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The doorbell rang and Cynthia wiped away the tears. Despite everything, she still had some pride and she didn't want anyone to see her like this. She checked herself in the mirror, made a face at her tear-stained eyes and flicked the intercom switch in the kitchen just as the doorbell rang again.

'Yes?' she said.

'Hello,' said a friendly voice. She couldn't see who it was because the camera over the door had broken a while back. If Harvey were still here, he would have fixed it, but he wasn't so it stayed broken. 'I'm not selling anything,' the voice continued, 'I just want to talk to you about Jesus.'

'I don't want to talk to you about anything,' Cynthia said, and went back to the living room, where a sea of tissues and half-empty boxes of chocolates were threatening to engulf the sofa. She'd resisted the urge for twelve whole months, but if ever there was a day to wallow in self pity, then it was today. It had been twelve months since Harvey had commanded her to be faithful and patient and had walked out the door, never to be seen again.  

The memory made her cry a little, but not too much. It had been twelve months and she was beginning to get used to the idea. She'd assumed that the house was his, but just yesterday she had received a letter saying that the rent would be due soon. It was a pity that she hadn't saved a little of the money that had been streaming into her account until a month ago. Then she'd have had enough to pay it. But she hadn't and she couldn't, so the prospect of being homeless very soon was a compounding factor in her misery. Things were starting to get a little desperate.  

The doorbell rang again and this time she wasn't crying. She stomped to the intercom. 'Listen, I don't want to talk about Jesus, Buddha, or the Jedi, do you understand,' she screamed into the microphone.

'That's okay,' said a husky female voice, 'neither do I.'

'Oh, sorry,' Cynthia said and reined in her rage. 'What do you want?'

'I want to speak to Cynthia.'

'Well, she's speaking. What do you want?'

'A friend sent me,' said the voice.

'A friend?' Cynthia said, and sighed. The best thing about losing Harvey had been discovering that her friends were actually wonderful people. They had rallied around her and protected her when she was at her most vulnerable. One of those beautiful creatures had probably remembered what day it was and sent her something to cheer her up. 'Okay, wait there,' she said, and pulled her dressing gown tightly around her.

Cynthia had never been a pajamas person. She found them annoying and an impediment to sleep, which was kind of ironic. She preferred to wear a bathrobe with nothing underneath. In the old days, Harvey insisted she walk around the house naked, or wear a tight maid's uniform with strategic bits cut out. But now she was on her own, she opted for comfort over sex appeal. 

Of late, she'd been wearing her big, fluffy, pink robe with an embroidered bunny on the pocket because it was warm and hid a multitude of chocolate-inspired sins. Usually, Cynthia was fussy when it came to sweets but she had been hitting them a bit harder than usual of late and not hitting the gym at all so, while she hadn't quite exploded, she had definitely developed a few curves. 

She pressed her face against the peephole and almost fell over in surprise. There was a beautiful, stately woman standing on her doorstep. An incredibly beautiful woman. She was tall, with long, auburn hair that fell in tight curls down to her shoulders. Her breasts were full, her legs were long, and her hips slender. And she was carrying what looked like flowers and a box of Cynthia's favorite chocolates - the sort that she rarely ate because they lightened the bank balance more than they weighted down the butt. 

'Hang on a minute,' Cynthia called, rushed to the bathroom and rushed back almost a different woman. Gone was the pink bathrobe and in its place was a blue satin one that didn't even have a pocket, let alone a bunny embroidered on it. Gone were the flip-flops, replaced by delicate sandals. She composed herself a moment and threw open the door. 

She was even more beautiful when not being viewed through a peephole, and she was carrying a vibrantly colored bunch of dahlias - Cynthia's favorite - and, yes, a very expensive box of chocolates. Normally, Cynthia was not short of a word or two, but she'd been celibate a long time now and the woman standing on her doorstep looked like the sort of woman an omnipotent God would create with a very specific purpose in mind. Cynthia swallowed and hoped that she wasn't drooling.

The woman smiled, put the chocolates in the same hand as the flowers and reached out to pull an errant candy wrapper from Cynthia's hair. 

Cynthia was very proud of the fact that she didn't curl up and die at this point. 'Are those for me?' she said, in a voice that sounded in her ears like the sounds a cat would make while being strangled.

'Yes, who else?'

'How nice. You don't look like a delivery boy, well, not the ones we usually get around here,' she heard herself saying. A small part of her brain was trying to shut her mouth, but was having limited success because the inertia of stupid was too great. 'Less pimples,' she heard herself add, 'and you've got really nice breasts and you're not wearing pants falling around your knees.' 

'That's probably because I'm not a delivery boy,' the beautiful woman said. 

'Who are they from?' Cynthia asked, and gestured woodenly to the flowers and chocolates.

'They're from me,' she said, and handed them to Cynthia. 'Can I come in?'

'Um, no. No you can't. I'm sorry, I know you've probably been sent by a friend of mine to cheer me up, but this is almost cruel. No, sorry.'

The woman smiled and Cynthia did her best not to buckle at the knees. 

'Why is it cruel?'

'Because you're so, you know, very beautiful.'

The woman blushed and Cynthia felt her resolve weaken even further.

'My name is Emilia,' she said and extended a delicate but surprisingly large hand for Cynthia to shake. Cynthia reached out gingerly and clasped it politely. 

'You already know I'm Cynthia,' she said. 'It's been nice to meet you and thanks for the flower and chocolates.'

'You're welcome,' Emilia said. 'Enjoy them.'

They stood looking at one another for a moment, and then Cynthia realized she hadn't let go of the woman's hand. It appeared that her hand had made a unilateral decision that it wanted to keep holding Emilia's hand, and nothing Cynthia could do or say would change that.  

'Are you sure I can't come in?' she said.

'Oh, okay,' Cynthia said, caving in to the myriad demands made by her body. Everything was tingling, and it had been twelve whole months since any part of her had tingled in company. 'But if you're here to kill me, can I ask that you do it quickly and with as little pain as possible.'

'What makes you think I'm here to do something like that?' Emilia said and gently led Cynthia into the lounge room. Cynthia suddenly realized what was happening and rushed off to try to tidy up, but she may as well have tried to drink the ocean through a straw. 

'Sorry it's so messy. I wasn't expecting anyone.' 

Don't worry about it,' Emilia said, and wandered into the kitchen. She came back a moment later with the flowers in a vase and looked for a place to put them, but everything was covered by a fine layer of mess.

'Look, I'm really sorry, but I wasn't expecting anyone and it's a bad day,' Cynthia said, and moved to take the vase from Emilia, but she refused to let it go.

'Is not expecting guests really a valid reason for this,' she said and gestured towards Cynthia's half-eaten breakfast quietly curdling in its bowl.

Cynthia blushed and a tingle began between her legs and shivered up her spine. 'No,' she heard herself say in a very small voice.

'You're right, it isn't. So what are you going to do about it?'

'Clean it up?' Cynthia said. Her nipples were getting in on the tingling now. A small voice at the back of her mind told her that having this strange woman in the house was wrong, but after twelve months of celibacy, the rest of her body shouted it down.  

'Is that enough, though?' Emilia said, and put the vase down onto the messy table. 'Will cleaning this mess stop you from doing it again?'

'Yes! Yes it will,' Cynthia blurted out. 'I won't do it again. I promise! Please!'

'I don't believe you,' Emilia said, 'so I'm going to make sure you remember to clean up after yourself. Is that okay with you?'

'Yes, you're right. I need to be taught a lesson.'

Emilia took her hand and led her to the end of the table where she bent Cynthia over and spanked her, first through her bathrobe and panties and then on her bare ass. Her surprisingly strong hands pressed and squeezed Cynthia's willing flesh, and long fingers penetrated deep into her tingling vagina. Once she had conducted a thorough digital reconnaissance of Cynthia's nether regions, Emilia stood her up and slapped her breasts through her open bathrobe. Once they were nice and red, Cynthia was forced onto her knees and Emilia lifted her skirts to reveal a waxed and wet pussy. Cynthia lifted her hand to to stroke Emilia's beautiful vagina, which earned her a sharp slap. 

'Just your mouth,' she said, so Cynthia ran her tongue up and down the lips before pushing her tongue between and onto Emilia's clitoris. This continued for a while, but Emilia finally grabbed Cynthia by the
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