

    
        
          Garden Dolls: The Bloom

        

        
        
          Garden Dolls, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Osmany Villa

        

        
          Published by Osmany Villa, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      GARDEN DOLLS: THE BLOOM

    

    
      First edition. August 15, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Osmany Villa.

    

    
    
      Written by Osmany Villa.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


​Garden Dolls: The Bloom 

CHAPTER 1: Dolls & Janes

"Hurry girls, the men are coming," Grant's voice boomed from downstairs, a familiar cattle call that always tightened the knot in Roxie's stomach. 

"I'm getting real tired of this shit..." Roxie muttered to her reflection, the half-finished mask of "Fantasy" staring back with weary eyes. The heavy stage makeup felt like another layer of the lie she lived, a performance she had to give night after night. Hi, I'm Fantasy, here to deliver your greatest fantasy. The irony always tasted like ash in her mouth. Their fantasies were so predictable, so… mediocre. Fifteen years. Almost Fifteen years swallowed by this "business," and all she had to show for it was a gnawing fear and the bitter knowledge of their profits dwarfing her meager monthly earnings. She wasn't paid enough to carry these secrets, this constant weight of wrongness. Leaving felt impossible, a dangerous fantasy of its own. The girls who left… they didn't just walk away. Roxie was sure of it. But where do they go? 

Venus. The memory of her still sent a shiver down Roxie's spine. A vibrant, fiery girl, gone after a screaming match with Grant and his hulking bodyguard. Later that night, a muffled bang – unmistakable, like a gun silenced by thick fabric. The old wooden floors creaked with heavy footsteps, more than just one set. Roxie had burrowed under her thin blanket, the curfew a steel bar against any urge to investigate. Only Grant's rare "late-night snack" permissions offered a brief escape, but even those were dwindling. Before that night, suspicion had been a seed. After, it had taken root, a poisonous vine twisting in her gut, especially after those hushed, urgent talks with Mira. 

"You're not dressed yet?" Cherry chirped, bursting into Roxie's room, her own vibrant outfit already shimmering under the dim light. "Grant has me doing the rounds  tonight. You're the centerpiece, Fantasy. Gotta look your best, you know? 

He said you're the most wanted." Cherry's intentions were probably good, a naive enthusiasm that grated on Roxie's raw nerves. She was so eager to please Grant, oblivious to the shadows that clung to him. 

"Yeah, girl, almost there," Roxie replied, forcing a semblance of "Fantasy's" playful tone. "Just powdering my face , then the rollers are coming out. Give me ten more minutes and I'll be ready for Grant's royal inspection," she added with a heavy dose of sarcasm that thankfully went over Cherry's head. 

"Oh, okay, girl! Well, I think you look great already. See you in ten?" 

Roxie managed a weak smirk. "Of course, girl." 

The sounds of the ranch were shifting. Muffled music drifted up from the common room, punctuated by the clinking of glasses. Downstairs, Grant's voice rose again, 

​sharper this time, likely directing the other girls. Roxie's own heart hammered a frantic rhythm against her ribs. She desperately wanted out. A life where "Fantasy" 

was just a fleeting nightmare, not the costume she had to wear. A real job, taxes, her own damn place, no corsets, pounds of hair or make up. Fifteen years old. She'd been a child when she'd lied about her age to get in here. Twenty-seven this year, and the weight of it all was crushing her. 

Roxie took a final, shaky breath, the image of "Fantasy" in the mirror a stark contrast to the turmoil churning inside. With practiced movements honed over years, she applied a final swipe of crimson lipstick, the color feeling both like armor and a brand. The rollers came out with a soft rustle, releasing waves of carefully styled hair that cascaded around her shoulders. For a fleeting moment, looking at the finished product, she almost saw the girl she was supposed to be, before Patsy's Paradise had swallowed her whole. 

The music pulsed through the floorboards, a generic, upbeat track that always felt jarringly out of sync with the tension in the air. As Roxie opened her door, a wave of perfume and nervous energy washed over her. The hallway was a brief, liminal space before the performance began. Downstairs, she could hear the murmur of voices, a mix of forced laughter and anticipation. 

Stepping onto the landing, the scene unfolded below like a macabre stage play. The 

"girls," a kaleidoscope of carefully constructed allure, were already lined up along the edges of the main room, their smiles tight, their eyes holding a mixture of hope and resignation. And then, Roxie descended. 

The music seemed to swell as she reached the bottom of the stairs. All eyes turned to her. "Fantasy" had arrived. She moved with a practiced grace, her body language radiating confidence that felt utterly foreign to the Roxie within. Tonight, she wore a shimmering gown the color of twilight, the fabric catching the light with every step. 

A collective hush seemed to fall over the men who had already gathered, their gazes fixed on her. Roxie knew the power she held in this moment, a carefully crafted illusion designed to entice. 

But beneath the surface of their admiration, Roxie felt Grant's gaze like a physical weight. He stood near the bar, his eyes, sharp and calculating, following her every move. A subtle smirk played on his lips, a silent reminder of who truly held the power here. 

As the men began to make their selections, Roxie felt a hand gently touch her arm. A middle-aged man with tired eyes and a hesitant smile. Tonight, he was her mark. As she led him to one of the dimly lit rooms, the colored lights flickered across her face 

– a wash of seductive red, a fleeting hint of playful pink, a moment of calming blue, a touch of vibrant green. 

She knew Grant's tricks. The colored lights weren't just for ambiance. He'd once explained, with a chillingly clinical tone, how different wavelengths could subtly influence mood and desire, keeping them coming back for more. It was a form of 

​control, a way to manipulate their subconscious cravings. 

Even the air in the ranch was a carefully constructed deception. The faint, sweet smell of baking cookies wafted through the halls, a constant, almost subliminal reminder of home and comfort – a stark contrast to the reality of their confinement. 

Grant had the cook bake them every night, a batch that no one ever ate, just for the nostalgic scent it released, a subtle pull on the men's heartstrings, a phantom echo of a life they might be missing. 

As Roxie played her part, a chilling awareness settled over her. Patsy's Paradise wasn't just a brothel; it was a meticulously crafted trap, designed to ensnare and control on every level, from the lights in their eyes to the memories in their minds. 

And Roxie, as "Fantasy," was caught in the center of it all, desperately searching for a way out of this beautifully constructed nightmare. 

The door closed behind them, the vibrant colored lights casting long, distorted shadows across the room. Roxie's practiced smile remained fixed as the man fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, his eyes still glazed with the manufactured desire the atmosphere downstairs had cultivated. In the privacy of the room, Roxie began her practiced seduction. Her voice, soft and alluring, painted vivid pictures in his mind. 

As they moved through the motions, Roxie's narration became a detached observer of her own body. His skin feels clammy beneath my touch. Another one. They all feel so different, yet somehow the same in their need. The act, though choreographed to appear sensual and alluring, felt mechanical, a transaction devoid of genuine connection. His breath smells stale, like the cheap bottom shelf liquor we use and desperation. 

Her inner monologue drifted to the almost scientific observations she'd made over the years. It's strange, the subtle differences. Each man carries a unique scent, a pheromonal signature as distinct as a fingerprint. The sharp, musky tang of some, the sweeter undertones of others. Even race seems to play a part, a subtle variation in their very essence. It was a detached curiosity, a way to distance herself from the intimacy she was forced to feign. 

The sounds of their encounter filled the small room – his grunts, her forced moans, the rustling of sheets that smelled of pinesol and rubber – a stark contrast to the romanticized fantasy they were supposed to be enacting. For Roxie, it was a performance, a means to an end, each touch leaving a residue of a sticky sweaty distaste that pierced her pours she longed to wash away. 

Finally, it was over. The man, his desire sated, lay beside her, breathing heavily. 

Roxie offered a practiced, gentle smile before excusing herself. The shower was a brief sanctuary, the hot water washing away the physical remnants of the encounter like a snake shedding its skin , but the emotional grime felt deeper, clinging to her like a second skin. 

Wrapped in a thin robe, she descended the stairs again, the music still pulsing, the 

​atmosphere still thick with manufactured desire. Grant intercepted her near the bottom, his eyes assessing. 

"Excellent work, Fantasy," he purred, a hint of possessiveness in his tone. His hand lingered a moment on her arm, a subtle claim. "Mr. Henderson has been waiting patiently in room three. Don't keep him too long; we have a busy night ahead." 

Roxie's smile didn't quite reach her eyes. "Of course, Grant." 

No break. No pause to collect herself. Just the next performance, the next set of colored lights, the next man with his own unique scent and desires. As she turned towards room three, the weight of the endless cycle pressed down on her. The glamour of "Fantasy" was a fragile facade, and beneath it, Roxie was drowning in the relentless reality of her existence. 

As Roxie turned towards the dreaded room three, a familiar voice, soft and warm, called out, "Hey, Roxie." 

It was Mira, leaning against a doorway, her eyes holding a flicker of the genuine kindness that had drawn Roxie to her years ago. A small, almost imperceptible smile touched Roxie's lips. "Hey, Mira." It was a brief, fleeting moment of connection in the manufactured world of Patsy's Paradise, a tiny spark of warmth that momentarily pushed back the coldness of her recent encounter. 

But the respite was short-lived. Duty called. Roxie offered Mira a small nod before continuing towards room three and the waiting Mr. Henderson. As the door closed behind her, the memory of Mira's gentle smile faded, replaced by the stark reality of what awaited. Mr. Henderson and his… contraption. She tried to block out the image of the penile implant, the small, rubbery ball he insisted she manipulate, a grotesque intimacy that made her skin crawl. Each man had their own peculiar desires, their own brand of violation, and this one was particularly repulsive. 

The next morning dawned with the clatter of dishes and the comforting aroma of fried green tomatoes freshly picked and bacon wafting up the stairs. Roxie, still feeling the residue of the previous night, both physically and emotionally, dragged herself out of bed. 

Downstairs, the aftermath of the previous night was being cleared away by some of the girls, while others were already preparing for the next wave of clientele. Roxie observed the familiar ebb and flow of the "business." Summer was always the busiest, a time when husbands seemed more inclined to stray. Once fall and winter arrived, the pace slowed, a temporary reprieve from the constant parade of strangers. 

In the kitchen, Mira stood by the stove, a comfortable domesticity surrounding her as she flipped bacon. Cherry, bright and early, was perched on a stool, chatting animatedly. Roxie, wanting nothing more than a strong cup of coffee and a moment of quiet, tried to slip by unnoticed. 

