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Maid To Order - Memoirs Of A Submissive Maid
- Part One: Meeting Her Mistress


It was a dull Wednesday morning as Laura
Woodward sat in her lounge with her husband Gerald, sipping piping
hot coffee to wake her up as hubby went through the mail.



“Anything interesting, hun?” she asked timidly, knowing how
irritable he could be in the morning.



“A bill...another bill...insurance....another bill...” he
droned in his slightly tedious way. Laura was just about to tune
out when he said, “Oh, handwritten writing, how very
exciting...” he said, sardonically, tearing open the envelope
impatiently and reading it out.



“You have been cordially invited to a dinner party this Saturday
night at the residence of Heather Cartwright! I’m throwing an
anniversary party, it’s been ten years since I tied the knot with
Gordon and so we wanted to celebrate with you all! Or those of you
we like, anyway!



If you can make it, please RSVP!”



Laura’s eyes lit up. “A party this Saturday! Fantastic! It will
be the first night out in ages! Oh....about time!”she
exclaimed, having endured a particularly dull period with Gerald
lately.



He couldn’t have sounded less excited as he replied, “Oh
right...yes, I suppose it has been a while. I was hoping to take
you out soon, just been busy at work. You know how it is. But we
can go...if you want....”.



“I do want! You’ve been saying you’ll take me out for months!
I’ve been patient Gerald...so patient....anyway, send back the RSVP
and I’ll get my hair and nails done.” she shot back, irritated
by his passionless personality.

 


She wondered why she’d married someone quite
so sensible, but her parents had pressured her into marrying
someone with a career ahead of them. He certainly had the career,
but it was obvious that she was always second best in his
priorities.



By the Saturday night she had spoilt herself to a manicure and
haircut at the local salon and was feeling attractive and sexy
again. She was naturally pretty with long, lustrous red hair and
she chose a slinky, tight fitting black dress which she knew she
looked good in. Things had been rather sedate in the bedroom with
Gerald lately; not non-existent sex but simply lacklustre, mediocre
sex which was even more disappointing in a way.



Gerald dressed up in a smart suit and for the first time Laura felt
like they looked like a couple. She straightened his tie for him
and they left for Heather’s house a mile away. Heather was socially
affluent, knowing everyone worth knowing in the local area and so
it promised to be an interesting evening.



As they pulled in the vast stone driveway, they saw the front door
open and Heather wandered out in a silver sequined gown, looking
very glamorous. She greeted them inside and led them to the dining
room where around thirty people were sat round a lengthy table that
stretched to the end of the room. Laura felt glad they had dressed
for the occasion as she perused the beautiful women in the room and
she felt pleased that she didn’t feel out of place.



Heather led Laura and Gerald to their seats and Laura was rather
taken by an attractive woman with jet black long hair in a velvet
dark blue dress which was rather low cut, framing an inviting
looking cleavage. Laura considered herself straight but she
couldn't help be taken in by the sexual energy this brunette lady
seemed to exude. As she sat down, she was pleased that Heather was
not sat far away, feeling a little more relaxed.



Heather was the perfect host, gradually introducing everyone to
each other with just the right amount of background info to keep
the evening flowing. As she worked her way around the table, Laura
felt butterflies in her stomach as she made eye contact with the
brunette woman sat directly opposite her. A shy smile played on her
lips and then she suddenly felt the urge to check her cutlery was
set straight.



“Laura...I’d like to introduce you to our star guest this
evening, as you and Gerald are probably the only guests here who
don’t know who she is!” explained Heather.



Laura glanced at Gerald who looked predictably blank then back at
Heather, suddenly feeling very socially naive.



“The glamorous and gorgeous woman opposite you, Laura, is Denise
DeVille. She’s a very successful erotica author and we are very
proud to have her here tonight! She’s published over 150 stories
and, believe me, some of them are hot!” continued Heather,
theatrically fanning her face with her hand and Denise smiled
knowingly, then smiled at Laura directly.



Laura blushed a deep shade of crimson and beamed back at Denise,
feeling a little overwhelmed you her unspoken charisma. She just
seemed to have a compelling sexual aura that had Laura transfixed.
She suddenly wanted to know everything about Denise Deville, but it
had to wait as the catering staff hired for the evening began
serving the three course meal.



Laura had to wait till dessert until she heard more about Denise,
as Heather brought her into a conversation about whether Fifty
Shades Of Grey was any good either as a series of books or
films.



“Denise, what did you think of the books?” asked Heather,
knowing this was the perfect entree into the conversation having
been mysteriously quiet so far. Denise had simply enjoyed letting
others have the limelight, feeling slightly bemused to be
introduced as if she were famous. She had a sizeable audience,
certainly, but her taboo, very naughty stories were enjoyed behind
locked bedroom doors, not generally discussed in public.



“I’m afraid I’m not much of a fan of the writing in those books,
but I can understand why they appealed to so many women. It’s a
truism that very few are willing to admit - women are excited by
the idea of being dominated and being submissive.” she said,
and looked straight at Laura.



Laura looked down at her plate, blushing. “Why did she look at
me when she said that?”, Laura thought to herself. It’s not
like she’d ever read those books though she’d been intrigued by the
storyline. The fact that domination and submission excited her was
not something she was prepared to admit to herself yet...but it
seemed like Denise could see within her somehow.



She looked up again and listened intently as Denise intelligently
explained that female submission is something deeply ingrained in
our nature, however much the feminists try to deny it. And so the
popularity of those books and films were a result of women
responding to their repressed inner desires rather than the
literary or cinematic merits of Fifty Shades Of Grey.



Heather looked round the table and laughed nervously, seeing as her
middle class dinner party had become rather more risqué than she
had intended. But as she looked round at fascinated faces, she
realized this was better than a dull evening where people hardly
spoke.



Another lady, Tamara, replied, “Denise, I think you make a very
good point. I tried reading the books and didn’t find them erotic
at all. But I have a confession...I’m a fan of your submission
stories which I did find extremely erotic! There, I said it, I’m a
taboo erotica fan!”



Laura couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She’d expected this to
be such a tedious evening of tepid socializing but here they were
discussing BDSM sex and taboo erotica! She looked at Gerald who did
not appear comfortable.



Denise smiled and responded, “I’m very glad my work hit the spot
for you, I do aim to please. And there’s plenty more on the
way!”



Gerald suddenly loudly coughed and said, “I’m terribly sorry
Heather, but I’m afraid Laura and myself will have to leave early,
I have terrible indigestion unfortunately....”.



This was news to Laura and she could see that Gerald was simply a
prude and offended by any mention of sex at the dinner table. She
was irritated that she was expected to leave just because he wanted
to and this time felt she had to say something.



“Oh sorry if you have indigestion darling, but I’m rather
enjoying the evening. Perhaps you can drive home and I’ll just walk
later? It’s only a mile and the weather is mild.” she said and
Gerald was dumbfounded by what he regarded as insolence.



“Walk home in your heels? Are you mad, Laura?” he exclaimed,
embarrassing her.



“I’ll take them off!” she countered, feeling flushed.



Suddenly, Denise intervened. “I’d be happy to drop Laura off, I
can drive as I’ve not been drinking except for one glass...it isn’t
a problem at all!”



Heather was grateful for this resolution as she couldn’t bear ill
feeling during her social gatherings. “There we are, the problem
is resolved! I’m sorry that you’re leaving early,
Gerald....”.



Gerald had no comeback now and knew he was defeated. He decided to
save his rage for when Laura returned home later, wiped his mouth
with a napkin, said “Thank you for the meal and hospitality,
Heather....I bid you all a good evening.”



With that, he stood up from his seat and left the house, his anger
noticeable by the roaring engine of his car as he drove off. Laura
looked at Denise with an impish grin, feeling proud that she’d
stood up to her husband for once.



Denise gave her a knowing smile back, pleased to get a chance to be
alone with this beautiful young woman. Denise was a bisexual woman
in her late forties and she had a natural instinct for detecting
sexual repression. She could instantly tell Laura was frustrated in
the bedroom by her body language towards her banal husband. As soon
as he had left, the atmosphere lightened and Denise thought to
herself, “the mood hoover has left the building!”



An hour later and the dinner party was coming to a close. Laura
began getting butterflies in her stomach at the thought of a car
ride home with an erotica writer, whose charisma made her feel a
little intimidated and overwhelmed in a way she didn’t understand
yet.



They thanked Heather for a wonderful meal and one by one the guests
said their farewells, Heather thanking everyone for their company
effusively. Denise said goodbye at the door with Laura following
behind and she led the way to an expensive looking maroon coloured
car. Even her car is sexy, Laura thought to herself.



Denise opened the passenger door and Laura stepped inside, feeling
nervous as she sat on the plush leather seat. Denise got in and
they drove off, the sexual tension in the car palpable. Laura
wanted to break the stifling silence but no words would come out of
her mouth. Denise was toying with her, teasing her by driving in
silence along the dark country roads.



She knew she didn’t have much time though and said suddenly,
“Things are not good in the bedroom with Gerald, are they
Laura?”



Laura tensed, not expecting such a sudden, intimate question.



“No....how did you know?”



“I’m not just an erotic writer, I’m a sexual psychologist. I can
just tell these things. You’re with the wrong partner and you’re
just staying with him out of fear. Am I wrong?”



Laura felt vulnerable and exposed and spluttered, “No...you’re
not wrong. Just hard to talk about...as we’ve only just met. But
somehow you can read me like a book....”.



“Yes, I can. I’m sorry if you find my insight difficult, but I
can tell you also that you would be much happier as a sexual
submissive. Perhaps you don’t even realize it yourself yet...but I
just know....” explained Denise calmly.



“I do have these fantasies....about being taken by other
men...serving them sexually...I feel so guilty that I shower
afterwards every time I imagine it.....” she said, never having
told anyone that.



Suddenly, Denise turned off the main road, down a dirt track road
with overarching trees. Laura didn’t know what was happening and
felt a little panicked.



“Where are we going? This isn’t the way to my
place...”.



“Relax, Laura...just taking you somewhere we can be
private....”.



A minute later Denise parked the car up in a clearing, the warm,
humid summer night lit by a myriad of winking stars. Laura felt
tense but excited, her breathing short.



“Laura...I’d like to give you a sexual awakening...you may not
even consider yourself bisexual but I’m very attracted to you...you
deserve to know the pleasures of sex, I can tell you’ve never truly
known them....am I right?”



Laura took a deep breath and replied, “Yes...and I’m attracted
to you...I’ve never been attracted to a woman before...but you....I
am so attracted to....”. She then turned her head to look at
Denise. Before she knew it their soft lips were touching and she
was kissing a woman for the first time. Shivers ran up and down her
spine like fingers along the strings of a harp and she felt her
nipples throb and harden inside her 34b bra.



They shared a languorous, tentative kiss, Denise being gentle with
Laura knowing it was her first sapphic experience. She placed her
hand on her thigh and rubbed gently as they tenderly kissed. Laura
had never known a sensual sensation like it.



Their tongues slowly explored each other’s mouths and they let them
swirl and entwine
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