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Dream Date


The cafe door chimed as one of the last few customers left. Audrey sighed, wiping down the espresso machine. She glanced at her watch. Almost closing time.

Only one woman remained, seated near the window. Her long dark ponytail gleamed under the dimmed lights. Audrey approached, her sneakers squeaking on the tile. "Can I get you anything else before we close?" she asked.

The woman looked up, her gaze thoughtful. "Your accent," she said, her voice smooth. "It's distinctive. Not local." She tilted her head slightly. "Where are you from originally?"

Audrey tucked a stray strand of her own blonde hair behind her ear. "Oklahoma," she admitted, a hint of pride mixing with self-consciousness. "Moved out here about six months ago." She shifted her weight. "Trying to make it in modeling or acting, you know? LA seemed like the place."

Rose smiled, a warm, encouraging curve of her lips. "It absolutely is," she affirmed. "I actually work in entertainment myself." She let the statement hang for a moment, watching Audrey's eyes widen slightly. "I scout talent sometimes." Her gaze lingered on Audrey's face, then drifted down her petite frame and back up, appraising but not unkindly. "You have a unique look. Fresh."

Audrey flushed, a pleased warmth spreading across her cheeks. "Thank you!" She leaned against the counter, suddenly more animated. "What about your accent? It's lovely. Sounds... British?" She tilted her head, genuinely curious. "I get asked about mine all the time here. 'Where y'all from?'" She mimicked the question with a slight drawl, laughing softly.

Rose chuckled, a low, melodic sound. "London, originally. And yes, the 'where are you really from?' question follows me too, even after years here." She gave a small, elegant shrug. "Though mine seems to get 'posh' or 'royal' attached to it more often than not." Her eyes held Audrey's, the connection feeling strangely intimate in the quiet cafe. "It's a small world, isn't it? Two outsiders with accents trying to find their way."

She paused, letting the shared moment settle. "Listen," Rose continued, her voice dropping slightly, becoming more confidential. "I have some thoughts about how you could position yourself. If you’re interested, of course. Maybe we could chat properly? Over dinner? My treat." She gestured towards the darkening street outside. "I know a quiet place nearby. I'd be happy to talk about... possibilities."

Audrey hesitated, a flicker of caution surfacing. But then she looked into Rose's eyes. There was something... unusual there. A depth that seemed almost magnetic, pulling her focus inward. The pale blue irises held an unnerving stillness, an intensity that felt both intimate and strangely compelling.

Rose leaned forward slightly, her voice a low, rhythmic murmur that seemed to sync with the quiet hum of the refrigerators. "It's exhausting, isn't it?" she said, her gaze unwavering. "The constant grind. The auditions, the callbacks, the rejections. The sheer tiring effort of putting yourself out there, day after day." The word "tiring" echoed gently in Audrey's mind. Rose's accent, so crisp and pleasant, wove around the sentiment like silk. "So very... draining."

Audrey felt her shoulders loosen. The tension in her neck, a constant companion since her shift started, began to melt away. Rose's eyes held hers, that deep, unwavering blue becoming her entire world. The cafe lights seemed to soften further, the edges of the room blurring slightly. Rose's words flowed over her, a soothing stream washing away the grit of the day. She was vaguely aware of nodding, a slow, languid movement, as the pleasant cadence of Rose's voice lulled her into a warm, floating space. The specifics of what Rose was saying drifted past her like clouds, but the feeling of deep, comforting relaxation anchored her completely.

"Just let go," Rose murmured, her voice a soft caress. "That's it. Listen to the sound of my voice, so smooth, so easy. Feel how your thoughts slow down, becoming soft and quiet. Like feathers settling." Rose leaned in fractionally, her gaze intensifying, pulling Audrey deeper. "Notice how warm and heavy your eyelids feel. How good it is to just... drift. To focus only on my eyes, on the sound of my voice. Nothing else matters right now. Only this feeling of deep, peaceful calm. So safe. So very... relaxed."

Audrey’s breathing deepened, becoming slow and even. Her posture slumped slightly against the counter, her own blue eyes wide and fixed, reflecting the soft light and Rose's unwavering stare. The bustling city outside, the lingering scent of coffee grounds, the faint hum of the cooler – all faded into a distant murmur. All that existed were Rose’s eyes, deep pools she felt herself sinking into, and that rhythmic, mesmerizing voice wrapping around her mind like velvet. A small, dreamy smile touched her lips. She felt wonderfully weightless, adrift on a gentle current Rose controlled.

Rose watched the subtle shifts in Audrey’s expression – the slackening jaw, the unfocused gaze, the utter stillness settling over her. Satisfaction bloomed in Rose’s chest. "Perfect," she breathed, the word barely audible yet landing with absolute clarity in Audrey's receptive mind. "You're doing so beautifully, Audrey. So open. So ready." She let the silence hang for a beat, thick with suggestion, before adding, her voice regaining its normal conversational tone, though still laced with that underlying command, "Shall we go to dinner? I know just the place." 

Audrey blinked slowly, her awareness surfacing just enough to register the question. 

"Yes," she whispered, her voice thick and distant, her gaze still locked on Rose's. "Dinner sounds... nice."

A flicker of confusion suddenly crossed Audrey’s face, a tiny furrow appearing between her brows. "Oh," she murmured, her hand fluttering vaguely towards her apron pocket. "I... I think I was supposed to meet someone tonight." She looked vaguely troubled, like she was trying to grasp a slippery thought. "My friend, Drew... she set me up with someone? For drinks?" She flushed, embarrassed. "God, I almost forgot. How silly." She offered Rose an apologetic smile. "It completely slipped my mind until just now."

Rose didn’t react with annoyance. Instead, her pale blue eyes widened, the pupils seeming to expand, capturing the dim cafe light and holding Audrey’s gaze with an almost physical force. "Forgetfulness is natural," Rose murmured, her voice dropping into that smooth, rhythmic cadence again, like stones sinking into deep water. "Especially when you’re tired. Especially when something truly important is happening 
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Audrey dreams of acting. Her new friend Rose promises that she can
make Audrey a star. Now Audrey can't stop dreaming of becoming
Rose's mndless leshian plaything.

Can Rose really make ALL of Audrey's dreams come true?





