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The story so far

Helen’s dream holiday on a secluded tropical island off the Queensland coast has gone disastrously off-script. She has been seduced by her sultry hostess Selena and trapped into mortifying sexual subjection, and right before her honeymoon with her new husband Uli.

When Selena’s brother Karl unexpectedly turns up, it seems that Helen’s situation can only become more complicated. Fanned by her merciless mistress, the young captive’s libido is now running on high, and she finds herself lusting for this fair-haired dolphin whisperer. Not just lusting either. She is in fact deeply attracted to his endearing mix of boyish charm and worldly experience. But unlike his sister, Karl is taking a very moral stance and won’t give in to Helen’s increasingly explicit overtures.

To make matters worse, Helen has now learned that her perfect husband may not be quite that flawless, after all. Did he not, a decade ago, betray his close friend Karl, steal his fiancée and set up his medical practice on the girl’s fortune? And did he not, when his young wife relapsed into drugs, cut her loose without a second thought?

And then, there are those bizarre wet dreams. Like the one in which Helen is squealing her pig’s head off as she bonks a bull-nosed fire-breathing Karl. What is a horny damsel to make of that? Isn’t it a fairly obvious sign that her feelings, and her crotch, are pulling her the wrong way? Or is it perhaps, as Karl explains, a way to reconcile the irreconcilable and allow her to transition to a new phase in her life?

As for Selena’s brother, he too is fighting his own sweet demons in saucy dreamland. He had sworn, after the fiasco of his engagement, that he would not risk the pain of loving again. Well, here he is in a knight’s armour, by the old forest pond, talking to a perfect replica of Helen that has popped out of a levitating swan’s egg. A sexy-as-hell Helen, who is flaunting her magnetic pussy while claiming to be the cutie from Troy. And a skilful-as-a-goddess Helen, who wields a bow like a pro and shoots an unerring arrow into his heart. As he collapses to the ground with a beatific smile, the dolphin man realizes something about this enchanting blonde. Something he did not want to acknowledge.

She is the one – the one he has been yearning for.
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Cloaked in a golden glow, a trio of sunset-bathers are relaxing on a house deck, sipping wine – the only ritual transaction which has survived from the routine that once enthralled the fair-haired woman in their midst. They have been very quiet for the past few minutes, seemingly deep in thought. Now and again, the distant screech of a cockatoo floats across the coloured clouds like a squiggle of jarring notes.

‘You should definitely be here tomorrow when Uli turns up.’ Selena has broken the silence, although she is still gazing over the rim of her glass at the crescent of a palm leaf.

‘I’m not sure that’s such a great idea,’ replies her brother. ‘It’s really between Helen and Uli now, isn’t it? They need to talk things out. You can drop me off on the mainland on your way to get your guest.’

‘Karl, this thing has gone way beyond Helen and Uli. I’m involved, you’re involved.’

‘I’m involved?’

‘Yes, you are. In more ways than one. Don’t tell me you’re insensitive to Helen’s charms. I won’t believe it.’ Selena is eyeing her next of kin intently.

His mind flashes back to the dark forest pond, to the blissful ache that was lodged in his chest when he woke up, a little fuzzy-headed, wondering what the hell he was doing there with his nose in the grass, his feet in the water and his dick out of his shorts. Wondering, too, what he was supposed to make of those muddled memories of a heart-piercing Ilium beauty.

Try as he might, the fragments in his mind were impossible to stitch together in a coherent whole. A levitating egg, a hand playing with an engorged pussy, a batch of ripples in a pond, a mysterious woman uncurling like a plant, an arrow planted in his chest, kaleidoscopic Helen faces brightened by raunchy smiles … totally confusing. And yet, how could he deny that flooding recognition, evident and beautiful in its simplicity? How could he ignore what his heart was telling him? And he would be a fool, as well as an arrant liar, to pretend it does not still feel beautifully real. Exquisitely palpable. Divinely necessary.

He is not sure how to play this, though.

‘Well, I … she … that’s …’

Helen too is watching him with undisguised interest.

‘Your incoherence speaks volumes, brother.’

‘And what if it was true? Still doesn’t make it right for me to be here. Helen and Uli need to talk alone.’

‘You’re running, Karl.’

‘I’m not!’

‘You’re running, I can feel it.’

‘Look, Selena, if you’re referring to what happened back then, what else is there to say? Why would I confront the guy? To exact some sort of revenge? He was a shitty friend, but it was Alicia’s choice in the end, wasn’t it?’

‘Was it, now?’

‘Of course it was.’

‘But you know how vulnerable she was.’

Karl is silent.

‘There is something else you should know, too. I never spoke before, because I thought it wouldn’t help. Alicia was dead anyway.’

Karl looks at Selena questioningly, but she seems in no hurry to continue.

‘What is it? Spit it out, will you?’

‘Dear dear, you have the patience of a young buck. Well, when I met Alicia in that café, she spilled a painful little secret.’

Selena brings her vintage Bordeaux to her lips and samples the wine without haste.

‘That night Uli got her head and panties in a spin, while you were away. It wasn’t a simple conquest. Not even a simple intoxication by alcohol. He spiked her drink and filmed her having sex with him – and with two of his mates. All three Lotharios were wearing masks. Horse’s masks.’

‘He what?’

The bombshell announcement hits Karl in the guts. He hadn’t expected that one. He gapes at his sister in total disbelief for a moment, unable to connect her attractive face with the words that have just issued from her lips. Then his thoughts click back into play mode. Who could’ve guessed Uli would go that far – cross that line. The slimy cockroach. The foul piece of dung. The … he glances at Helen, who has spilled half her wine. Like him two seconds ago, she is staring at Selena with saucer eyes and a gaping mouth, obviously still in shock.

‘Then he threatened to plaster the video all over the web,’ continues Selena, unperturbed. ‘It would have ruined her, of course, on top of screwing up her chances of any high-profile career. She was about to sign a deal with the ABC, by the way. I don’t think you ever knew.’

A short pause. ‘Guess what the price of his discretion was.’

‘Don’t tell me she had to marry him.’

‘Bull’s eye. No pre-nup or anything, naturally. And she had to drop the whole career thing too, to become the perfect little homemaker. No more anchoring for Ms Alicia, with or without Uli. What you call a lose-lose situation, I believe. Anyway, he got the money and he got the trophy wife. He made it clear the cash was a major motivation. Setting up a practice can be so costly these days.’

Selena takes another sip at her wine.

‘When she started taking drugs again, he distanced himself very quickly. Having a junkie wife wasn’t good for his image. The day I met her, he’d told her they were through. He was asking for a divorce. Three-quarters of her assets, or else her cute face, and more, would be on everyone’s laptop. Well, he got an even better deal in the end.’

‘A better deal,’ echoes Karl sardonically. The lure of the glorious cash. That, in fact, is no surprise. He always knew that big bucks and status pulled on Uli’s mind like a horseshoe magnet. Easy to tell from the way his flawed buddy kept harping on about the pool-equipped palace he was going to live in later.

Karl gazes at the shadowy ocean, his mind a temporary blank. Then he snaps out of his contemplation, turns to Helen and places a sympathetic hand on her shoulder. She is crying softly.
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Selena has reclined in her seat. She is watching Helen with keen eyes and is busy deciding, by the looks of it, whether she should speak further.

‘There’s more, I’m afraid,’ she says at last. ‘I’ve been carrying out my own modest investigations over the past couple of months. Was curious to find out what sort of upright citizen Dr Weinberger had turned out to be, after all this time. And what sort of sweet young thing he had married. Who was the lucky girl filling Alicia’s shoes?’

She smiles at Helen, who still seems disconsolate.

‘I hired someone to do my snooping, as I’m rather busy myself. Hope you’ll forgive me for intruding on your privacy, but it was for your own good. As it turns out, Uli’s even busier than me. Ever wondered why he was always staying so late at the office?’

Selena takes Helen’s silence as a licence to continue.

‘To be blunt, without being too graphic, you could say he’s taking his gynaecological duties very seriously. And giving some of his clients thorough examinations, not to mention his secretary. Your husband has a very active social life, honey. Nothing wrong with that in and of itself, of course. But well, you can have too much of a good thing. And as I pointed out to you before, I think, you have to have style. Commit to what you’re doing, celebrate it. Doing it like a mangy mutt behind your bride’s back, pretending all the while to be a moral pillar of the community, doesn’t qualify in my book.’

Helen has stopped crying. Clearly, there is only so much shock you can feel. Her eyes stray to the dark outline of the palms.

‘You look confused, honey,’ says Selena with what appears to be genuine concern.

‘I think I’m mostly angry.’

‘You have a right to be.’

‘How could he cheat on me so brazenly? How could he? And the way he screwed up Alicia’s life. Such a snake. Hiding behind this charming front of love and consideration. A lie, it’s all been a great big flipping lie!’

She grunts in frustration.

‘Oh! I’ve been such a mug. So naive. I’ve been played so easily. How could I be so stupid?’

‘Don’t be too hard on yourself. You’re not the first, and you won’t be the last girl to fall head over heels for a false brand of gallantry. And philandering husbands come a dime a dozen.’

‘I know it sounds lame,’ offers Karl, ‘but it’s not such a bad thing to be angry. Much better than pulling your hair in despair.’

Helen looks at him. Her eyes are still sparkling from the tears.

‘I’m angry, I’m hurt, I’m … I don’t know what I am.’

Anger rarely comes in a pure package.
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