECTED her to be so beautiful. 

The futanari giantess Kalyxa stood in the doorway of the cathedral, appearing there only moments after Io and I, by virtue of our sex and our love and the power of our bond, had defeated the salt spirits. She was every bit of thirteen feet tall. I had actually previously thought Io was intimidating, at a mere eight feet tall. That thought seemed so quaint, now, so very naive. Io looked like a small child next to this new goddess of Arcadia. Io was as tall as the lower part of Kalyxa’s chest. I barely came up to her waist. 

Io had told me that the giantess was one of the oldest futanari in all of Arcadia. I suppose that had led me to believe that Kalyxa would be a bent-backed old crone, a wrinkled piece of old shoe leather that was somehow still alive and breathing. 

Nothing could have been further from the truth. 

Kalyxa looked like she’d stepped out of a thunderhead and decided to stay. 

Her height was obviously the first thing one would notice about her; as she moved, she seemed to command space rather than ask for it. The next thing I noticed was her muscles. Dear God, was she powerfully built. Broad shouldered, her posture a quiet dare, she carried muscle like it was armor forged by use, dense and unapologetic. There was a clear and obvious coiled strength in her limbs, a kind that suggested both patience and sudden violence, like a storm holding its breath. Her jet-black hair, slicked back against her head, framed her powerful, beautiful face in sharp lines, amplifying the severity of her presence. That beautiful face was all angles and intensity—high cheekbones, a strong jaw, eyes so dark and heavy she appeared to be wearing makeup, fixed upon me with a predatory focus. 

Kalyxa’s clothing appeared to be made of vinyl and black leather, hugging her frame tightly, covering only her breasts and pelvis and nothing else. The top was rigid and structured, fitted with chains across her enormous breasts—perhaps to help hold them in—and the bottoms sat high and secure, showing off her perfect, powerful ass with every step. Her boots covered her entire calf, stopping just below her knees. Every strap on the attire, every buckle, every seam appeared forcefully purposeful, as if the clothing did not so much as adorn her as survive her. 

She was the embodiment of dominance, given human shape—though I also knew she was far from human. Even if she’d been human sized, her presence would have given her away. She was too... electric. Too dark. Too inevitable. 

“Hello Kalyxa,” said Io. I couldn’t believe was able to keep her voice so calm. “It’s been a long time.”

“Io,” Kalyxa said, in a voice that was deep, sonorous, and thunderous... yet somehow, also feminine. “The young fool who trusted a human’s affections. I had to see it for myself.”

Io was not a young fool. That was clear to me. If she was a young fool, she was a young fool who’d had a human’s affections returned in kind. She had also just seen those affections be enough to cleanse some of the sorrow of this place. My faith in her, and in us, was not shaken. The thing that had shaken me, just for a second, was the sudden awareness of a new element in my relationship with Io. For the first time since I’d been in Arcadia, Io seemed small. When we’d met, and for many weeks afterward, I’d thought her an immortal, unconquerable goddess. Perhaps that was still true, but it seemed there were greater goddesses out there still, with different agendas than the love and light with which Io approached the world. 
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