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I'll let you in on a secret.  It's been said that we gods are all knowing and all seeing: this is propaganda.  Sadly, through our eons on immortality we've come to believe our own hype.  This is why my sister Aphrodite thought she had things all figured out.  Now, to a point yes she surely did, but I don't think that she accounted for the power of the written word amongst the lives of mortals.  She didn't grasp, those oh so many years ago, that the pen could grant the kind of immortality previously enjoyed only by we gods.  She also didn't realize that a snapshot could be taken of a scene or a time and that snapshot was then open to interpretation and distortion; and that's assuming that the author was being truthful to begin with.

What I'm talking about of course is Zeus' little folly.  Which one you may ask, for our leader has always amused himself with his human toys, setting up scenarios and then gleefully watching how things would turn out.  Better than live TV, yes sir, especially when it could be interactive.  For sure there were many a time when Zeus, frustrated with how one of his little passion plays was going, would raise his hand and tilt the playing table ever so slightly, thus pushing the scenario back towards a result he'd find more palatable.

But of course this discourse is not about the whims of Zeus.  No, rather it concerns one of his more famous experiments and how that experiment unknowingly has caused my jealous sister Aphrodite untold anguish.  I'm sure you've gleaned the time and the place by now; ancient Greece and Asia Minor, and the tale that was told of a conflict for the ages.  But while Homer ended his tale of warring and then decided to follow one of the heroes on his remarkable journey back home, he missed telling the tale completely of she who, through no fault of her own, caused it all.

This, therefore, if I may, is the story of Helen.  Not of Troy, as she is so popularly depicted, but simply Helen, for she was not of Troy, and in truth spent only a relatively short and mostly unhappy time there.  No, this is the telling of Helen who, as reported upon in that time, and to my sisters' ire and consternation, is still remembered as "the most beautiful woman in the world."

Personally, I find it fascinating that the title has endured for all these countless years, especially when you consider that the story wasn't really about her.  In fact, once Homer mentioned her as the device that spurs the action she is hardly referred to again.  And yet she remains as familiar and as famous now as she was then, far outstripping the fame of my sister who, after the non-interference edict, has been reduced to dusty memory and the admonishments of half baked poets.  The irony is sweet, although my sister, the goddess of love and beauty I'm sure would disagree.

You all know the story, but sadly haven't a clue as to who Helen really was.  What did she think about all the hullabaloo that ensued over he kidnapping/elopement with that ill-fated prince of Troy?  Let me tell you what it was really like.  I give you the life and times of Helen.






**********

There came to pass in the grand city of Minos on the coast of the Mediterranean Sea that a child was born to a young girl of no rank or state.  Not an ordinary child to be sure, as even at birth one could easily tell that this one was special.  

Born with a full head of jet black light curls, and eyes as deep a green and as sparkling as any emerald, the mid-wives stood in awe.  They had never seen such a beautiful baby, they crowed, and while this was the normal litany to be spoken to new mothers, this time they meant every word.  Of course if the midwives had known that the child was the product of Zeus' seed they may well have expected as much.

Still it remained a fact known only to the few here on Olympus who were privy to his scheming.

"Watch, Hermes" he crowed.  "See how just one of my progeny can disrupt the lives of man.  You see, I don't need thunderbolts to display my powers.  No," he chuckled as if amused by some huge inside joke " I don't need such a garish display when a bolt of a different kind will do quite nicely."

He then sat back, amused to no end, and watched his little theatre develop.

As promised, Helen grew.  From those first days of perfectly formed birth to a dark olive skinned adolescent with skin as soft as crushed velvet.  She was a slightly chubby child in spite of her frequent activities and it was whispered that this baby fat would serve her well, transforming into attributes infinitely more appealing and feminine.  What was a certainty during her formative years was that she was tall and her legs shapely and perfect.  Her smile had the warmth of a thousand suns. Her eyes radiant gems of mirth and merriment.  And her hair; by the time she was seven it fell in cascading rivulets of wavy spun gossamer all the way down her backside to the shelf of her chubby buttocks.  Dark it was, to be sure, but the highlights, oh wonder of wonders!  Depending on how the light struck her, her hair hinted of the deepest royal blue, as beautiful as the shining sea of a sheltered cove; or at other times mimicked the deep reddish hue of a raven at wing or the violet shades of sunlight as the sun bids its final farewell for the day.

By the time she was twelve the flower of womanhood was upon her and the pundits were indeed correct.  No longer a chubby child she was now a plump, ripe fruit, small at waist and long legged, yet womanly at the hip and bosom.  Passersby would stop and stare in wonderment at her well-chiseled beauty as she worked the olive groves of the king's orchards.

The news soon spread that there was a goddess come to earth at work in the king's fields and seemingly overnight the path between the city center and the orchards became a favorite detour for those hoping to catch a glimpse of such loveliness.

Of course, as is always the case in such matters, all of this notoriety initially profited Helen little.  She noticed that the roads had become far more trafficked and dutifully smiled or gave a simple wave to all the passersby who seemed to find the scenery around the orchards so appealing.

Word of her heavenly beauty spread far and wide across the rich kingdom, finally falling on ears who had the wherewithal to alter immeasurably the young girl's future.  King Menelaus, twenty years her senior and in the doldrums of a loveless, childless arranged marriage to the daughter of the king of Rhodes became intrigued by the stories of her innocent and stunning beauty.  Of course that could well have been all there was to it except that Helen's heralded beauty had reached other ears; ears that didn't like what they were hearing in the slightest.

"The nerve of these mortals" my sister fumed.  "Reporting this simple girl to be a goddess.  I ought to strike dumb anyone who spreads these false rumors.  Or better yet, cause a bit of fire to gently lick that cows face.  That ought to shut the fools up in a hurry!"

Instead Aphrodite consulted the winds, the smoke and the tides, divining alternative futures for the girl if different courses of action were taken against her.  Finally, in all the passing permutations she saw in one reality a future that pleased her as it not only made life incredibly difficult on the young girl, but also would, through war and battle, bring glory to her Mars.  

Of course this apparition whispered in the wind and shown in waving detail in the sacramental smoke was at least in part manipulated by Zeus, although truth be told he didn't really change things so much as obfuscate meanings and obscure what followed.  Perhaps also Aphrodite in her vanity was seeing only what she wanted to see: a glorious conflagration while worship at her temples increased a hundred fold.

In any case she set in motion a series of events, confident that the end result would be to her liking.  The little nudge she gave to Menelaus, making him obsessed with Helen was a simple task for her, after all wasn't she the goddess of love?  When Zeus caught wind of her little gambit a broad smile came across his bearded face.  'You see' he thought, ' I don't have to meddle at all.  It's so easy when others can do your will for you.'






**********

So it came to pass that King Menelaus became smitten by a young woman he had not yet even seen.  In his state of madness he convinced himself that, as king, he was entitled to possessing such a beautiful work of nature.  Against the emphatic pleading of his wife and advisors he issued an edict that the girl should be brought before him at court, declaring that the king needed to assess her beauty for himself.

When the messenger informed young Helen of the king's demand she dropped to her knees right there in the orchards, the boggy ground wet from rain staining her simple dress.  She could scarce believe that the king wanted to see her.  She perceived herself just a plain peasant girl, certainly beneath the notice of the nobility.  She struggled to her feet, made a cursory wipe of the mud on her dress and ran down the row of olive trees to where her mother was stationed.  The two fretted over what Helen should wear to court.  They were by no means wealthy and were totally unschooled in the ways and decorum of court.

They tried as best they could within their means, settling on a long emerald green gown that matched Helen's eyes. Corseted by drawstrings, the gown was revealingly tight across her midsection, making the flare of her hips all the more impressive.  The material was cut narrow across her chest, squeezing the sides of her ample, young décolletage until her breasts nearly overflowed the top of her gown.  A simple gold chain hung from her waist and was matched by a circlet of gold adorning her brow, from which her full, wavy dark hair sprung forth in rivulets.

She was stunning!  She was perfection and as she stood humbly before the king I can assure you that my sister had wasted her efforts: poor king Menelaus didn't stand a chance, spell or no spell.  He risked his allies' wrath by decreeing that since his wife as yet had not issued him an heir then it was in the interest of the realm that he take a second wife, on who, surely by looking at those hips, would be more than able to provide him with progeny.

Of course in his madness, Menelaus had no intention of impregnation such a beauty.  No, he dared not destroy such a wonder by making her bear a child.  Heavens no, that would be tantamount to a sin against nature.  No, he was quite content just to gaze upon her and garner the fame and prestige of being husband to the most beautiful of all women.  He bedecked her in jewels, had her face painted and rouged by the finest makeup artists in the land.  He had garish gowns designed that would show off Helen's wondrous long legs to best advantage while accentuating her womanly curves.

Helen, for her part didn't know quite what to think of all the attention and the sudden change in fortune.  While she enjoyed the finery, she remained shy and unsure of the ways of court, often feeling and rightly so, that all eyes were upon her.  Moreover, as time passed Helen came to understand that she was really nothing more than a symbol of power to the king who cared not a fig about her thoughts and feelings. No, all that was required of her was for her to stand by his side and look pretty.  She was nothing more than a trophy and often felt that a well-sculpted statue could easily do just as well.

After two years at court Helen was becoming increasingly depressed and lonely.  She had only the company of her handmaidens and while they were good company they didn't begin to satisfy the urges within her that were becoming increasingly more persistent.  And of course fate stepped in and provided Helen with exactly what she was looking for.

You all know this part of the story, but I must try to express just what it was like when young Paris of Troy and our own fair Helen first laid eyes upon the other.  To say that time stopped, that all movement ceased and the world collapsed until there was just the two of them, alone in the entire world, would be about the best approximation I could give you.  Their eyes bore into the souls of the other hungrily, their hearts and desires laid bare, to be nurtured and shared and to be the inspiration of a thousand songs of love. All this was transmitted just within that first long glance.  They were fated, oh indeed they were, and I believe that they both knew it, and in that glance saw the ruin that lied ahead of them, but, as is the case with all lovers and fools, were powerless to fight against the current.

King Menelaus, either was too blind to see the sparks that shot between the two youths, or was so confident in his power that he refused to believe that any kind of effrontery was possible, sealed the lover's fate by extending his welcome to the Trojan contingent, and further, insinuated that the fair and noble Paris would be boorish if he didn't consent to spend the remaining season as his guest.

Who knows what Menelaus' motivation really was.  Perhaps he was indeed aware of the fire between the two youths and wanted to revel in its wantonness, believing that the unbridled lust in Paris' eyes was only a further testimony of his trophy's beauty.  I'm sure he cherished the thought that his own fame would soon be spread even further when the young Paris returned to Troy with tales of Helen's allure. 

 Ah mortals, get your jollies where you may; I suppose it is the way with all things, and I must admit that we gods are equally as guilty. Passion comes in all different varieties; pride being among the forerunners, for those who lack in love can easily subsist on a meal of pride; that of accomplishment and that of soaking up the envy of others.  The hoarding of the material filling the place where too often otherwise an empty heart would reside.  It is not my place to criticize as it often seems that love must forever swim upstream and that fate is always conspiring against love, but for my part I believe that the fulfillment of love's quest, even if only for a moment, can fill the hearts' coffers for a lifetime.

But I digress; my apologies, for when I think of the love that was so pure and honest between Paris and Helen it makes we want to wax poetic. The irony of what befell these two noble creatures, guilty of only admitting to a love that was doomed from the start, is enough to fill all of Neptune's seas with tears.  

Certainly, you all know of the tale, but can I impress upon you what it was like to see your soul mate placed before you and know that you were forbidden to act.  To know that by your non-action you were condemning not only yourself but also your other half to a life of barren grayness in a land where the sun of happiness will never shine.  Who among you could blame Paris for the rash course he decided to take?  Surely all you noble souls would be willing to fall on your own swords rather than besmirch the name of your family, but to see the yearning in your lover's eyes and know that unless you acted that you were condemning her to a living hell; would you then be so sure of your path?

And of course, once again there is always the specter of my sisters' intervention.  I'm not sure what part she played, if any in Paris' desperate gambit, but know only this, that it indeed served her purposes, at least initially.

Be that as it may, what remains is that they met, they fell hopelessly in love, ran away together and in so doing brought great ruin to a wealthy and influential city.  The only upside was the great work wrought by Homer, depicting the epic struggle, exalting the great accomplishments of extraordinary men.

Of course that is the long and short of it.  I would be remiss if I failed to expound on the particulars of our fair couples' meeting.  Can you imagine, a proud youth, prince and heir to the mantle of ruler of a great city; schooled in the ways of court, kneeling before the high seat in the grand hall and while all eyes are upon you, dressed in your finery, your eyes slowly rise up to the dais and lock onto those bewitching dark eyes of Helen?  Your mind goes blank as immediately she castes her spell on you.  You know that you are to impart great and solicitous words of salutation to your host, but suddenly your mouth is dry and your tongue fails you.  Your palms begin to sweat and finally you are able to meekly speak words of inelequent thanks to the king.  

You want nothing more at this point than to slink away; be done with this haunting apparition; return to your room and then embark on the next ship to home and safety, away from the presence of this temptress who, without speaking, has enslaved your heart.

But no, you are not so fortunate.  The king, for reasons unfathomable, has taken a liking to you and wishes you to break bread beside him at table.  Woe unto you, as this puts you into direct contact with this Siren, and further cements your doom.  

Her voice to you like the gentle soothing waters of a running stream, her smile the light of a thousand suns, her plump, ripe body beckoning you ever closer against your faltering will.  And when she whispers of her fondness for you; what man could stand before such an onslaught?

So, helplessly you remain in her company.  Staying at court, hoping against hope that none will see through your mask.  Trying to hide your hearts yearning, while the very fact that you are delaying your leaving increases the prospects that your motives might come under suspicion.  Still, you simple cannot tear yourself away.  And the maiden fair, what of she?  Realizing that in time you must be parted from her, she humbly lays her soul at your feet, imploring that when you take your leave you take her with you, for you already have in your possession her heart and soul, and to be left in this land without you, her body, without the sustenance of your sun, will surely wither and perish. 

What else can a man but do?  Simply steal your love away with you, and hope that the king's wrath will soon abate over this effrontery.  There is no other escape for either of you; and therein lies the fate of nations.






**********

The rest of the tale you know of; how king Menelaus, irked more by the disregard of his power and possession as by the loss of his betroved, assembled a great army to ensure the satisfaction of his immense ego.  Homer goes into great detail telling of the heroic deeds and fantastic battles as the siege of Troy lasted for years.  But lost in his tale is the more compelling one of a woman who in following her heart was condemned to watch the slow death of her adopted home.

Her tale, if I may be so bold, is the same as any newcomer to a new family; only in her case magnified a thousand fold, as the ruling family of Troy was well aware of the baggage that Helen carried with her.  Yet still, by her own guileless simplicity and her proven love for Paris and his family she was able to sway them to begrudgingly accept her, and then to finally think of her as one of their own. This last is no mean feat, as the city-states of man were very parochial and extremely dubious of outsiders.  

She won them over, not by putting on airs, though this was well within her right as Queen of Minos and paramour to the prince of Troy.  No, rather she led by example and by her heart, tending the fields within the city walls as a commoner might do, and then later, as the food stores grew short, taking only half rations, even though there were no such restrictions of the royal family.  

Between tilling the fields she also worked her fingers to the bone weaving shawls and cloaks for the men minding the battlements, giving all of herself an effort to aide her new family and friends. 

It has long been suspected that the people of Troy resented Helen for bringing upon them all of their hardship and woes, but I must report that in actuality the situation was quite different.  Surely there were those who may have grumbled on occasion as their stomachs grumbled from hunger, and of course there was the instant hatred amongst the woman folk when news was brought to them that a husband, brother, or son was killed in battle; but that was just the momentary white hot anger of grief, searching for a somewhere to place the blame for their loss.  

In calmer moments all were aware that Helen was merely a pawn, not the Deus Es Machina of all their woes.  To see her out in the fields every day, or sitting at her loom into the wee hours was all the people of Troy really needed to set their minds at ease.

That Helen loved these people who finally adopted her as their own was easily evidenced by her refusal to take the hemlock upon hearing of her beloved's fall in battle.  The sweetness of life was over for her, and she could have taken the painless way out with honor, but her love for the people to whom she believed she had caused so much chaos and woe was such that she could not condone abandoning them in their darkest hour.

As fate (and my sister) would have it, due to the insidious plan devised by Ulysses, Helen was taken by surprise when the walls were breached and therefore knowledge of Troy's doom did not avail her and her worst fears were realized.  She was captured and would be returned to the vengeful king to be ever more so simply a prize in his collection.

When Menelaus heard of the great victory he felt a great joy for justice, at least as he saw it, was served.  Once again things would return to normalcy and he would have his beautiful wife again at his side. A constant reminder to all of his greatness, not just by her beauty, but by the mere fact that she was once again by his side and would forever be a symbol of his great victory. 

Of course once again fate was not done dabbling with the lives of those concerned.  No, far from it, for unbeknownst to Menelaus, and to his great consternation, the hard years of the siege had taken their toll on his prize.  The woman who returned to the shores of Minos was a shadow, a hollow husk of the brazen beauty that had slipped off in the night.

It appeared as though she had aged five years for every year she was away.  The luster of her hair was gone, now dull and gray and her sparkling eyes replaced by dark soulless holes that had cried oceans of tears and now were incapable of acknowledging further emotion.  The smoothness and softness of her skin were worn away by the hard work under a harsh sun and her body, near starvation, had become skeletal and wraithlike.  Her ripeness and beauty gone, withered on the vine.

Menelaus was enraged.  All of his efforts and all of his great glory foiled.  How all would laugh at his folly when word came out that his greatest of all prizes was now a withered old crone, looking tired and haggard enough to be the old king's mother, not his concubine. 

 But then he hatched upon a plan.  All was not lost after all, for he reasoned that Helen had been merely treated poorly by the vanquished Trojans for such was his pride that throughout the years of war he never considered that his wife had consented to leave his side willingly.  No, now he considered that all that was required was good treatment, which was his to command, and in no time Helen would be restored to her former beauty.  Little did he consider the wounds to her soul, nor much did he care, such was the countenance of the king.  No, if he decreed that she would become beautiful for him again, then, by the gods, it would be so.

At this point I'm sure that my fair sister looked down upon the goings on and smiled.  It would amuse her to no end to see the rival to her beauty thusly taken down, not only stripped of her beauty, but bereft of her love as well and left to spend the remainder of her mortal days a caged bird without hope.

Seeing her victory complete, my sister went on to other concerns and it was quite some time before their paths crossed again, for such were their paths entwined.






**********

For what followed there is no written history, for there were no great battles fought and no heroic journeys taken, but as we are concerned here with the life of Helen, I would be remiss if I failed to conclude her story.

So king Menelaus undertook the restoration of Helen's body, while ignoring the vast emptiness residing in her heart and soul.  He commanded that great pains be taken to make her outward appearance once again a sight to behold.  Seeing her emaciated form he presented her with trays of candied fruits and sweetmeats, but it seemed that in her lost state they carried no allure for her.  She had no desire to imbibe or consume, and remained a listless lump, her beautiful gowns billowing about her shrunken shell.

But the king was relentless.  He would have his prize, for it was his will.  He therefore commissioned all the great chefs of the land to prepare their specialties in an attempt to temp the reticent tastebuds of his queen.  When she seemed unimpressed, nee scarcely even aware of the heavenly victuals being proffered to her daily; the king's rage knew no bounds.  She would eat and regain her figure, damn her!  Who was she to defy his will?  Would some simple farm girl deny him his confirmation of his greatest triumph?  By the gods, no!

The king tried all tactics, pleading, cajoling, enticing, commanding, until finally, little by little, like sandy cliffs being pounded by the sea, Helen's malaise eroded and she began to partake.  Truth be told all she really wanted was to be left alone in her misery, and figured that mayhaps if the king was to become satisfied then maybe he would simply leave her to her waking nightmares.

At first she cared not for the delicacies she partook, scarcely registering their taste at all, as all life had become dull and gray for her.  But then, as with all things that remain living, even though immeasurably damaged, she began to return to the light.  There was a darkness within her, a hole that, though she was struggling to rediscover her will, was gnawing at her insides and keeping her from being restored.  Though she slowly lost her waifishness and in due time at least outwardly began to appear to have rejoined humanity, the darkness would not dissipate so easily.

King Menelaus, for his pride, was becoming pleased with her progress.  Ha, the thought.  A little more meat on her bones, a touch of makeup here and there, some jewels and finery and she will once again be presentable as my prize.  Such was his ego that in his dotage he failed to recall that upon first seeing Helen, her beauty needed no such smoke and mirrors.  But no, he was contenting himself with this myth of his own creation, a further proof of his supreme reign.

But as is often the case with those who suffer extreme hubris, destiny decided to intervene and rob the king from seeing the completion of his handiwork.  Destiny, in its dealing with the king upset the quite pond of court life and the ripple effect of course rocked poor Helen's boat as well.

It was well within the second year of Helen's return, just as she was beginning to thaw and rejoin the living, that destiny decided to strike its fell blow.  Helen had gained a good twenty pounds, and while still too thin at least now had some color to her complexion.  As it seemed that she had regained her appetite, the king was in good humor and could see that the blossoming of all his work was almost at hand.  He began to revel in thoughts of the grand ceremony he would have, whereupon he would represent his trophy to the world.  

Helen could care not a fig about the ceremony, presentation, or any of the lavish gowns and jewels that the king bestowed upon her.  Her thoughts at this time were directed solely towards her next meal.  In this she was able to keep her demons at bay, and the wondrous meals seemed to fulfill, at least for a time, that cavernous darkness within her.  By fixating on her meals she was able to stem the tide of darkness and somehow prevent her thoughts from straying to her departed Paris and all the horrors she had seen.

The preparations for the ceremony were almost all in place.  Invitations were sent far and wide and the date was set for one month hence, giving all an ample amount of time in which to travel.  As the day drew nearer Helen's figure continued to swell as she savored the rich meals that were prepared especially for her.  She soon passed the too thin stage, and before the king could even begin to appreciate her regained radiance, her continued gorging ballooned her to and through the perfect health stage right to the borders of plumpness.  Her hourglass figure had returned with a vengeance, only now the underlying firmness was lacking.  Her rapid expansion was covering her with a layer of loose fat that could only be partially masked by her bodice and corset.  Her gown for the celebration had to be let out, as her tummy was thickening and becoming unruly.

All this was beneath the king's notice as he continued to revel in his plans and expectations.  Surely his bride was stunning and becoming to the eye, and even the most meticulous eye would now gaze upon her bejeweled visage and proclaim her a beauty, for beautiful she was even as she began to strain at the upper bounds of plumpness and threatened to burst into the realm of pudginess.

But before this final irony could be thrust upon the aging king his heart suddenly became confused, missed several beats, and fell him from his throne.  So it was that the grand celebration for which all were already in route became a grand funeral processional.  The queen, and now ruler of the vast and rich territory of Minos, for indeed the king in his folly had left no male heir, was our poor, simple farm girl. She who still nursed the festering darkness inside her was now all-powerful.  No bounds could now be put upon her, neither by her own conscience nor by her concern over the people she ruled, for she did not consider these people her own.  No, her own people were amongst the shades, those proud and unfortunate Trojans who had taken her to their bosom and fought for her honor to give her love freely. 

 But now they were all gone and she alone was left.  And left for what?  The darkness continued to well up within her and in her misery she allowed it to rule her as nothing mortal could, wallowing in its perverseness and recklessly cowing to its every whim, for there was no reality for her, only wanton daydreams interspersed with nightmarish visitations from the shades of those she had so loved.

The funeral of Menelaus became her coming out party.  She dazzled and enchanted her guests, using her still considerable charms, backed by the promise of the almost uncountable wealth at her disposal.  None of the nobles present were able to withstand the onslaught.  When she beckoned they came, slinking to her chambers in the darkness to be devoured by a queen of appetites insatiable.  She took their love greedily, and while awaiting the refreshment of their manhood stuffed herself full of honeyed fruits, trying to fill that cavernous emptiness inside her that could not be filled.

The nobles and lords were amazed by her needs.  Surely they had never been ridden with such resolve and abandon, even by the lustiest of wench and though, while it was beneath their station to boast of it, many could not contain their tongues.  Even those who only whispered discretely and only then to their closest confidants added to the burgeoning legend.  The tales were told, each embellishing his own prowess to match that of the queens'.  With each telling new heights were scaled and with each telling the stature and beauty of the queen increased as well.

For her part, Helen's needs remained unfulfilled, though she continued to try her best.  Her meals continued in grandiosity and frequency until she was either asleep, between the sheets under a man, or placing delicacies into her salivating maw. All three activities could be easily done from her bed so there she resided, allowing her stewards to run the affairs of state, those who weren't otherwise needed to fulfill her constant yearnings.

Still her fame continued to grow, for when her latest conquests crowed that they had been honored to be in her company, all assumed that they were indeed honored and were not crowing simply to become part of her legion.  And yet honored they were, for she was certainly bestowing wondrous sexual adventures to those who graced her bed.  Few in fact were even aware of her growing roundness, such were her charms.  No, they all left her bedchamber quite content, singing loudly the praise of this most beautiful of all women.

It must have seemed far strange to those who were either at a far distance or otherwise indisposed and unable to venture to Minos and sample of the queen themselves.  Can you imagine?   All the anticipation after hearing time and again, from a thousand discreet lips, of the incredible forays enjoined by the legendary beauty.  

A year passes and then two.  What must it have been like to then finally cross the miles and find yourself at the threshold of her chamber?  Your breath taken away just by the thought of pleasures to come; sharing your wantonness with that most beautiful of all women?  You knock gently and enter into a darkened room, alight by a single candle.  Pausing to let your eyes become accustomed to the dimness your heart seems as if it is trying to break free from your chest.  

As you begin to distinguish shades of gray you spy the large bed, covered by gauze curtains.  Silently you step forward and as you touch the silken curtains, feeling the coolness in your hands, you quietly announce yourself to the queen.  Then, palms beginning to perspire, your heart hammering, you draw back the curtains.  

What then must be your reaction?  Is this some cruel hoax?  Regardless of what visualization your mind's eye concocted for you after all the talk of her astounding beauty and sensuality, how could you possibly be prepared for what now lay before you in total nakedness?  Does your blood run cold?  Does your manhood whimper and shrivel, or is there yet some fantastical allure that continues to draw you to her?

Ah mortal, the choice is yours.  Do you yet partake?  Enjoy the sweet rewards that her body is reported to bestow.  Can you yet breath in the sweet wantonness that her aura pervades, slowly sucking all of the remaining air from the room until you are drowning in a sea of her sensuality?  And yet how can this be, for before you, lying amongst soft pillows and eating figs lies a mountain of flesh, an amplification of the female form.  From the foot of the bed you gaze upon her; from the tips of her painted toes your eyes follow upward in disbelief, as if you cannot help yourself.  To thick dimpled thighs, larger in circumference than a man's waist to the swollen expanse of her immense belly as it rests atop her thighs and then curves upwards in a high arch before meeting two huge fatty protrusions, located somewhat where a woman's breasts might be.  Bulbous at their center they then deflate and fall, flopping towards immense, flabby arms that sway like seaweed in the tide as she places yet another honeyed fruit on her tongue.  She pauses for a moment and a smile forms from somewhere amongst the abundant cheeks and multiple chins.  She takes her other hand and moves it towards her immense belly, rubbing slightly and sending ripples of jelly moving in waves.  

She can reach her belly button but no further, as her stubby arms cannot cover the width of her expanse.  Still, she stirs, becoming more animated as her thighs appear to be moving outwards and yet you can still see nothing but flesh.  In the dimness can your eyes be playing tricks on you, or are you mistaking her lower belly for her thighs?  Can it be that as she has moved her humungus thighs apart her belly has simply fallen into the vacant space, or is it that her thighs are still puddled together even after her attempts to part them?

Regardless, on this night you are faced with a choice.  Are you man enough to choose pleasure?  Oh yes, your libido is built of stern stuff and after travelling all this way it will not allow you to leave without a taste.  'Tis a far strange world you enter, and a journey unexpected and sublime for all its difference.  Yet soon you revel and are swept along by the stream of pure lust that emanates from within the huge countenance.  You can't quite believe all that you are doing, and then you lose the ability to think at all, such is her way.  She demands, she commands and somehow you are only too willing to obey, as if your sole desire is to please her until your heart bursts and you succumb from the effort.  Yet you would wish for no other demise, for having tasted the sweetest perfection you know that all else would pale and you would only pine away the rest of your days for another taste.

And what then?  Afterwards, after she has taken from you all that you can give; after you both are sated far beyond the meaning of the word; what then?  She has bidden you a farewell and you crawl weakly back to your own room to collapse upon your pillows and sleep for days.  You dare not return to her, for you know that her appetite far surpasses your ability to please her, and you dare not let her down.  No, even the thought of such failure chills your soul.  She was satisfied with you.  That is honor enough for a lifetime, even though you shall never boast of it.  

And what of your curious friends back home?  Your confidants who know the where and why of your journey; what do you tell them?  That you have tasted the nectar of the gods themselves.  Perhaps, for that is truth is it not?

But what if they press on for more details?  What then, oh mortal?  You cannot begin to explain, now can you?  And what if they dare to ask the ultimate question, even in all innocence?  Oh how your senses real at just the thought of it!  "And is she as beautiful as they all say?"  By the gods yes!  More beautiful than you can imagine!  Her light shines brighter than all the heavens above.  This is what you must say, so smitten are you.  And yet if they should ask you to describe her, what then?  Surely there are no words that can do so, and that must be your only answer, for she is Helen child of Zeus and deserves no less from you.






**********

It was at this juncture that my beloved sister returned her focus to the lives and ways of man.  She had begun to notice a shortage of alms and a lack of prayer directed her way, which she thought curious.  Being the goddess of love she thought that her divinity was above reproach and immune to the follies and irrationalities of mortals; for after all, they always had need of love.

So she began to seek out a reason for her recent lapse in popularity; and in her search she stumbled across much talk of this most beautiful of women, a veritable goddess herself, who by the giving of her charms could lift a man to the heights of Olympus.  Enraged, my sister sought out more information concerning this charlatan and of course her information led her to Minos.  

Disguising herself as a male suitor, my sister arrived in court; her intention to see and experience this "goddess" herself.  Claiming to be a noble from a far away land she sought out all of the stewards and servants, asking of them whether their lady was comely and fair. To a man they all answered in the affirmative, for unbeknownst to my sister, to do otherwise was to risk certain death.  You see, such were the workings of the court of Minos that Helen needed no decrees.  All in her employ were well aware of her needs and rationalized that their own prosperity and peace would be best served by guaranteeing the satisfaction of those needs.  Therefore there were none at court who would brook any speech concerning Helen's ever increasing girth.  For if the truth ever came out that the queen was very close to total immobility then how could they ever hope to secure her enough manliness to keep her satisfied?  

So they all played the game, and the string of men continued to her door.  Oddly, upon their exit, weak kneed and pasty faced, none spoke ill of her.  It was if by some magic they were all dumbfounded and became blind to her obesity, overwhelmed as they were by her sensuality.

But all this remained hidden from my sister, even in her male disguise.  However finally, after a week of hanging around court and trying to find the right ear, my sister was in line to reap the benefits of Helen's favors firsthand.

She came upon the darkened room and drew back the curtain.  As she stared at the blob of blubber situated upon the bed Helen stopped stuffing her face long enough to gaze at Aphrodite's male disguise and then in a husky voice whisper "such a beauty comes before me this evening."  Then, raising a beefy arm she beckoned her forward grunting "come and mount me, my precious, for here you will find pleasures beyond your reasoning.  Let yourself fall under my sway, and I will lead you to the gates of Olympus."

Upon hearing this blasphemy my sister could contain herself no longer.  "And what, are you then a goddess yourself that you can promise so?" she shreeked.  "Oh false woman, you are no goddess, and you are not the beauty all have sung about.  That you have been compared to me has besmirched my own beauty.  I should smite you where you lay."

My sister then caste aside her male disguise, replacing it with the beautiful feminine visage that she showed to humans.  Red faced, her long fingers clenched into claws, Aphrodite prepared to vaporize the obese mockery lying before her when Helen spoke from her pillows, saying "do what you will to me, I care not.  Long have I sought solace and release from my sufferings, but you will not accuse me of false deeds.  I never proclaimed any glory unto myself.  I have ever been naught but a poor seedling, bandied about on the winds of fate.  That words have been spoken of me I cannot deny, but how could it be that I could control those words?  If you believe me capable of such a feat then you far overestimate me.  Regardless, you may do what you will to this body.  Kill it if you may, for my soul perished years ago and cares not."

It was then that Aphrodite realized that this Helen was that same mortal who had tormented her before by her great beauty.  But then how was this, that this moribund sack of lard was being heralded as a beauty rivaling her own?  She understood the ways of mortals less now than ever.  Frustrated beyond all reason, my sister bellowed and then vanished from the chamber, returning to the heights of Olympus to contemplate what had transpired.

It may have appeared that my sister had in the end taken pity on one who had debased herself so and had seen so much misery in her time.  But no, that would be very unlike her.  No, my sister always had a sweet tooth for vengeance, and as she brooded in her chambers she came to the decision that, since she could not fathom the ways of the mortals, she would make it so that the mortals would not soon be surprising her again with such misguided conceptualizations.  And in so doing she would take get her revenge, even from one who craved death.  Oh yes, this plan was ingenious.

So it was that my sister gathered herself for the casting of a great spell.  She invested several mortal lifetimes worth of manna and lost a part of her own luster in the making, but in the end deemed the cost well worth it.  Under the spell the humans were predisposed to a certain standard of beauty.  Gone was the reverence for childbearing hips, forgotten was the lust for the ample, cushy figure.  No, any figure that even remotely embraced plumpness was to be scorned, replaced by the new icon of beauty, a waiflike creature more akin to a young boy than a woman.  

Aphrodite began appearing before the mortals in just such a visage, as if to further cement their convictions.  She laughed gaily as she witnessed the conversion, and clapped her hands with glee as she watched with triumph the steady decrease in traffic to the port of Minos.  Word spread like wildfire that over the years the fair and comely queen of Minos had gone to fat, and now no self-respecting man would have her, so deeply was their predisposition ingrained.  

My sister looked in on that dark royal chamber one last time, seeing the immense queen alone and abandoned for now none would come to be soothed by her quiet waters.  Helen continued her attempts to fill the dark void inside her, but had become so large that she could no longer feed herself. She continued to imbibe, for the taste of sweetness on her tongue was all that remained in her world, and she held to it as a drowning man holds to a floating log, savoring each bite while breathlessly anticipating the next.

My sister nodded with self satisfaction and looked in on Helen no further, which was fortunate for all concerned as this allowed Zeus to come to Helen's rooms and give her her fill of what had been forbidden her. Taking pity upon her for all her trails he then scooped Helen up and sequestered her in a far corner of the god's territories, far from probing eyes.  There, she was readily available to him, for Zeus reveled in her extreme softness and abundance, and in receiving her pleasures also mirrored them back to Helen.

Let the story end thusly, for, by the grace of Zeus, Helen's darkness was cured and she spent the rest of her days at peace, in a land of love and light, being pleasured by a god who could provide her with infinite rapture.  And while Zeus was otherwise detained she could spend her days being lovingly filled by the many varied sensations of the god's own ambrosia, imbibing her fill in a constant state of ecstasy, for in this feeding she had found and embraced her true nature.

