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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 right now." The intensity in her stare was magnetic, pulling Audrey back into that warm, fuzzy space. 

"Think how disappointing that date would be," Rose continued, her words weaving through Audrey’s fading resistance. "You’d be distracted, thinking about your career, about the possibilities we’ll discuss. It wouldn’t be fair to him. Or to you. Much better to cancel. So simple. So much better to focus... here... now... with me."

Audrey blinked slowly, the furrow vanishing. Rose’s words both reassured and soothed, feeling utterly logical and right within the comforting haze. Her thoughts softened, blurred at the edges like a watercolor painting left in the rain. The urgency about the date dissolved, replaced by the soothing certainty of Rose’s presence. 

Almost without conscious thought, her hand slid into her pocket and pulled out her phone. Her movements were smooth, automatic. She unlocked it, her thumb moving to the messaging app, finding Drew’s name. The text she typed was simple, devoid of any real emotion: "Hey, something came up. Can’t make it tonight. So sorry. Raincheck?" She hit send before the faint echo of ‘should I?’ could even form.

She slipped the phone back into her pocket, her expression serene once more, the brief moment of conflict entirely erased. "It’s done," she said softly, her voice distant, her eyes never leaving Rose’s compelling gaze.

"Good girl, Audrey," Rose murmured, the praise warm and deliberate, landing like a gentle caress in Audrey’s receptive mind. A slow, dreamy smile spread across Audrey’s lips, genuine and unguarded, a visible bloom of pleasure at the simple affirmation. 

"Such a good girl," Rose repeated, letting the words sink deeper, reinforcing the warm haze enveloping her. "Now, before we leave... it’s time to close up properly. Lock the front door. Turn off the 'Open' sign. Just like you always do." Her voice remained smooth, the instructions clear and unhurried, woven seamlessly into the quiet intimacy of the moment.

Audrey moved with a languid grace, her sneakers whispering across the tile as she drifted towards the entrance. Her fingers found the deadbolt, turning it with a soft, final click. She reached up, flicking the switch for the illuminated sign above the door. The buzzing neon glow died instantly, plunging the cafe’s interior into deeper shadow, illuminated only by the soft emergency lights and the city’s ambient glow filtering through the window. She stood for a moment, silhouetted against the glass, a picture of obedient calm.

Turning back towards Rose, Audrey’s expression was one of placid contentment. The low light softened her features, highlighting the slight flush still lingering on her cheeks. She drifted back to the counter where Rose waited, her movements unhurried, her mind pleasantly adrift, anchored only by the sound of Rose’s voice and the comforting weight of her approval. The cafe felt like a private, hushed world now, belonging entirely to the two of them.

"Now, Audrey," Rose began, her tone both gentle and precise, cutting through the quiet like a warm knife. "We need to arrange our meeting. I’ll tell you exactly where to be and what to wear." She paused, letting the significance settle. "Are you paying attention?" Her gaze intensified, a subtle shift that pulled Audrey’s focus like a magnet. 

"Look deep into my eyes. Listen very carefully." Her voice dropped to a rhythmic murmur, smooth as poured honey. "Just let yourself sink into my eyes... deeper... and deeper..."

Audrey obeyed, her own blue eyes locking onto Rose’s. The pale blue depths seemed to swirl, pulling her consciousness down into a warm, welcoming darkness. The world dissolved – the distant city sounds, the feel of the cool counter beneath her hands – all faded into insignificance. Only Rose’s eyes remained, vast and encompassing, and the hypnotic cadence of her voice, a soothing lullaby washing over her mind. She felt herself floating, blissfully detached, a leaf carried by a gentle, irresistible current. The words Rose spoke next flowed past her like distant music, their meaning lost in the pleasure of surrender. She registered the sound, the comforting vibration of Rose’s voice, but the specifics dissolved into pure, dreamy sensation.
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Audrey blinked, the soft glow of candlelight replacing the dim emergency lights of the cafe. She was seated at a small, intimate table draped in crisp white linen. The air hummed with the low murmur of conversation and the clink of fine glassware. A faint scent of garlic and herbs drifted past. She wore her favorite dress – a deep emerald silk that clung to her curves and made her blonde hair shimmer. She couldn't remember choosing it, or hailing a ride, or walking into this elegant restaurant. But the feeling was absolute: she needed to look her absolute prettiest for Rose. Needed to make the very best impression for Rose. It felt as fundamental as breathing. 

The hostess directed towards a corner booth. Rose was already there, elegant in a tailored black dress, swirling a glass of ruby-red wine. Her pale eyes lifted, meeting Audrey’s with a knowing warmth.

A sudden flutter of nerves tightened Audrey’s chest as she approached the table. Her palms felt damp, her smile felt brittle. "Hi," she managed, her voice slightly breathless as she slid into the plush booth opposite Rose. "I’m sorry, I... Am I late? I don’t quite remember..." She trailed off, gesturing vaguely at her dress, the restaurant, feeling foolishly exposed. 

Rose simply smiled, a slow, serene curve of her lips. She reached across the table, her cool fingertips brushing the back of Audrey’s trembling hand. "Shhh, Audrey," Rose murmured, her voice instantly weaving that familiar, comforting spell. "No need for nerves. Look at me." Her gaze intensified, holding Audrey captive. "Just breathe. Feel the tension melting away... melting right out of your shoulders... your neck... so warm... so heavy... so relaxed."

Audrey’s breath slowed, then deepened. Her shoulders visibly slumped, her spine softening against the booth’s cushion. Rose’s eyes were anchors, pulling her down into that welcoming, velvety darkness again. 

"That’s it," Rose continued, her voice a rhythmic purr, barely audible above the restaurant’s ambient noise but resonating deep within Audrey’s core. "Don’t be nervous; just let go. Listen only to my voice. Feel how good it is to let everything else fade. Just focus here. On my eyes. On this feeling... deep... peaceful... calm." 

The expensive wine, the elegant surroundings, the other diners – they all blurred into insignificance. Only Rose existed, her gaze a deep blue sea, and Audrey was sinking willingly, blissfully, into its tranquil depths, the last vestiges of tenseness dissolving like sugar in warm water.

Rose leaned forward slightly, the candlelight catching the sharp angles of her face. "Your mind is so beautifully open now, Audrey," she murmured, her words flowing like a hypnotic river. "So receptive. Every word I speak sinks deep, finds its perfect home. Feel them settling... warm... comforting... true. You trust my voice. You trust my guidance. It feels so natural, so right. Like a key turning smoothly in a lock." 

Audrey’s eyelids fluttered, heavy as lead. A dreamy smile touched her lips, her gaze unwavering, utterly captivated. The background sounds of the restaurant sounded muffled, distant, unimportant compared to the intimate cocoon Rose’s voice spun around them. 

"And this feeling," Rose whispered, her tone dropping even lower, becoming intensely personal, "this deep, warm surrender... it feels good, doesn’t it? So much better than worry. So much better than doubt. Just pure... blissful... letting go."

"Imagine," Rose breathed, her pale eyes holding Audrey’s with magnetic intensity, "how easy it will be to follow my advice. How naturally you’ll embrace the opportunities I show you. Your career... your future... it’s all becoming clear now, isn’t it? Clear and bright. And the path leads... right here. To me." 

She paused, letting the suggestion bloom in the fertile ground of Audrey’s entranced mind. "You want to please me, Audrey. You want to be good for me. To make me proud. That desire is growing stronger, warmer, with every beat of your heart. Can you feel it? That warm glow... spreading through you... centering you... making everything else so wonderfully... simple." Audrey’s head tilted slightly, a soft sigh escaping her parted lips. Her fingers, resting on the tablecloth, relaxed completely. She was adrift, utterly absorbed, every fiber attuned to the sound and sight of Rose.

Rose smiled, a slow, satisfied curve. "Perfect," she murmured. "Hold onto this feeling, Audrey. Hold it close. Let it sink deeper... and deeper... becoming part of you. So that even when we talk of other things, this calm, this focus, this beautiful openness... remains." She finally broke eye contact, reaching for her wine glass, the spell momentarily lifting yet its roots firmly planted. 

Audrey blinked slowly, returning to the candlelit room as if surfacing from a warm bath, her expression soft, her eyes still slightly glazed, a vessel perfectly primed. 

"Now," Rose said, her voice returning to a normal, conversational tone, though laced with undeniable authority, "let’s order. I think you’ll love the sea bass."
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Audrey unlocked her apartment door, the familiar click echoing in the quiet hallway. Stepping inside, she kicked off her heels, the cool wood floor a relief. The lingering scent of garlic and herbs from the restaurant clung faintly to her silk dress. She leaned back against the closed door, letting out a long, slow breath. 

The evening felt... gauzy, like a pleasant dream she was still waking from. She remembered the delicious food, the intimate booth, the low murmur of conversation, and Rose’s attentive gaze. 

Most vividly, she remembered talking. Words had flowed from her like a released stream – childhood dreams in Oklahoma, her fierce determination to make it in LA, the sting of rejections, her secret fears of failure, even silly crushes she hadn’t thought about in years. She’d shared it all, bathed in the warm, approving light of Rose’s pale blue eyes. A profound sense of relief and connection washed over her. It felt incredible to have entrusted someone so wise, so understanding, with her innermost self.

Moving towards her small bedroom, Audrey unzipped the emerald dress, letting it pool around her ankles. She stepped out of it, the silk cool against her skin. As she reached for her worn cotton sleep shirt, her mind drifted back to the restaurant booth. Not to the conversation topics, but to the feeling. The intense focus, the deep calm that had settled over her whenever Rose’s gaze held hers. She recalled the way the candlelight had caught the subtle flecks in Rose’s irises, how the pale blue seemed to deepen, pulling her into a space where nothing else mattered.

Slipping the sleep shirt over her head, Audrey padded into the bathroom. She brushed her teeth, the rhythmic motion almost hypnotic itself. In the mirror, her own blue eyes looked back, but her thoughts were entirely on Rose’s. There was a strange comfort in that memory of surrender, a warmth blooming low in her belly. It wasn’t just sharing her secrets that felt good; it was the way she’d shared them – effortlessly, completely, guided by that calm, commanding presence. She rinsed her mouth, the cool water a brief shock, but the lingering warmth remained.

Crawling into bed, she pulled the covers up. The city’s distant hum was a familiar lullaby. As she closed her eyes, the darkness behind her lids wasn’t empty. It shimmered with the image of Rose’s face, the pale eyes holding hers. The deep calm from the restaurant washed over her again, deeper this time, pulling her down into sleep.

The shrill electronic scream of her alarm shattered the silence. Audrey jolted awake as sunlight streamed through the curtains, harsh and unwelcome. She fumbled blindly, slapping the nightstand until her hand found the offending device and silenced it. Panting slightly, she slumped back against the pillows. 

The frantic pulse of wakefulness faded, replaced by the lingering, visceral heat of the dream that had just been ripped away. It hadn’t been vague or fragmented; it had been startlingly real, saturated in sensation. Rose’s eyes, impossibly deep and blue, had filled her entire vision, commanding, irresistible. In the dream, Rose hadn’t spoken advice; she’d spoken desire, low and rhythmic, weaving commands that coiled around Audrey’s will. She’d felt her own body responding, moving not by her own volition but by the sheer force of that gaze, yielding completely, submitting with a trembling, aching hunger that felt more real than the sunlight now warming her skin.

In the dream, they’d left the restaurant, Audrey drifting beside Rose like a sleepwalker, every step dictated by the subtle pressure of Rose’s hand on the small of her back. The cool night air had barely registered. Then, the limousine door opened, revealing plush, shadowed velvet. Inside, the world outside vanished. Rose settled beside her, the space intimate, charged. The silence wasn’t awkward; it was thick with anticipation, broken only by the soft hum of the engine and Rose’s low murmur: 

"So beautiful, Audrey. So perfectly receptive." Then Rose’s hand, cool and deliberate, had slid up Audrey’s thigh, the touch igniting a jolt of pure electricity deep within her core. She’d gasped, a small, involuntary sound, her eyes locked helplessly on Rose’s. 

"Shhh," Rose had breathed, her fingers caressing the smooth skin just above Audrey’s knee. "Just feel. Feel how good it is to let go completely. To surrender control to me." Audrey had felt her legs parting, an automatic response to the hypnotic pressure and the silken authority in Rose’s voice. Her breathing became shallow and rapid, a flush spreading from her neck down her chest. The strangeness – submitting to another woman, guided solely by that mesmerizing gaze – wasn’t frightening; it was intensely, overwhelmingly erotic. It felt deliciously forbidden, thrillingly kinky, and utterly inevitable.

Rose leaned closer, her lips brushing Audrey’s ear. "Look at me," she commanded softly, and Audrey obeyed instantly, drowning in those pale depths. Rose’s other hand gently cupped Audrey’s chin, tilting her face upwards. "You want this," Rose stated, her voice a hypnotic purr resonating in Audrey’s bones. "You crave it. To surrender. To be mine." 

Then Rose kissed her. Not tentative, but deep, claiming, her tongue exploring Audrey’s mouth with possessive confidence. Audrey moaned into the kiss, her body arching instinctively towards Rose’s, her hands fluttering uselessly before settling limply on the leather seat. The kiss was unlike anything she’d experienced – a complete domination, a delicious violation of her senses that sent molten heat flooding through her veins. Rose’s hand slid higher, beneath the hem of the silk dress, fingertips tracing the lace edge of Audrey’s underwear. Audrey moaned, her hips lifting slightly, seeking the touch, her mind a haze of submission and raw, escalating arousal. 

The limousine moved smoothly through the night, a cocoon of velvet darkness and Rose’s absolute control.

The lingering phantom sensations – Rose’s demanding kiss, the possessive slide of her hand, the deep, aching throb between her legs – were more vivid than the memory of the actual dinner conversation. A profound sense of emptiness washed over her, mingling with the sharp, undeniable ache of arousal. She needed that feeling back. She needed Rose. 

The dampness between her legs was undeniable, a throbbing echo of the dream’s climax. She squeezed her thighs together, a futile attempt to contain the ache, but it only intensified the insistence.

She couldn’t resist. Her hand slid under the waistband of her panties, fingers finding the slick heat. Eyes closed, she conjured Rose’s face again, the intense focus, the subtle curve of her lips as she murmured commands only Audrey could hear. 

"Give yourself to me, Audrey. Become mine. Completely." The dreamed voice was a low thrum in her blood. Her touch became deliberate, mimicking the dream’s rhythm, imagining it was Rose’s hand, Rose’s will guiding her movements. Every stroke fed the fantasy, the image of those hypnotic eyes holding her captive, the feeling of helpless surrender spiraling into pure, desperate pleasure. 

She arched off the mattress, a soft cry escaping her lips as the climax washed over her, sharp and shuddering, leaving her trembling and spent in the morning light, the dream’s power clinging to her like sweat.

——
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The afterglow faded, replaced by the mundane reality of her cramped apartment. Shame prickled hotly beneath her skin. What was wrong with her? Fantasizing about a woman she barely knew, about... submission? Control? She shoved the thoughts away, swinging her legs out of bed. 

Coffee. She needed coffee. As she waited for the kettle to boil, her phone buzzed on the counter. 

Drew! 

Guilt twisted in her stomach. She’d completely blown off that blind date Drew had arranged for her last night. Picking up the phone, she typed quickly, her thumbs clumsy with lingering distraction. "Drew, I am SO sorry about last night! Something totally unexpected came up with a potential career contact. I completely blanked until it was too late. Please don’t hate me?" She hit send, holding her breath.

The reply came almost instantly, buzzing against her palm. "Audrey Marie! You stood up poor Kevin! 😠 He was actually kinda cute! Consider yourself on probation, missy. But... career stuff? Okay, spill. Who is this mystery mentor? And you owe me drinks TONIGHT. No excuses. 8 pm, The Rusty Anchor. Be there or be square (and permanently off my nice list)." 

Audrey exhaled, a shaky laugh escaping her. Drew’s teasing anger was a familiar, grounding anchor. She typed back, a genuine smile touching her lips this time. "Deal! Rusty Anchor, 8 pm. And... her name’s Rose. Works in entertainment. Met her at the cafe. She’s... intense. In a good way? Says she can help me break in. Fingers crossed! And thank you for not disowning me. ❤️"

Drew’s response was a flurry of supportive enthusiasm: "ROSE! Sounds fancy! Get it, girl! 👏 See you tonight and TELL ME EVERYTHING! And yes, you’re still on probation. Only fancy water for you. 😉" Audrey put the phone down, the warmth of Drew’s friendship momentarily easing the strange tension coiling inside her. She finished her coffee, the bitter taste cutting through the lingering sweetness of her earlier fantasy, then got ready for her shift.
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The cafe bustled with its usual morning rush. Audrey moved efficiently, her smile bright and practiced, but beneath the surface, a current of anticipation hummed. Every time the bell above the door chimed, her gaze flickered towards it, a tiny jolt of electricity sparking in her chest. Would Rose come in? The thought was both thrilling and unnerving. 

As closing time neared, the crowd thinned, leaving the space quiet and echoing. Audrey was wiping down the last tables when the bell jingled softly. She looked up, and there she was. Rose stood framed in the doorway, the late afternoon sun catching the sharp lines of her tailored jacket. Her pale eyes found Audrey instantly, a slow, knowing smile spreading across her lips.

Audrey felt a genuine smile bloom on her own face, warmth flooding her cheeks. "Rose!" she breathed, abandoning the cloth and wiping her hands on her apron. "Hi! I... I just wanted to say thank you again. For last night. It was incredible. You were so generous with your time, listening to me ramble on." She tucked a stray strand of blonde hair behind her ear, her gaze dropping briefly before meeting Rose’s again, her blue eyes wide and sincere. "I haven’t felt that understood in... well, ever."

Rose stepped fully inside, the door clicking shut behind her. The cafe was empty except for them. "Audrey," she murmured, her voice a low, rich caress that seemed to resonate in the quiet space. "It was my pleasure. Truly." 

She moved closer, her gaze intensifying, holding Audrey captive. "In fact, it sparked something. An opportunity." She paused, letting the word hang, charged with possibility. "A small, exclusive gathering tomorrow evening. A producer friend of mine will be there. Someone looking for fresh faces. Authentic beauty." Her eyes swept over Audrey appreciatively. "I think you’d be perfect. Are you free for a quick drink tonight? We could discuss the details." Her voice was smooth, persuasive, weaving its familiar spell.

Audrey’s heart leapt. An opportunity! With a producer! Excitement surged, momentarily eclipsing everything else. 

"Oh! That sounds amazing, Rose, truly!" Then, the memory of Drew’s stern text surfaced. "But... tonight? I actually promised my friend Drew I'd meet her. At eight. I blew her off last night, I really can’t..." 

She trailed off, her smile faltering slightly, caught between the dazzling prospect Rose offered and her loyalty to Drew.

Rose didn’t flinch. Instead, her pale eyes widened, the pupils seeming to expand, swallowing the light. They locked onto Audrey’s with an almost physical force, deep and fathomless. 

"Drew," Rose murmured, her voice dropping into that hypnotic, rhythmic cadence Audrey was beginning to crave, like stones sinking into deep, still water. "Your friend... she cares about you. She wants you to succeed." The words flowed, soft and certain, wrapping around Audrey’s hesitation. "Think how happy she’ll be... when you tell her about this chance. This real chance." 

Rose leaned infinitesimally closer. "This drink... it won’t take long. Just a quick chat. Just some ssential details." Her gaze intensified, a magnetic pull Audrey felt deep in her core. "Drew will understand. She’ll want you to go. Because this... this matters. Focus on my eyes, Audrey. Feel how simple it is. How right." 

Audrey’s breath hitched. The conflict dissolved like mist under a hot sun. Rose’s eyes were her only anchor. The promise in them, the deep blue certainty, felt more real than her promise to Drew. Her lips parted slightly, her own gaze glazing over, fixed on the mesmerizing depths.

A wave of warm heaviness washed over Audrey, starting at her temples and flowing down her body. The cafe’s edges blurred, the hum of the cooler fading into a distant drone. Rose’s voice was the only clear sound, a soothing melody weaving through her mind. 

"That’s it," Rose breathed, her voice a velvet caress. "Just let go. Sink deeper. Feel the warmth spreading... so relaxing... so peaceful. Every worry, every doubt... melting away. Only my voice matters. Only my guidance feels true." 

Audrey felt her shoulders slump, her posture softening. A dreamy sigh escaped her lips. The tension in her jaw vanished, replaced by a slack, serene expression. The vibrant blue of her eyes dulled slightly, clouded by the pleasant haze enveloping her consciousness. She was floating, adrift on a calm sea Rose controlled, the urgency about Drew a forgotten ripple.

Rose watched the subtle surrender, the way Audrey’s breathing deepened and slowed. "Good girl," she murmured, the praise landing like a warm stone in Audrey’s receptive mind, sending a visible shiver of pleasure through her. "So open. So ready to listen." Rose’s voice remained low, rhythmic, reinforcing the trance. "Tonight, you’ll meet me. Seven-thirty. At The Velvet Lounge on Sycamore. You’ll feel calm, focused. Eager to hear about your future." Each instruction was delivered with gentle precision, sinking into the fertile ground of Audrey’s entranced state. "You’ll explain to Drew later. She’ll be happy for you. It will feel... effortless."

Audrey nodded slowly, her movements languid, her expression one of placid acceptance. The Velvet Lounge. Seven-thirty. It felt like the most natural plan in the world, etched into her being.

Rose finally broke the intense eye contact, the spell loosening its immediate grip but leaving deep roots. Audrey blinked slowly, returning to the quiet cafe as if waking from a pleasant daydream. A soft, contented smile touched her lips. The anxiety about conflicting plans was gone, replaced by a warm certainty. 

"Seven-thirty," Audrey echoed, her voice soft and distant, yet clear. "The Velvet Lounge. I’ll be there." She looked at Rose, her eyes still slightly unfocused but filled with trust. "Thank you, Rose. For everything." The forgotten cloth lay on the table beside her, the cafe door unlocked, but none of it mattered. Only the appointment, and the soothing resonance of Rose’s approval, filled her awareness.

——
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Audrey arrived at The Velvet Lounge a full ten minutes early, her pulse a nervous flutter beneath the thin silk of her most flattering black dress.

Must be pretty for Rose. The thought was a constant hum beneath her anticipation. She couldn’t risk displeasing her, couldn’t bear the thought of Rose’s pale eyes narrowing in disappointment. 

The lounge was dimly lit, filled with the low thrum of conversation and the clink of ice in glasses. Plush velvet booths lined the walls, and soft jazz played just above a whisper. A hostess, sleek in black, approached. "Reservation?" she inquired. 

"Rose," Audrey breathed, the name feeling significant. The hostess’s expression shifted subtly, recognition flashing. "Of course. Right this way, Miss." She led Audrey past the main bar area, deeper into the shadows, to a secluded corner booth tucked away behind a partial screen of dark wood latticework. It felt intimate, almost secretive.

——
[image: ]


Audrey slid into the plush seat, the cool fabric a contrast to the warmth blooming in her cheeks. She smoothed the silk of her dress over her thighs, a nervous gesture. The corner was cocooned in shadow, the only light coming from a single candle encased in smoked glass on the table and the faint ambient glow filtering through the lattice. It was a world apart from the rest of the lounge, perfectly private. She glanced around, taking in the seclusion, feeling a strange mix of excitement and the familiar, heavy calm Rose always instilled. She checked her phone – still five minutes early. Good. She wanted to be settled, composed, looking her absolute best when Rose arrived. She took a slow breath, trying to still the flutter in her chest, her gaze fixed on the entrance to their hidden nook.

Then she was there, like a figure emerging from mist. She wore a charcoal grey pantsuit, impeccably tailored, the sharp lines accentuating her lean frame. Her pale eyes immediately found Audrey’s in the dimness, locking onto her with magnetic intensity. A slow, approving smile curved Rose’s lips as her gaze swept over Audrey, lingering appreciatively on her slinky dress. 

"Audrey," she murmured, her voice a low, rich vibration that seemed to resonate in the intimate space. "You look exquisite." She slid into the seat opposite, her movements graceful and deliberate. Her presence instantly filled the secluded corner, commanding all of Audrey’s attention. The outside world ceased to exist. 

Rose leaned forward slightly, her eyes holding Audrey captive. "Now," she began, her voice dropping into that familiar, rhythmic cadence, smooth and hypnotic, "let's talk about your future. Look at me, Audrey. Just focus on my eyes..."

Audrey obeyed, her gaze drawn deep into the swirling pale blue depths. The low thrum of the lounge faded into a distant hum, replaced by the soothing resonance of Rose’s voice.

"Tomorrow evening," Rose continued, her words flowing like warm honey, "there’s a gathering. Small, exclusive. A producer will be there. A man of significant influence." She paused, letting the significance sink into Audrey’s receptive mind. "He’s looking for something fresh. Something untouched." Her eyes seemed to deepen, pulling Audrey further into a warm, velvety haze. "I can introduce you, Audrey. I can open that door for you. Imagine it. Your foot, finally in the door of the world you dream of." 

As she spoke, a subtle shift occurred beneath the table. Audrey felt the soft, cool brush of skin against her ankle. She registered it distantly, a fleeting sensation quickly absorbed by the overwhelming comfort of the trance and the promise in Rose’s words. Rose’s bare foot, freed from its elegant shoe, began a slow, deliberate caress up the sensitive skin of Audrey’s calf. 

"All you need to do," Rose murmured, her voice a hypnotic purr, her gaze unwavering, "is trust me. Completely. Let me guide you. Let me show you the path."

A jolt of heat surged through Audrey, unexpected and intense. Her breath caught, shallow and quick. This wasn't just arousal; it was a strange, electric current humming beneath her skin, twisting her stomach into knots of delicious tension. The cool silk of her dress felt suddenly restrictive against her thighs, yet the warmth spreading upward from that point of contact was overwhelming. She shifted minutely, her hips pressing unconsciously against the plush velvet seat, seeking friction. The sensation was illicit, thrilling—a secret violation in this shadowed corner while Rose spoke of producers and opportunities. Her mind fogged, torn between the hypnotic pull of Rose's eyes and the insistent, confusing pleasure coiling low in her belly.

Rose's foot slid higher, the ball pressing against the sensitive hollow behind Audrey's knee. Audrey gasped softly, a sound lost beneath the lounge's ambient murmur. Her fingers clenched the edge of the seat, knuckles white. The dual assault was exquisite torture: Rose's words weaving dreams of stardom, sinking deep into her entranced mind, while her foot traced maddening patterns, igniting a fire that had nothing to do with ambition. 

Audrey's focus fractured. She tried to hold Rose's gaze, to stay anchored in the promise of her future, but the physical sensation was too potent, too consuming. Her eyelids fluttered, heavy with surrender. A flush bloomed hot across her chest and throat, visible even in the dim candlelight. She felt exposed, vulnerable, yet utterly captivated—the strange arousal mingling with the deep, submissive calm Rose had cultivated, creating a heady, intoxicating blend.

"Focus, Audrey," Rose commanded softly, her voice slicing through the haze yet somehow deepening it. Her foot paused, the pressure firm and grounding behind Audrey's knee. "Feel how good it is... to surrender. To let someone else take control. Especially when it leads to everything you desire."

Rose’s smile deepened, a subtle curve of satisfaction. She held Audrey’s glazed, trusting gaze, her foot maintaining its slow, sensual pressure. "That’s my good girl," she breathed, the praise laced with possession. "So open. So receptive. Tomorrow night, you’ll be perfect. You’ll shine for him. Because you belong to this feeling now. To this deep, beautiful calm." 

The pressure intensified slightly, a firm, claiming touch high on Audrey’s thigh. Audrey’s eyelids fluttered, heavy with the weight of trance and burgeoning desire. A soft, needy whimper escaped her throat, lost in the soft jazz and the intimate darkness of their hidden booth. She was suspended, caught between the promise of a future and the intoxicating present of Rose’s control, her body humming with an arousal she was powerless to resist.

——
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Sunlight stabbed through the thin curtains, pulling Audrey roughly from the depths of sleep. She gasped, tangled in sweat-damp sheets, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. The dream was scorched onto her mind: Rose’s pale eyes, vast and all-consuming, commanding her every trembling move. In this dream, she hadn't just submitted; she had craved becoming a mindless vessel, Rose’s hypnotized plaything, her every gasp and shudder dictated by that low, rhythmic voice. The perverted intimacy of being reduced to an object, used purely for Rose’s pleasure – it left her trembling, slick with need. A desperate moan escaped her lips. Her hand dove beneath the waistband of her panties, fingers finding the swollen, aching heat. 

She rubbed furiously, chasing the ghost of that dream, the phantom sensation of Rose’s control. But her fingers felt clumsy, inadequate. They couldn’t replicate the depth of surrender, the utter loss of self she’d fantasized about. The need was a physical ache, a throbbing pulse deep inside her that demanded more. With a frustrated whimper, she yanked open her nightstand drawer. Her fingers closed around cool, smooth plastic – her vibrator, sleek and powerful, and beside it, the thick silicone shaft of her dildo.

Shame burned her cheeks as she pulled them out. Disgusting. Perverted. The thoughts hissed in her mind. Rose had been nothing but classy, friendly, professional, taking time to help a stranger pursue her dreams. Audrey’s eyes welled with tears of self reproach for thinking of her new friend this way. And fantasizing about being hypnotized into sexual slavery? About being nothing but Rose’s obedient, mindless sex toy? It was depraved. Degrading. She should be repulsed by herself, by the image of her own body reduced to a trembling robot awaiting its mistress’s commands. But the disgust only fanned the flames. The more she condemned herself, the wetter she became, the more frantic her movements. She pressed the buzzing vibrator hard against her clit, the sudden, intense vibration making her cry out. At the same time, she guided the thick dildo inside herself with a gasp, filling the aching emptiness.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. She pictured Rose watching her, those pale eyes approving as Audrey fucked herself mindlessly on command. "Good girl," the dream voice whispered. "Show me how well you obey. How perfectly you serve." She arched off the bed, thrusting the dildo deeper, grinding against the vibrator. 

The fantasy consumed her: she was Rose’s property, her pleasure programmed, her only purpose to be used. The self-loathing twisted into a sick, thrilling pleasure. She was a pervert. She longed to be Rose’s mindless sex robot. And the realization, the utter degradation of it, sent her hurtling over the edge. A strangled scream tore from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her, violent and all-consuming, leaving her shaking and gasping, the vibrator still humming against her oversensitive flesh. She lay there, spent and trembling, her heart hammering in her chest.

Steam billowed in the small bathroom as Audrey stepped under the hot spray. She tried to focus on the day ahead, but the water sluicing over her skin only reignited her bizarre fantasy. She had also dreamt of Rose’s foot gliding up her thigh, the exquisite pressure of Rose's toes on her pussy... it sent a fresh jolt of heat straight to her core. 

Her eyes drifted shut. In her mind, she was back in the dim lounge booth. Rose’s pale eyes held hers, swirling like deep, hypnotic whirlpools. Audrey felt her own gaze grow wide and glassy, her lips parting in a vacant, pretty smile. "That's my dolly," Rose’s voice murmured, smooth as silk. "Show me how much you want my touch. Spread for me, Audrey. Wide."

In the fantasy, Audrey obeyed instantly, her legs spreading obscenely beneath the table, her silk dress riding up. Rose’s bare foot, cool and deliberate, slid higher. The arch pressed firmly against Audrey’s soaked panties, then slipped beneath the fabric. The direct contact – the soft skin of Rose’s toes against her swollen clit – sent a shockwave of pleasure through her. She gasped, her back arching off the velvet seat, but her eyes remained locked on Rose’s, trapped and enthralled.

"Feel how good it is to obey," Rose crooned, her foot beginning a slow, rhythmic rub. Each deliberate stroke sent sparks through Audrey’s nerves, the pleasure intensifying the hypnotic pull. It felt like the ecstasy was melting her mind, dissolving her will into pure, submissive sensation. 

She was just a doll, a pretty thing made for Rose’s pleasure, her only purpose to feel this bliss and display it with her vacant, perfect smile. The harder Rose’s foot worked her, the deeper Audrey sank, the craving for this complete surrender becoming an ache as profound as the pleasure itself.

Audrey whimpered aloud in the shower, her hand already sliding between her legs. The fantasy was too vivid, too necessary. She braced one hand against the slick tile, the other frantically circling her clit, mimicking the imagined pressure of Rose’s foot. She needed release, needed to drown in that feeling of being owned, controlled, and utterly used. Her breath came in ragged gasps as she chased the phantom touch, desperate to become Rose’s mindless dolly once more.

In her mind’s eye, the lounge booth dissolved into pure sensation. Rose’s pale eyes filled her vision, vast and commanding. "That’s it, pretty dolly," the voice resonated, deep and soothing. "No thoughts. Only feeling. Only my touch. Only my will." Audrey felt her consciousness melt away, replaced by a blissful, empty warmth. She was mindless. Mindless and pretty for Rose, her face a serene mask of vacant beauty. Mindless and happy, her only purpose the sweet friction between her legs, the ecstasy building under her mistress’s control. Her hips bucked against her own hand, the water sluicing over her as she surrendered completely to the fantasy of being nothing but a vessel for Rose’s will.

The pleasure built to a fever pitch, a white-hot coil tightening deep in her belly. She pictured Rose’s approving smile, the possessive gleam in those pale eyes. "Cum for me, dolly," the phantom voice commanded, smooth and absolute. "Show me how perfectly you obey. How beautifully mindless you are." 

Audrey cried out, a sharp, keening sound swallowed by the steam. Her body arched violently as the orgasm tore through her, wave after wave of intense, shuddering release. It felt deeper than before, more profound, the pleasure inseparable from the utter surrender, the blissful emptiness of being Rose’s perfect, hypnotized doll. She slumped against the wall, trembling, gasping, the fantasy lingering like a brand on her soul.

——
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Wrapped in a towel, Audrey stared at her fogged reflection. Her skin was flushed, her eyes still slightly dazed. She tried to grasp the details of last night – the Velvet Lounge, the secluded booth, the conversation about the producer. But it was all a warm, pleasant blur, like a half-remembered dream. She remembered Rose’s intense gaze, the soothing cadence of her voice, the feeling of profound calm and trust. She remembered the promise – the exclusive gathering. But the specifics? The nuances of what was discussed? They dissolved like smoke, leaving only the lingering warmth of Rose’s approval and the confusing, electric echo of her own desperate fantasies. 

A strange certainty bloomed within her. This feeling – the surrender, the mindless bliss she chased in the shower, the way Rose’s words seemed to bypass her thoughts and plant themselves directly in her core – it wasn't new. It felt like uncovering a hidden room in a house she’d lived in for years. A secret chamber filled with unimaginable treasures she’d somehow always known were there, just waiting to be found. The thrill was dizzying, a revelation that sent shivers down her spine. It felt transformative, as potent and world-altering as the first time she’d tentatively explored her own body, discovering pleasure. Only this was deeper, darker, infinitely more consuming. She craved more of the intense, shuddering release Rose’s phantom commands could trigger. She craved the sharp, delicious sting of shame that followed – the proof of her own delicious depravity. 

But above all, she craved the mindlessness. The utter, blissful emptiness where thoughts ceased, and only sensation and obedience remained. It was a vast, unexplored continent within herself, shimmering with forbidden promise.

——
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Drying her hair, the thought struck her like ice water. 

Drew. 

She’d blown Drew off again last night. 

Guilt, sharp and sudden, pierced the pleasant haze. She’d been so wrapped up in Rose’s world, so effortlessly guided to cancel, that she hadn’t given Drew a second thought. She lunged for her phone, abandoned on the rumpled bed. 

The screen lit up, revealing a string of notifications. At the top, glaringly bold: Drew (7 Missed Calls, 12 Messages). Audrey’s thumb hovered, a knot of dread tightening in her throat before she tapped the message thread.

The texts started polite, then escalated with cold fury. 

7:45 PM Hey! Just got to Rusty Anchor. Where u at? :)

8:15 PM: Audrey? Everything ok? Table’s ready. 

8:45 PM: Seriously? Standing me up AGAIN? After last night’s bullshit text?

9:30 PM: Pick up your fucking phone, Audrey!

10:15 PM: Fine. Whatever. Enjoy your ‘career advice’. Hope it was worth torching our friendship.

The final message, sent an hour ago, was a single, devastating line: 

Don’t bother calling.

Audrey sank onto the edge of her bed, the phone slipping from her numb fingers onto the rumpled sheets. Shame washed over her in a sickening wave, hot tears pricking her eyes. She’d done it again. Pushed away the one person who genuinely cared, who’d been there through every failed audition and late-night panic. She felt hollowed out, selfish, and utterly wretched. How could she have been so thoughtless? 

The phone vibrated violently against the sheets, jolting her. With trembling fingers, she picked it up. 

A new message notification glowed: Rose. 

Her breath caught. The text was brief, commanding: Darling, important prep for tonight. Meet me at Éclat Salon, 11 AM sharp. We’ll ensure you shine. Don’t be late. - R. 

Audrey stared at the words, the guilt over Drew warring violently with the ingrained need to please Rose. She couldn’t do this again. Not today. Her thumbs flew over the screen, typing frantically: Rose, thank you! But... is there any chance we could reschedule? Just for an hour or two? I really need to see Drew first, I owe her...

Moments later she saw the text bubble that indicated Rose was typing her reply...

...and the next sensation was the soft, expensive leather of a salon chair beneath her. The air smelled of citrus, ammonia, and floral hair products. Bright lights reflected off gleaming mirrors. Rose stood before her, looking down at her with that familiar, serene smile. 

"There you are, darling," Rose murmured, her voice a soothing balm. "Just relax. We have the best stylist in the city for you today." 

Audrey blinked, disoriented. She had no memory of leaving her apartment, hailing a ride, or entering the opulent salon. The frantic text to Rose, the desperate need to fix things with Drew... it all felt distant, muffled, like a dream fading upon waking. She was here. Rose was here. That was all that mattered now.

A statuesque woman with copper-red hair swept back in a chignon approached. Her sharp eyes flickered over Audrey with professional appraisal before landing on Rose. A slow, knowing smirk spread across her face. "Ms. Rose," she purred, her voice low and intimate. "Always a pleasure. And this must be the new project." She leaned conspiratorially towards Rose, her gaze sliding back to Audrey. "I like this one. Such a pretty, blank canvas. She seems so very delightfully... susceptible." 

Audrey’s brow furrowed slightly. Susceptible? Blank canvas? The words felt odd, vaguely unsettling. But before the thought could fully form, a wave of warm, heavy calm washed over her, radiating from Rose’s light touch on her shoulder. Her mind grew fuzzy, the edges blurring. The salon owner’s smirk seemed to stretch and warp slightly as Audrey’s focus drifted away. She felt herself floating, detached, as the woman gestured towards a curtained doorway at the back. "Right this way, ladies. The private suite is ready for your... special treatment." Rose guided her gently, Audrey moving like a sleepwalker.

Behind the curtain, the world softened. Low lighting replaced the harsh salon glare. Plush chairs faced a wall of mirrors. Soft, wordless music played. Audrey sank into one chair, Rose into another beside her. Efficient, silent technicians appeared. Audrey watched, dreamily detached, as her hands were taken, nails filed, buffed, painted. Her feet were next, toenails matching. The sensations were distant, pleasant. 

Then Rose spoke, her voice cutting through the ambient haze like a warm knife. "Now, Audrey darling, for the finishing touch. A full body wax. Silky smooth. Essential for the look we need tonight." 

Audrey’s eyes widened slightly. A flicker of resistance sparked – the sting, the vulnerability, the sheer intimacy of it. "Oh, I... I don’t know," she murmured, shifting in the chair. "That seems... a lot." 

Rose turned her head slowly. Her pale eyes locked onto Audrey’s, deep and fathomless. 

"Nonsense," Rose soothed, her voice firm yet velvety. "It’s necessary. You want to be perfect, don’t you? You want to shine for the producer? Trust me." 

The words “trust me” vibrated pleasingly deep within Audrey’s core and her resistance dissolved instantly, melting like wax. A soft sigh escaped her lips. 

"Yes, Rose," she breathed, her eyes glazed. "I trust you." Her mind receded and she sunk back into the chair as the technician approached with warm wax.
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Rose’s limousine pulled up to a gleaming high-rise, its glass facade reflecting the late afternoon sun. Audrey blinked, momentarily disoriented. One moment she’d been in the hushed luxury of the salon’s private suite, the sharp scent of wax and the fleeting sting of removal vivid in her mind. Now, smooth leather seats surrounded her, the city noise muffled. 

The chauffeur opened the door for them. "Come, Audrey," Rose murmured, already stepping onto the sidewalk. Audrey followed, her movements fluid, dreamlike. The salon, the technicians, the intimate discomfort – it all felt distant, wrapped in a warm, compliant fog. She walked beside Rose through the opulent lobby, marble floors cool beneath her thin-soled shoes, her mind blissfully empty, focused only on the sway of Rose’s tailored jacket ahead of her. The elevator ride was silent, as Audrey stood motionless, eyes staring mindlessly into the distance, at Rose’s side. The doors opened onto a private foyer leading to a single, imposing door. Rose unlocked it, ushering Audrey into cool, elegant silence.

The apartment was vast, minimalist, and breathtakingly expensive. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic cityscape view. Everything was shades of cream, grey, and steel. Audrey stood just inside the doorway, feeling strangely weightless, thinking only doll thoughts: Pretty. Perfect. Plastic. Pliant.

Rose turned, her gaze sweeping over Audrey with an intensity that made the air hum. "Look at you," Rose murmured, stepping closer. Her fingertips brushed Audrey’s cheek, then trailed down her neck. "So transformed. So pretty, so perfect." A shiver ran through Audrey, not unpleasant, but deep and resonant. 

A plastic dolly smile stretched across Audrey’s otherwise vacant expression. "Yes," she said, the word soft and automatic. 

Rose’s smile deepened. "Good girl. Now, show me. Show me how perfectly smooth you are. Remove your clothes." 

Audrey’s hands rose. She unzipped her dress, letting the soft fabric slide down her body to pool at her feet. She stepped out of it and slipped off her sandals, standing naked in the center of the elegant room, bathed in the late afternoon light filtering through the windows. Her eyes never left Rose’s, adoring, trusting, utterly vacant. 

And she smiled. 

Pretty. Perfect. Plastic. Pliant.
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Rose circled her slowly, a predator admiring its prize. Her gaze was a physical caress, lingering on the curve of Audrey’s breasts, the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips. She stopped in front of her, her pale eyes blazing with naked lust. Cool fingertips brushed the newly exposed, incredibly sensitive skin just above Audrey’s pubic bone, where soft blonde curls had been only hours before. A thrill of pleasure ran through Audrey, but she remained perfectly still, smiling and docile. 

Pretty. Perfect. Plastic. Pliant.

Without a word, Rose turned and walked towards the open doorway of her bedroom, a silent command hanging in the air. Audrey followed instantly, her bare feet silent on the plush carpet. The bedroom was an extension of the apartment’s opulent minimalism – a vast platform bed draped in dove grey silk dominated the space. Rose stopped beside it. She turned to face Audrey again, her expression unreadable. Then, with deliberate, unhurried movements, she began to undress. The tailored jacket slipped from her shoulders. The silk blouse followed, revealing high, firm breasts with pale pink nipples. She unzipped her skirt, letting it fall, stepping out of it gracefully. Finally, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her lace panties, sliding them down long, sculpted legs. She stood before Audrey, completely naked. Her body was a masterpiece – lean muscle defined her stomach and arms, her skin was flawless porcelain, utterly smooth everywhere, reflecting the soft light. 

To Audrey, gazing through the thick haze of trance and burgeoning arousal, Rose wasn’t just beautiful; she was a goddess incarnate. Awe and pure, overwhelming lust surged through Audrey, a helpless wave that left her trembling, her mouth slightly open, her eyes wide and worshipful.

Rose sat on the edge of the immense bed, her posture regal. She extended one long, shapely leg, pointing her newly manicured foot towards Audrey. Her pale eyes locked onto Audrey’s, deeper and more compelling than ever. No words were spoken, yet the command was absolute, vibrating in the charged silence between them. Audrey understood. She moved forward, her movements fluid and dreamlike. She sank gracefully to her knees on the plush carpet before the bed, positioning herself directly in front of Rose’s extended foot. Her gaze never wavered from Rose’s eyes, held captive by their mesmerizing blue depths.

Slowly, reverently, Audrey leaned forward. She pressed her lips to the cool, smooth arch of Rose’s foot. The scent of expensive lotion and clean skin filled her senses. She began to kiss it, soft, worshipful lips caressing the delicate curve. Then her tongue flicked out, tasting the salt of Rose’s skin, tracing the contours. Her hands, resting on her own bare thighs, clenched slightly as a fresh wave of intense arousal washed over her, centered low in her belly. She moved her mouth higher, kissing the slender ankle, then the firm, smooth curve of Rose’s calf. All the while, her eyes remained locked on Rose’s, reflecting utter devotion and the helpless, consuming fire of her own hypnotized lust. Rose watched, her expression serene, satisfied, a faint, possessive smile playing on her lips as her pretty doll worshipped her flesh.

Rose shifted slightly on the edge of the bed. Her thighs parted, slowly, deliberately. The movement was an unspoken command, revealing the newly waxed perfection between them – smooth skin, delicate pink folds glistening faintly in the soft light. Audrey stared, transfixed, as if gazing upon something sacred, profound. The hypnotic haze deepened, narrowing her world to this intimate offering. Her blue doll eyes widened, filled with awe and a desperate, aching hunger. The sight was overwhelming, beautiful, and utterly compelling. 

With reverence, Audrey leaned in closer, then paused, her lips hovering inches from Rose’s exposed sex. The scent was intimate, musky, intoxicating. Then, slowly, deliberately, she pressed her lips against the smooth, bare mound in a soft, lingering kiss. It was an act of pure devotion, a silent oath. She held the kiss, her body trembling with suppressed need, before pulling back just enough to shift her focus. Her eyes, still locked on Rose’s, reflected absolute surrender as she lowered her head again, this time her tongue extending to find the small, sensitive bud nestled within the delicate folds. The first tentative touch was electric.

Audrey’s tongue began to move. Tentative at first, a slow, exploratory circle around Rose’s clitoris. Then, as a soft sigh of pleasure escaped Rose above her, the movements became more confident, more focused. She licked with increasing pressure, tracing patterns, swirling and flicking with growing intensity. Her own arousal was a throbbing ache between her legs, ignored, irrelevant. Her entire being was focused on the taste, the texture, the scent of Rose, and the overwhelming need to please her goddess. She lost herself in the rhythm, her tongue working diligently, passionately, driven by the deep, hypnotic command to worship and obey, her mind blissfully blank except for the singular purpose of giving Rose pleasure. 

She was only a doll. A toy.

Pretty. Perfect. Plastic. Pliant.
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The city lights blurred into streaks of gold and white as the sleek black car glided through the night. The limo turned onto a winding, tree-lined driveway, finally stopping before a colossal mansion of glass and steel, illuminated against the dark sky. Audrey followed Rose out, her hand clasped firmly in Rose’s, a docile shadow in a simple, elegant black coat Rose had provided.

Inside, the air hummed with the low thrum of sophisticated conversation and soft jazz. Crystal glasses clinked. Men in impeccably tailored suits and women in shimmering gowns drifted through vast, minimally furnished spaces. Audrey registered the opulence only as a distant, irrelevant backdrop. Her gaze remained fixed on Rose, her owner, her purpose. She walked a half-step behind, her posture relaxed, her expression serene and vacant. 

When a tall, silver-haired man with piercing grey eyes detached himself from a group and approached, Audrey barely noticed him until he was directly in front of Rose. He greeted Rose with a familiarity that bordered on intimacy, his eyes flickering briefly over Audrey before returning to Rose. Rose’s smile was cool, professional. 

"Charles," she acknowledged. "Shall we?" Without waiting for an answer, she led the way, Charles falling into step beside her, Audrey trailing silently behind, oblivious to the curious glances they drew.

Charles opened a heavy, dark wood door, ushering Rose and Audrey into a vast, book-lined study. The air smelled of leather and expensive cigars. Rose closed the door firmly, the click echoing in the sudden quiet. Charles leaned against an immense mahogany desk, his gaze now fully fixed on Audrey, assessing her with unnerving intensity. Rose turned to Audrey, her pale eyes locking onto hers with that familiar, irresistible pull. 

"Audrey, darling," Rose murmured, her voice soft but commanding in the hushed room. "Remove your coat." 

Without a flicker of self-consciousness, Audrey’s hands went to the large buttons of the black coat. She slipped it off her shoulders, letting it sink softly to the deep carpet at her feet. She stood revealed, utterly naked. Her skin glowed under the study’s warm light, completely smooth, her body offered without reservation. Her eyes remained fixed, empty, distant. 

Charles let out a low, appreciative hum. "You’ve outdone yourself this time," he said, his eyes assessing every naked inch of Audrey's body. "She’ll be completely obedient, I take it?"

Rose smiled. "Naturally." She turned to Audrey. "Audrey, darling, suck this man's cock, please."

"Yes, Rose," Audrey breathed. She turned to the man and knelt before him.

Charles smiled and waved a hand dismissively, despite the obvious bulge in his trousers. "I have guests, you understand," he explained. "I shouldn't leave them long."

Audrey paused, still kneeling before the man, mindlessly awaiting Rose's instructions.

"Of course," Rose replied. "The usual contract, then?"

The man nodded. “On the usual terms?” It was Rose’s turn to nod. 

“Your fee will be deposited in your account before morning,” he said, satisfied.

Charles stepped behind the desk and unlocked a drawer, withdrawing a small stack of papers and placing them, along with a pen, on the desk.

"Audrey, dear," Rose said. "This man is going to put you in his movies. All you need to do is sign the papers where he shows you."

"Yes, Rose." The naked girl stood and took the pen Charles offered her, mechanically signing the papers where he pointed without question or hesitation. Then her arms dropped limply to her side and she turned attentively to once again face the woman who occupied the center of her universe.

Rose reached out and gently gripped the mesmerized blonde's chin and tilted her face to stare deeply into her eyes.

"I'm handing you over to this man, my dear. You will obey him as you obey me. You will fuck whoever...and whatever" her eyes flicked towards Charles for a moment, "...he tells you to. You are his doll now. Do you understand, Audrey?"

"Yes, Rose," came the worshipful reply. "I will obey him. I will be pretty, perfect, plastic, pliant."

"Take good care of this one, Charles," Rose said, a note of wistful affection in her voice. She reached out and slowly caressed the girl's cheek with the back of her fingers as she gazed into her wide, trusting eyes one last time.

"I think you're going to be a very big star, my dear," she murmured.

"Yes, Rose," Audrey replied with a vacant smile.

She would miss Rose, she knew, but she was also sure that she would be happy obeying her new owner. She couldn't wait to show off her talents in his movies. She was determined to put her all into every performance; she would make her new master proud. She would be so pretty, so perfect, so plastic, so pliant!

She felt so happy that she finally got her big break in acting, she thought she might cry. Rose had delivered everything she promised.

To Audrey, these last few days felt like one long, wonderful dream. Her plastic smile persisted as Charles draped her coat back over her shoulders and led her towards the door of the office. 

Yes, truly this was a dolly’s dream come true!
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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?
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