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ROLE-PLAY REVERSAL


Chris Westlake


The final curtain had been drawn an hour ago. The actors and actresses had left the stage, removed both make-up and pretences, and reluctantly returned to their real lives. She only came back because she had forgotten something. The door to the changing room was pushed open. She stopped dead in her tracks, stunned motionless by what she saw. Naked buttocks pressed against the dressing table. Long ebony thighs were spread wide. Greedy hands pushed and directed towards a waiting lap. The girl looked up, pouted her lips; released a husky laugh. Emily turned on her heels. A second laugh could be heard from the room she had just left. She had no idea who had been between those beautifully parted thighs, only that the laugh was most definitely female.


Emily Johnson joined the amateur dramatics two years before, shortly after her fortieth birthday. At first the roles were small and undemanding. This was her biggest to date. The production was set in rural England during the fifties. She played a rich, spoilt housewife, pampered by her hardworking, loyal black maid.


It felt strange playing such a pompous, demanding bitch. Emily was usually the one who wouldn’t say boo to a goose. She would have joined the amateur dramatics years ago if her husband hadn’t insisted that she stay at home and cater for his every need. And here she was, bullying a sweet naive maid who would not dare to disobey her. It was strange, but exciting.


Deana played the maid. Once the curtains were drawn, she could not have been more different from her character. The long plain dress and flat black shoes were replaced by six-inch high heels and skirts which showed off her long legs. The quiet, demure persona was replaced by a loud, sassy girl with seemingly no inhibitions. Deana was definitely full of fun and mischief.


And never more so since Emily had caught her on the dressing table with her panties down, those long legs spread wide.


The following evening, Emily prepared for the next show. She stared at her reflection in the mirror as the make-up girl, Natasha, brushed her long brown hair into place. She could hear but not see Deana. Then she came into view, strutting unashamedly in just high heels and a black skirt that barely covered the curve of her ample ass. Emily was struck by the full, upturned breasts and the astonishing darkness of her nipples. There was a silver ring in her right bud, which just seemed to demand attention. Emily felt unexpected heat stirring through her loins. It had been a long time. Deana caught her staring.


“Coming out with us girls tonight, Emily?” she asked.


Emily felt her face flush. She had never been asked out with the girls before. “I can’t tonight. My husband is expecting me home. But thank you for asking.”


Deana continued undressing, pulling off her little skirt, revealing a pair of silk black knickers underneath. She looked at Emily in the mirror and winked. “I’m going to get you out one of these days, Ms Johnson, even if it’s just ‘out of the closet’!”


Natasha sensed Emily’s embarrassment. “Don’t worry about her,” she said, tying Emily’s hair into a bun. “She is such a tease.”


It felt stranger than usual on stage that night. Deana stared at her with sweet innocent eyes as she obeyed her every command. Emily recalled the lust that had filled the same eyes only the night before. They had not looked so innocent when she was getting licked out on the dressing-room table.


The scene arrived where Deana tucked Emily into bed. She sat on the edge of the bed and listened patiently as Emily ranted about the unfairness of her life. Only tonight, Deana seemed that little bit closer. Emily could feel the warmth of her leg pressing against her midriff. The cut of her dress was pulled to one side, so that Emily could glimpse the frilly stockings hidden underneath. And then, there was the stray hand . . .


Deana had her back to the audience who were innocently watching the play. With her right hand, Deana tenderly stroked Emily’s forehead, just as she did every night. Tonight, however, her left hand slipped under the bed sheets, explored Emily’s body. Emily could not protest even if she had wanted to. She could sense the audience watching, listening as her voice became higher pitched and less controlled. Oblivious to the wonderful stray hand that stroked between her trembling inner thighs, teased the fabric of her dampening panties, slipped underneath her bra, firmly groped her round excited breasts . . .
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