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Fiona: The Kitchen Maid

SHE IS AN OLDER WOMAN, BUT NO MAN OF ANY AGE COULD
BE BLIND TO HER CHARMS.

Fiona is buxom, rounded and as sweet as an Italian
brunette angel can be. I am 10 years her junior at 21 and this is
the first time that I have seen her in 2 years, since moving to
Rome for university and not returning for my summer and winter
holidays as I wished to enjoy some of the city's 'entertainments',
which could not be found on the estate (or so I had thought).
Overall, I am solidly impressed with the changes in her.

Father leans out the window above me and smiles down
at my watchful pose.

"Are you admiring the flowers, son?" he asks
wistfully.

I chuckle quietly and glance up at him.

"They are splendid this time of year, aren't
they?"

The older man draws his eyes to Fiona. She is
tending the small garden that grows fresh herbs for the kitchen. He
will never partake of the fruits of his own estate in the way that
I would, given an opportune moment, but it is clear that if a
chance arouse he would be sorely tempted.

Sighing after a period of contemplative enjoyment,
he looks back down to where I am sitting out on the patio with a
science book tucked along the side of the chair - forgotten from
the time that Fiona left the kitchen to do her chores.

"Your mother wants you to go into the city and buy
some cheese. The Millers have a special of some sort and she wants
to take advantage of it."

I shift my shoulders uncomfortably on the seat and
look up at the man with a grimace. The man keeps on grinning.
Father knows that I thoroughly hate the Millers - each and every
member of the family, from young to old - as much as anyone can
hate anything. This must be some punishment from mother for not
coming home often enough. I get to my feet with a lethargy that is
not all physical.

"If I must..."

Tramping past the vines, I come to the large triple
garage where my father stores his toys. There is a new fancy
looking sports car parked up front and I eye that with
appreciation, knowing full well that the old man will never let me
touch it until the day he dies.

The work ute has the keys sitting in it. I turn them
in the ignition and pull out only to find Fiona waiting.

"Are you going into town, Jack?"

She has never called me 'master' or some other
formality like the other servants when we are alone. I always found
that strange, but looking at her now I am glad for that little
allowance on her part.

"I am. Do you need something?"

"A lift would be nice. I need to do some
shopping."

My hand caresses the gear stick for a moment and I
smile widely. I guess this isn't going to be as painful as I
thought it would be.

"Then your ride awaits."

She gets inside with a whoosh of her long black
skirt. I note that her ankles are slim and her socks short enough
to show them. Certainly I have seen more of many women's bodies
than this, but it is the fact that I can see no more and yet can
imagine SO MUCH more that turns my groin to stone.

"Where to go first?" I ask.

"To Garbles."

Garbles is a small countryside supermarket popular
among the furthest reaches of society, such as the small yet
extraordinarily wealthy town that we live in.

"Of course."

I put my foot to the accelerator and we rush down
the lane that leads past the worker's living quarters and out to
the large road leading into town.

"It has been two years since I saw you last, Fiona,"
I announce.

"Has it? I barely noticed the passing of time."

"I have. You have blossomed. I wonder why."

She blushes and her hands tighten on the fabric of
her skirt a little.

"It is the new diet. I have been exercising and some
of the weight has come off."

"Some, you say? It looks like a lot. What inspired
you to change, if I may ask?"

"My husband and I have divorced."

"Divorced? Really? I feel sorry for you."

"Don't be, Jack. He wasn't a good man."

I nod. Perhaps I am not a good man either in many
ways, but I know that look. A woman's heart should be cherished,
whether with lies or with truths. This man did not understand the
finer points of how something as fragile and wonderful as a woman
should be treated. I have no such issues.

"That is too bad. Are you lonely for a man's company
sometimes?"

"Occasionally. I have many friends among the workers
and townspeople, but it is hard to meet eligible men around
here."

"As is understandable considering the population. I
hope you won't move away. The family would miss you."

Her eyes come up to crinkle a little on the last
comment. She did not miss what was offered.

"I have no plans to leave. I like the lifestyle
here. It is better than the city."

I forget that Fiona was originally from the city. It
has been so long since I have really thought about her that a lot
of what I used to know has disappeared in the hundreds or hours of
maths equations that my area of future expertise requires. It is
almost like discovering her anew.

We drive in silence for awhile, each preoccupied
with our own thoughts. I am certain now that Fiona has an interest
in easing her desires, but I don't know if I can be the one to do
that. The thing is that there is a wide social gulf sitting between
us: Worker and employer; wealthy and not so; upper class man and
working class woman. So much in our way, in the way of properly
male-female expression, yet these are not things that I haven't
overcome in the past. I am familiar with this with my first lover,
my own personal tutor, who gave herself to me against the study
desk she taught me at just two months after my 18th birthday. It
was the culmination of a full year's effort to reach that point
with her and I will always think of her fondly, whoever she might
be tutoring and wherever she might be finding success.

"I'll only be a minute," Fiona says as we stop
outside the small supermarket and she heads in.

I wait, considering, thinking and wondering. What
would it be like to make love to a woman so much older and
experienced than I? The women of Rome are not easy by any man's
standards. It is like forcing the gates of a rusty graveyard at
times with those ladies. Personally, I have always been partial to
the understanding of older women and their willingness to delve
deeply into the acts of romance. It is just more sensible overall
and all that like older women surely understand that experience
counts much more than looks or youth could ever do as long as the
woman is of proper physical standing, as Fiona most certainly
is.

"Sorry to keep you waiting."

I shake my head and glance over with a mock
yawn.

"It is a woman's way, isn't it?"

She gives me a smile and my day brightens. Someone
has seen a dentist. The whiteness of her teeth speaks of
cleanliness. If she has not had a lover touch her mouth with his...
Ah, I am hard all over again.

"Where do you have to go?" she asks, one eye
twitching as she notes that my black trousers are having some
difficulties.

"The Millers."

"Oh."

She knows of my distaste.

"If you want I can go in and get your mother's
order."

I chuckle.

"I am a man, my lady. No greater force exists than
my will." My smirk catches her off guard. "I am ready for whatever
those devils might throw my way."

It turns out that it isn't much in the end. Mrs.
Miller just stares at me from behind the counter as I pick up
various items with Fiona taking them into a basket at my side. I
pay, leave and end up shaking my head in disbelief. All the woman
said was "You've gotten taller." I used to break her windows in
wars with her sons. Times really have changed.

We drive back towards the house.

"Is it ok if we stop at my room?" Fiona asks, "I
need to pick up some kitchenware I borrowed for a cake I made."

"You made a cake?"

"Yes, I like baking."

"Sounds interesting. Do you have any left?"

She smiles sweetly.

"Would you like to try some?"

"That would be nice."

The drive back takes very little time as there is no
traffic and I am careful to park the ute between her small one
bedroom house and the gardener's larger three bedroom place, so
that none of the other workers might suspect what else other than
cake may be eaten today.

I stroll around after her as she hustles to the
door. There is a crate of wine on the back of the ute and I
stealthily pop a bottle out to take with me. A little lubrication
of the mind can do wonders in these situations.

Inside, I find that she has a small table with two
seats and a semi-made bed. The walls have photos and mementos here
and there and the focus seems to be more on the kitchen, which is
rather extensive, than any other type of entertainment.

"Do you like jazz?" she asks, picking up a
remote.

"I have a fondness."

Fiona puts on a track and heads over to the large
new looking fridge. I put the bottle on the table and lean against
it.

"Your home is lovely," I say, absentmindedly
glancing towards the bed.

"Thank you. I try hard to make it welcoming."

I grin. Her bottom pushed out towards me as she
leans into the refrigerator in search of something tasty is
'welcoming' to my eyes.

"That's nice."

She turns and I hide the lewd look in my eyes with a
big smile directed at the cake in her hands.

"That's a lovely cake," I say, trying very hard to
not notice how her black dress is now clinging to her large bosom
thanks to the chill of the fridge.

"It tastes even better."

I take a seat and she notes the bottle.

"Jack..."

"Just a glass. I will write it off as broken on the
roster later."

My eyes turn to the clock.

"We have many hours until dinner and one won't
hurt."

I see her think it through. What could be the
harm?

"Alright."

She gets two glasses, a set of cutlery and plates
and a corkscrew. I open the bottle and pour a generous helping for
both of us as she cuts some cake from the main piece for us to
enjoy.

"It has an orange base," she tells me as she hands
me mine.

My fingers run along hers. An orange base sounds
nice - just as her warm, soft skin feels good on my fingers. I take
some up and pop it into my mouth.

"Delicious!"

It truly is. This is much better than what we get
for desert. She has been hiding her talents - or perhaps mother has
been stifling them with her strict rule over what is eaten in her
house.

Fiona blushes.

"It is not so good..."

I take her hand and hold it firmly in my own.

"It is wonderful," I assure her empathetically.

Her eyes go wide and she looks to my hands on hers.
They are much bigger and stronger than her fragile one's.

"Then... Let's enjoy it!" she
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