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⚠️ Disclaimer
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.



Important Notice:
Candy: The Sissy Wife of Cellblock C is an intensely erotic psychological fantasy that explores themes of feminization, humiliation, identity dissolution, and submission within a prison setting. The story follows the transformation of a timid young man into Candy — a pampered, obedient sissy who becomes the prized possession of a powerful inmate.

This book contains content intended for mature audiences only, including but not limited to:

• Highly explicit sexual content: Graphic depictions of arousal, obedience, sissy training, submission rituals, and power play in emotionally and physically charged environments.
• Forced feminization and gender transformation: The protagonist undergoes intense mental, emotional, hormonal, and cosmetic transformation, including the use of makeup, lingerie, wigs, breast padding, and behavioral conditioning.
• Themes of erotic humiliation and institutional control: The story includes uniforms, collars, public exposure, and psychological degradation in the context of prison hierarchy.
• Power imbalance and ownership dynamics: Candy is claimed, trained, marked, and ultimately —married— to the dominant alpha male of her block, experiencing extreme forms of affection, control, and identity loss.
• Public spectacle and exhibitionism: The protagonist is paraded, feminized, and celebrated in front of guards and inmates alike, blending fear, shame, and desire into a glittering form of erotic surrender.

📛 This is not a romance. It is a fantasy of total feminization, submission, and identity rebirth. Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Introduction

Behind bars, secrets don’t stay hidden for long—especially when the newest inmate isn’t just another hardened criminal, but a trembling boy in lace and lip gloss. Candy never expected prison to be where her deepest fantasies would bloom, or where her every blush, wiggle, and whispered —yes, Daddy— would turn her into the most desired doll on Cellblock C.

Now, with her heels clicking down cold corridors and her glossy lips parting for the warden’s chosen kiss, Candy discovers that captivity can feel like home when it comes with glitter, collars, and a husband who owns every inch of her. Step inside this forbidden fantasy… if you dare to watch Candy’s surrender shine.


Chapter 1: Dates Under the Wig

Her real name doesn’t matter. Or maybe it does… but only for that boring world of schedules, forced greetings, and shirts that never quite fit right. In that world, he was just another boy: effeminate, quiet, always with eyes lowered and lips sealed, though in his mind… oh, in his mind things were very different.

He had a ritual. Sweet, intimate, almost sacred.

When the house was asleep and the lights were out, he would slowly open the most hidden drawer in the closet. There lay his treasures: an eyeshadow palette with cheap but irresistible sparkles, a sponge worn down from too much blush applied in secret, and his favorite… the blonde wig. Soft, fake, a little tangled, but his.

He sat in front of the mirror, dimmed the lamp, and began. A little concealer to cover the shadow of his beard. Black eyeliner to make him feel more alive. Cherry gloss, the one that always left his lips juicy. And finally… the wig.

He adjusted it with care. Almost as if speaking to it. As if that foreign hair had the power to transform him.

And in front of his reflection, with painted lashes and rosy cheeks, he sighed. He didn’t say his name yet. He didn’t dare. But he imagined who that girl in the mirror was. The one who didn’t walk but glided. The one who didn’t ask permission but shone.

It was one of those nights, with thighs pressed tight under his little skirt and heart beating like a caged bell, that he downloaded a dating app. Just to look, he told himself. Just to play. But then, he appeared.

The Wolf.

The photo was blurry, dark. Only a masculine silhouette could be made out, broad, firm. A tattooed arm. A lit cigarette. But what really mattered… was the message.

—I’m looking for obedient sissies. Submissive. Are you one?—

She—he—froze in front of the phone. But not out of fear. Not entirely. It was something else. A heat in the stomach. A tingling between the legs.

She typed with painted fingers:

—Maybe… if you teach me.—

And that’s how it all began.

With a wig on her head, lips shining in the dark, and a stranger on the other side of the screen, calling her exactly what she had always wanted to be called.

The conversation with The Wolf grew like a slow fire.

Messages at first. Then audios with his deep, rough voice, so masculine that Carla’s knees trembled just from hearing him say her name… well, that name. The one no one else used. The one that made her feel real.

And then, the inevitable question:

—When are you going to let me see you as the little woman you are?—

Carla hesitated. A lot. She bit her lip hard, almost ruining the gloss. But then she looked at her reflection. Her fake cleavage. Her cinched waist. Her well-combed wig. And that tingling between her legs that wouldn’t go away…

—Tomorrow. At 8. My family won’t be home. Come for me.—

The day came. And with it, adrenaline.

Carla trembled as she adjusted the corset that gave her a bit of cleavage, as she pulled up the lace stockings and dabbed her neck with a few drops of vanilla perfume. Was it too much? Not enough? Would he notice her voice, her hands, her fear?

But when she slipped on the heels—those black ones, with the thin strap that cut her ankle just the way she liked—and went down the stairs with her heart in her throat, there was no turning back.

The car was there. Dark, purring softly, with tinted windows.

And inside, him.

He opened the door. Didn’t say anything at first. Just looked at her.

That look…

Carla felt her legs melt. As if he could see all of her, without makeup or wig, but at the same time… more woman than ever.

She slid into the passenger seat, giggling nervously, trying to cross her legs without revealing too much.

——Do you always go out like this?— Wolf asked, with a crooked, dangerous smile.

Carla lowered her gaze, blushing.

—It’s the first time that… like this… outside.

Wolf let out a grunt of approval. He lit a cigarette, never taking his eyes off her.

—Not bad. But if you’re going to be a real sissy, you’ll have to learn not to hide.

Carla swallowed hard.

—What do you mean?

Wolf leaned in, close, so close that his scent wrapped around her like a sweet slap.

—That if you look like a slut… you walk like one. That if you wear a miniskirt… you show it off. And if you obey me… you do it with your whole body, not just through chat.

Carla bit her lip.

Her cheeks burned. Her thighs trembled. But in some warm corner of her chest, something stirred.

And for the first time, in a low but firm voice, she said:

—Teach me.

The engine purred like a satisfied beast as Wolf drove through dark streets, away from the noise, from judgment, from the world. Carla stayed quiet, her hands folded over her legs, which she could barely keep together because of how short her skirt was.

Every time they went around a curve, the air conditioner teasingly swept up between her soft thighs, caressing her skin as if it knew what she was hiding underneath.

And she bit her lip, head bowed, but eyes wide open. Because everything… everything… felt so intensely real.

Wolf didn’t talk much. He just glanced at her from the corner of his eye, with that faint smile, as if he already knew what was going to happen.

He stopped the car in a secluded place, with no streetlights, where only the stars seemed awake. Silence. Darkness. And that sweet tension wrapping around her like an invisible ribbon.

—Get out —he ordered, in a deep voice.

Carla obeyed, feeling the night air kiss her legs. Her heels sank slightly into the loose dirt, and her little skirt fluttered with every breeze as if it had a life of its own. She hugged herself, insecure… but aroused.

Then he came closer.

Not harshly. With confidence. With hunger in his eyes.

He took her face in a big, rough hand. Lifted it. And without asking permission, kissed her.

Carla’s lips—shiny, trembling—opened as if they had been waiting for that kiss her whole life. She melted into him. Into his scent, his strength, the fact that finally, someone was treating her as who she really was.

When they pulled apart, she was gasping softly, her lashes damp, her breath uneven.

And then he whispered to her ear, close, so close:

—I want you to go out with me… as my girl.

Carla didn’t answer.

She only nodded, lips parted, heart about to burst out of her chest.

Because that phrase…

That phrase changed everything.


Chapter 2: Heels in the Night

Nights had a new flavor. A touch of cherry lipstick, a scent of vanilla-based perfume, and that delicious clack, clack of her heels striking the sidewalk.

Carla was no longer afraid.

Well… yes. A little. But it was that sweet kind of fear, the one that tingles at the nape of your neck and makes you smile with closed lips. The one that comes right before you open the door, knowing he’s on the other side.

Wolf.

Every night, he came to get her. Every night, she slipped into the car with freshly shaved legs, new panties—always small, always tight—and a different dress, shorter, bolder, more hers.

It was no longer a midnight fantasy in front of the mirror. No. Now Carla walked like a girl. Smelled like a girl. Obeyed like a girl.

And that felt… exquisite.

—Show me your legs, —he ordered one night, the car stopped under a dim, almost conspiratorial light.

Carla giggled softly, nervous, with that squeaky little voice that came out on its own when she felt desired. And as if her thighs were wings, she parted them slowly. The lacy skirt rode up higher than it should, revealing pink panties with a bow.

—That’s better, —Wolf murmured, never taking his eyes off her.

She toyed with the hem of her dress, biting her lip, flirty even in the way she breathed.

And then came another order:

—Laugh like when I tickle you with my eyes.

Carla let out a silly giggle, the kind that doesn’t know if it’s pleasure or embarrassment. A laugh that seemed to bounce between the car seats like a sparkling echo. The same laugh her former self would never have dared to let escape.

But she was no longer that effeminate boy who hid.

She was Carla.

And every night, with her legs parted and her mascara fresh, she felt more sissy than ever.

The avenues became catwalks beneath her heels.

Carla walked beside Wolf, pressed against him as if she needed his shadow not to melt. Her slender little arm hung delicately from his, but what really undid her was that big, firm hand resting on her hip.

He didn’t hold her with tenderness. He gripped her.

As if to say: this one is mine.

And she… trembled.

Trembled with fear. With pleasure. With the knowledge of being watched.

Every time they passed a group, a brightly lit shop window, or a car stopped at a traffic light, Carla felt eyes on her. On her tiny skirt, on the round outline her clothes didn’t hide, on her doll-like painted face.

And though deep down she wanted to hide…

She also wanted to be seen.

—Straighten your hips, —Wolf murmured in a low, almost husky voice—. If you walk like a slut, you’ll look like one.

Carla swallowed hard. Adjusted her stride. Felt his hand sliding just above her hip until it brushed against her ass.

And then…

—We’re going to stop, —he said, pulling up in front of a gas station open all night—. I need cigarettes.

Carla nodded without thinking. But just as she went to undo her seatbelt, he spoke again:

—You’re going.

Carla turned her head, confused.

—Me… alone?

Wolf smiled without showing teeth, like someone savoring a mischief.

—Look at you, doll. With that scandalous little dress and those shiny stockings. Don’t you want to be seen? —He stroked her face with a finger—. It’s time the world knew you exist.

Carla froze for a second. Her heart pounded so hard she felt her whole body vibrating.

But then, she took a deep breath. She looked at herself in the rearview mirror. Her lips were perfect. Her lashes, untouched. Her cleavage, irresistible.

She opened the door, legs trembling, and stepped out of the car.

Heel after heel, she walked into the store.

And with each step, with every curious glance, every male murmur… she felt less hidden.

And more alive.

The jingling of her bracelets accompanied every shaky step down the brightly lit aisles.

Carla held the pack of cigarettes in one hand and her little purse in the other, struggling to keep her balance on those sky-high heels that made her feel like a goddess… but walk like a newborn foal.

The cashier’s look was confused. The man in the other line stared uncomfortably long.

And when she walked past him, with her panties barely covering her desire, she heard the mutter under his breath:

—This is a provocation… we should call the police.

Carla went pale.

Her nervous laugh, the one Wolf loved so much, froze on her lips. Her cheeks burned, not just with fear, but with something worse. Better. That poisonous, delicious mix of panic and pleasure.

Because they were watching her.

And because she knew it.

She bolted for the door.

Well… she tried.

Her thin, shaky legs barely responded. Her miniskirt rode up, her purse bounced, the air tangled her wig… and then it happened.

Heel twisted.

Fragile ankle.

The ground.

Carla fell with a muffled yelp, legs spread, thighs exposed, panties shining like a secret laid bare.

From the ground, she saw the red and blue lights approaching.

And she saw, too, Wolf’s car pulling away. Without pause. Without goodbye.

He left.

Without looking back.

—On the ground! Hands where we can see them! —shouted one officer as another grabbed her arm.

Carla wept.

She wept with mascara running and broken little sobs.

But as they cuffed her—with her thighs still trembling, her face pressed against the hot pavement—there was something else. Something between her legs. A treacherous wetness, warm, sticky… delicious.

She was soaked.

Because in the midst of humiliation, abandonment, terror…

Carla had never felt so alive.
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Chapter 3: Alias Candy

The detention room smelled of old sweat and dirty bureaucracy. Of grime and power. But Carla smelled of vanilla.
And that was a problem.

Her dress was twisted, her stockings torn, mascara smeared in glittering streaks down her cheeks. And still… she was beautiful.
And that too was a problem.

They brought her in handcuffed, wrists pulled back, wig half loose, stumbling on her heels like a doll that had escaped from a shop window.
—What’s this? —mocked an officer, prodding her in the back with two fingers—. A carnival whore?
Carla lowered her gaze. Her lashes trembled. The lace of her dress clung to her skin like a cursed caress.
—I don’t have my documents… —she murmured in her fragile little voice.
—You don’t say, Barbie —another officer laughed, sliding his hand under her skirt with shameless ease—. And what do you have down here? A little gift?
Carla gasped, snapping her legs shut, but not firmly. Not completely.

The frisk was more humiliation than procedure.
They lifted her skirt.
Pulled down her panties.
Took away her heels and then gave them back… as if they couldn’t resist watching her walk in them again.
—Look at her, she even trembles with delight —one muttered.

And yes… Carla trembled.
Not with pleasure. Not exactly.
It was that mix of horror and delight. Of being treated as something that wasn’t a man, but not quite a woman either. It was addictive, intoxicating.

They left her sitting alone, legs spread, a gray blanket over her shoulders… and her dignity hanging like the last bow on her panties.

Until he walked in.
The police chief.
Serious mustache. Tight uniform.
He looked at her like she was shiny trash.
—Name?
Carla pressed her lips together.
—Name? —he repeated, stepping closer with heavy steps.
She hesitated.
Gave her male name, in a small, almost inaudible voice.
But he didn’t want to hear it.
He grabbed her face with a firm hand, and with the other pulled down her wig.
—What do you call yourself when you look in the mirror with that thing on, huh?
Carla swallowed hard.
And then, not knowing why, with her heart in shreds, she whispered:
—…Carla.
The chief laughed.
—Perfect. Then that’s what I’ll put. Candy, you say.

Carla tried to correct him but it was useless.
And without documents, without defense, without anyone to protect her… she was recorded as Candy.

Name: Candy
Sex: undefined
Status: presumed associate of criminal group

The printer hummed softly as the system swallowed her whole.
And she, with glassy eyes and trembling legs, thought that maybe… Candy had truly been born.

—Oh, but look at her… —said a female voice, dripping with mockery and mischief—. All snotty and with her lipstick smudged. She can’t go on the file photo like this, don’t you think, Nat?
—No way —the other replied—. A doll should always be ready for the camera.

Carla lifted her eyes and saw the two policewomen in uniform. One was a bottle blonde, lips like badly painted sausages. The other, a tall brunette with strong arms and a smile that seemed to know more than it said.
—Relax, Candy —the blonde said, rummaging through an evidence bag—. We’re going to make you divine.

And from that same bag—stolen, who knows, from how many other lost girls like her—they pulled out a bright red lipstick, a dried-up mascara, and a blush that smelled of chalky powder.
Carla wanted to protest.
But when the first swipe brushed across her cheek, she only sighed.
Because even though the officers’ laughter was shameless, even though their comments were a mix of mockery and fetish… the touch felt so familiar. So sweet. As if for a moment, she were back in her room, before the mirror, secretly putting on her makeup.

—All done, Candy —said the brunette, holding her chin while admiring her handiwork—. Gorgeous for the camera. You’ll break hearts in that file.
—A criminal Barbie, —added the other with a shrill giggle.

Carla smiled without meaning to.
Small. Shy. But there it was.

After that, they took her to the booking room. But she wasn’t alone.
Across the room, five men waited for her. Tough. Big. Covered in tattoos and dark stares.
One of them winked when he saw her walk in.
—What… what’s happening? —she asked softly, holding her wig with one hand.
—Group photo —Nat replied, fixing the fallen strap of her dress—. Protocol, doll.

Carla was placed in the center, between two criminals who smelled of sweat, tobacco, and prison. One slipped an arm behind her back, as if they were already acquainted. The other gripped her waist lightly.
And the flash went off.
Carla closed her eyes, as if the burst of light could shield her from the truth.
She posed timidly.
Not knowing that that click had officially tied her to a gang.
But with fresh blush, newly painted lips… and a tingling between her legs she couldn’t ignore.

—Candy, get ready, doll. You’re going to the penitentiary —announced a harsh voice from behind the bars.
Carla—Candy, with no escape now—blinked, lips still sticky with dry gloss and heart pounding against the seams of her dress.
—The penitentiary? —she whispered, almost voiceless—. The women’s one?
The officer laughed sharply, like someone hearing an innocent joke.
—You think just because you wear a little skirt you’ve earned yourself a pink bunk? No, doll. You’re going to men’s prison. Organized crime. Criminal association. Big words for something as delicate as you.

The world stopped for a second.
And then, without further explanation, Candy was handcuffed again—this time with her hands in front—and led toward a rusty bus with barred windows and an engine that roared like a sentence.

The ride was long.
And every kilometer felt like a page torn from her old life.

In her seat, wig askew and thighs pressed tight beneath her miniskirt, Candy stared out the window as the city shrank away. Buildings blurred, lights slipped into the distance like stars that no longer belonged to her.

The inmates on the bus wouldn’t stop talking.
—Hey, Barbie! You gonna be in our cell?
—Check out those legs, bro… not even the whores on the block got an ass like that.
—Candy, huh? You’re gonna sweeten up our days, baby.

She shrank into herself, unable to stop smiling beneath her fear. That trembling, humiliated, broken smile… but lit from within.
Because every comment, every look, every muffled gasp drifting her way was a twisted caress on her deepest desire.

No one called her by her real name anymore.
Now she was Candy.
A little transvestite doll headed toward a world she didn’t know, but was already tasting with her tongue between her lips.

And though inside panic squeezed her chest, between her legs something else still pulsed.
A warm wetness.
A sweet, perverse truth.

She no longer belonged to the world of men.
Nor to the world of women.
Candy belonged… to desire.
And that bus was her carriage.
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Chapter 4: Welcome, Doll

The prison gate opened with a metallic screech that Candy found more sensual than frightening. As if she were stepping into a wet fantasy… only this time there was no way to wake up.
The bus stopped, and with it, her thoughts.

She still wore her twisted dress, lace on the verge of scandal, and her makeup… well, what was left of it. Mascara turned into dried tears, lipstick bitten and smudged, and the blonde wig hanging sideways as if it too were exhausted.
But she smiled.
Small. Silly. Like a girl arriving at her surprise party, not fully understanding if it was all real.

—Come on, Barbie. Time to strut, —said one of the guards, helping her off the bus with a slap on the ass—. Your fans are waiting.

Candy descended the steps on trembling heels, and not just from their height. It was as if her body didn’t know whether to flee or sway coquettishly. Her steps echoed on the concrete with an absurd clack clack clack in the middle of so much uniform, sweat, and testosterone.

The other inmates, behind the bars, whistled and shouted like starving animals.
—Look at her, straight out of a punishment porno!
—Is this what they’re sending us now? Sissy delivery?
—Shake that ass!

Candy closed her eyes for a moment, as if she could stop time and float there. In that instant of vertigo. Between humiliation… and ecstasy.

Because yes.
She had always fantasized about it.
Being the only one like this, surrounded by men, wrapped in stares. But now… now it was real.
And it hurt. And it thrilled.

—And what’s this? —asked another guard, stopping in front of her and tugging at the strap of her dress with two fingers—. Did an inflatable doll sneak in here or what?
Candy stammered something, but the laughter of the others drowned it out.
—And the heels? —said the other—. Do we let her keep her toys?
The first shrugged.
—Bah. Let her keep them. Who’s going to take them off her? You?

They all laughed.
And so it was.
They let her keep the heels. The lingerie. The wig.
—You’re gonna need it, doll. In here, looking good is survival.

Candy smiled.
She didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.
But she did know that, with each step toward the cellblock, her lace clung tighter to her skin, her heart pounded harder… and her crotch was wet with something more than fear.

Because maybe, just maybe…
This prison wasn’t a punishment.
It was a dream disguised as a cell.
And she, at last, was inside.

—Well, Candy! Come here, little doll, we’ve got presents for you, —sang Liza, one of the guards, with a crooked smile and lips painted with the same recklessness as her attitude.
Carla—now fully Candy—walked over with arms crossed, trying to cover what little her dress no longer hid. Her heels made that sex-toy sound with every step, and she no longer knew whether to walk tall or hunch with modesty. The mix was… delicious.

—Do you like pink? —asked Nat, as she opened a recycled plastic bag.
Inside, there was a raspberry lip gloss, a worn-out black eyeliner, a sponge stained with blush, and a little bottle of perfume that smelled like sugar.

—This is evidence, you know? But it’ll be more useful to you than to justice, doll —said Liza between laughs.
—With what’s coming, you’ll be busier than a free stripper —added Nat, blowing her a mocking kiss.

Candy swallowed hard, feeling the blush rise all the way to her ears.
But… she didn’t say no.
She took the makeup bag with trembling hands and held it against her chest, like a trophy. Or a comfort.

—Ready, doll, —said Liza—. Time for the parade.

And so it was.
The doors of the cellblock opened with a metallic groan.
And Candy walked in on those heels that already hurt… but made every step hers. Every sway of her hips was like a signal. A wink. A promise.

The inmates went wild as if an exotic animal had been released into the zoo.
—Barbie’s in the hood!
—Look at those legs! That’s not a prisoner, that’s a prize!

The shouts mixed with whistles, applause, banging on the bars.
And she…
She swayed.
She didn’t walk. She rocked, as if unable to decide whether to advance or surrender. Her legs trembled, not just from the heels, but from that liquid heat rising through her belly and wetting her crotch. Fear. Pure. But also… sweeter than any candy.

She felt exposed.
Trapped.
Desired.
And in the middle of the uproar, of the chaos, of the stares that stripped her more than her dress… Candy thought:
Maybe I didn’t come here to serve a sentence.
Maybe I came to become what I always wanted to be.

The shouting went on. Hands reached out from the cells like claws, like filthy hooks trying to catch her. Some just yelled obscenities. Others, no longer hiding it, stretched out to touch her, brush her legs, tug at her little skirt.

And then… it happened.
A hand grabbed her arm.
Strong. Stinking of desire.
A big, tattooed inmate, with a sharp smile and eyes like blades, lunged from his cell, managing to graze her thigh.
—Come here, doll… I’ll show you your bed —he whispered hoarsely, his fingers already sliding up her skin as if entitled to everything.

Carla let out a tiny cry, not from pain, but from panic… and something more. Part of her froze. Another part melted.
But she didn’t have to do anything.

Because then he appeared.
The shadow that stopped everything.
The man who walked as if he needed no permission.
The one with the hardest stare in the block… and eyes fixed only on her.

Silas.
Though here they didn’t call him that.
Here everyone said the Boss.

In one swift motion, he shoved the inmate aside with a dry push that echoed like a blow of authority.
—Don’t you dare touch her again, —he spat, low but so sharp the air itself seemed to hold its breath.

And then, without sparing the other a second glance, he turned to her.
He took her arm.
Not with tenderness.
With claim.
—This girl is mine —he said.

Candy trembled all over.
She couldn’t move.
Or speak.
She just looked at him. Big. Tanned. His chest half bare, a couple of discreet tattoos gleaming with sweat, the thick beard, and that gaze of a man who asks no permission.

Her throat burned. Her legs no longer held her. And her heart pounded as if it would burst out of her lips.
And the only thing she could say was:
—Thank you…

Tiny. In a girl’s voice. With wet eyes.
Because in that instant, she knew.
She was no longer alone.
No longer prey thrown among beasts.
Now she was something else.
A doll… with an owner.
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Chapter 5: The Boss’s Little Bitch

The boss’s cell was bigger than any other, with windows and a wide bed—it hardly looked like a cell. Completely clean and even carrying a pleasant scent, it even had discreet furniture and a television.

Candy stepped in with timid little steps, her heels ringing like nervous little bells. The echo of her own silhouette reflected on the metallic sheet of the bunk made her shiver. The wrinkled dress. The smudged mascara. The blush still fresh on her cheeks.

And that look. His look.

Silas—the Boss—looked at her as if he already knew what she was. Not what she pretended to be… but what lay beneath the makeup, the panties, that sweet trembling running through her as she approached him.

—They left you with me, doll,— he said in a raspy voice, as he sat on the bed and changed into a clean, fresh shirt. —When they told me someone tied to my association had arrived, I never imagined it would be someone like you.—

Candy lowered her eyes.

—And… it’s not true…— she whispered, with her squeaky little voice.

Silas smiled.

—I know. But I don’t care.—

She looked at him, confused.

—You’re going to stay with me. If something happens to you, the others will think I can’t take care of my own. But that doesn’t mean you won’t have duties, obligations.—

He paused. He looked at her like someone choosing a pet.

Candy swallowed hard. She felt the heat rise up her chest, to her cheeks, to the little ears hidden under the wig.

—Does that seem fair to you?—

She nodded quickly, her little hands together, her back straight, like a little girl waiting for her collar.

—Yes, boss… if you want… I can serve you.—

His smile widened. He beckoned with his fingers, and Candy came closer, obedient, sitting at his feet like a well-trained little bitch.

—That’s it, I like that. You’re going to talk to me like that. You’re going to look at me like that. And every night you’ll go wherever I tell you.—

Candy lowered her gaze, smiling, while her thighs brushed together subtly.

—Yes, boss… thank you, boss…—

Her little voice grew sweeter and sweeter. Higher pitched. More sissy.

She wasn’t speaking anymore: she was moaning softly.

And every movement was an invitation.

A promise.

A —yes, master— disguised as a flutter of lashes.

Candy was no longer a prisoner.

She was the boss’s little bitch.

And every part of her body knew it.

The days passed inside the cell like a sticky dream.

Candy was no longer —the new one.—

She was the boss’s girl.

And everyone knew it.

When she walked through the hallways, with her tiny steps, her hips swaying in that delicious rhythm she had practiced so much in front of the mirror, the gazes followed her. Burning. Hungry. But restrained.

No one touched her.

No one dared.

They only watched her, as if she were a little jewel too valuable to risk breaking.

—Did you see how the Barbie moves?—

—That ass belongs to the Boss. Literally.—

—Don’t look at me like that, Candy… you’ll get me in trouble.—

And she… smiled. With painted lips, shining eyes, and that delicate little voice that seemed like a constant whisper of provocation.

Because there was no pleasure more perverse than knowing herself desired… yet untouchable.

One night, Silas handed her a little gift bag.

—You’ve behaved very well, puppy.—

Candy looked at him, thrilled, and unfolded the tiny package with trembling hands.

Inside was a bubblegum-pink thong with a tiny bow in front. A white top, so tight it seemed like a second skin. And a satin bow to fasten her wig with grace.

—I want you to start dressing with more care,— he said. —Every day. You’ll have your clothes. But only feminine ones. You’ll wash them as carefully as you wash mine. Understood?—

Candy felt her heart skip a beat.

—Yes, boss… thank you… they’re so pretty…— she whispered, holding the clothes to her chest like a birthday gift.

That night, she changed carefully. She took off the dirty lingerie, washing it with soap and care. Then she put on the thong, the top, and tied the bow over her wig with a playful smile.

And when she walked out of the cell, she no longer looked like just another prisoner.

She looked like what she was.

A happy sissy. Pampered. Property of a man everyone feared… and whom she obeyed with sweetness.

The cell smelled of ink, sweat… and destiny.

Candy was kneeling, arms crossed over her chest and back bare, trembling between the cold of the metal and the heat of her own skin.

The gang’s tattooist—a skinny guy, with steady hands and eyes emptied of judgment.

Silas, sitting on his bunk, watched calmly. Like someone overseeing the signing of a contract.

—It’s going to hurt, doll,— said the tattooist, pulling out the stencil in black and red ink.

—Yes, boss…— Candy whispered, never taking her eyes off him. —I’m ready…—

And she was.

Because she knew what was coming.

A tiny little heart, small but deep, on the lower part of her hip, right where the top no longer covered. Inside, the gang’s initials, in perfect contrast with the softness of her skin.

A mark so everyone would know.

She was no longer free.

The needle buzzed and Candy squeezed her eyes shut, letting out a sharp little moan, a mix of pain and pleasure.

—Ah…!— she gasped, with tears running down her made-up cheeks.

But she didn’t move.

She didn’t complain.

Because she wanted it.

Because in that mark was something that hurt more than the ink: the certainty she would never get out. That her old life was as dead as the name nobody used anymore.

He finished tattooing her in fifteen minutes.

But the effect lasted forever.

That night, Silas led her to the small mirror hung by a rusty nail. Candy turned, lowered the thong a little, and looked.

There it was.

The heart.

The initials.

Her belonging.

And she broke.

Not with screams. Not with rage.

With sweet tears.

With a silly smile.

With that trembling whisper that left her mouth like a prayer:

—I’m yours… I’m useful… I’m a good puppy…—

She no longer asked to call her family. She no longer asked about a lawyer. She no longer tried to explain anything.

Because there was nothing left to explain.

She was no longer a —he.—

No longer a mistake.

She was Candy.

The boss’s sissy.

The marked property of a gang that had trapped her… but had also made her feel, for the first time, part of something.

Loved.

Useful.

And perfectly, deliciously… lost.
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Chapter 6: Official Doll

—Come on, princess. It’s salon day.—
Liza’s mocking voice rang like a cruel little bell in the cell. Nat was with her, wearing a crooked smile and carrying a little bag under his arm that went clink clink with every step.

Candy opened her eyes, startled, the fresh mark of the tattoo still on her hip and her thong sitting awkwardly. She sat with her legs closed, like a timid little lady, her heart beating as if it already knew there was no turning back that day.
—W-where…?— she asked in her trembling little voice.
—To make you beautiful, doll,— Nat said, winking at her. —The boss wants you ready. Official. Impossible to hide.—

They led her through the hallways like a depraved bride on her way to the altar. Some inmates whistled. Others stayed silent. But all of them watched.
And Candy… let herself be taken.
Between fear and desire. Between humiliation… and the privilege of being transformed.

The —beauty salon— was an empty room, with a metal chair, a scratched-up mirror, and the smell of acetone and mascara. But for Candy, it was a temple.
—Sit down, little doll,— Liza ordered, placing a firm hand on her shoulder.
Candy sat carefully, lifting her chin like a good girl.
—First the ugly, then the pretty,— Nat said, pulling out the shaver.

Candy swallowed hard.
She knew what was coming.
And she wanted it with every fiber.

With quick movements and no emotional anesthesia, Liza pulled off the old wig. Candy whimpered softly, as if they were tearing away something more than fake hair.
And then… the machine.
Zzzzzzzzzzzzzz…
The first stroke was dry. Her scalp vibrated.
Candy closed her eyes, while her hair fell in clumps like the last remains of a life that was no longer hers.
—Look how cute you are, all bald… like a baby,— Nat said, laughing.
—Or like a factory doll, ready to be assembled,— Liza added, already pulling out the new wig: blonde, wavy, shiny, with a perfectly blended fake root.

—This one’s glued on, puppy. Won’t come off even with tears,— Nat warned, opening the adhesive.
Candy didn’t protest.
Not a word.
Because in her mind, deep down, this wasn’t punishment.
It was fulfillment.

They glued the wig with precision, smoothing the edges with a hot spatula. Candy panted softly, as if every press against her head triggered something else… something wet and shameful.
And when it was done, Liza turned her toward the mirror.
—Now… doll makeup, okay?—

The transformation was a festival of excess.
False lashes long as wings. Shimmery shadow in bubblegum pink and cartoon-sky blue. Heavy blush on her cheeks, as if she were always aroused. And the lips—oh, the lips: lined, puffed up with glitter, like a wicked piece of candy.

Candy watched herself as they painted her. Not like someone observing a reflection, but like someone witnessing a miracle… twisted and beautiful.
Each brushstroke was a confession.
Each color, a renunciation.

And when at last, with the bow tied and the wig perfectly glued, Liza said:
—You’re ready, doll…—
Candy couldn’t help it.
A tear slipped out.
But not from sadness.

It was… gratitude.
Because for the first time, she didn’t have to pretend.
She could no longer undress.
She could no longer escape.
She didn’t want to.
It was official.
She was Candy.
The boss’s doll.
And she was beautiful.

—There’s still the best part left, Candy…— Nat murmured, rummaging in a cardboard box with a malicious smile.
Liza clicked her tongue, impatient, like someone waiting to see the final touch on an obscene work of art.
—You’re going to have a doll’s little body, baby. The boss wants it well defined. So they see you coming from the other side of the block and know you belong only to him.—

Candy could hardly respond. Sitting there, made-up, with the wig perfectly glued to her shaved head, she already felt she had nothing left to give.
But then… they saw them.

The pads.
One for each hip, round and soft like hidden candies. Others for the breasts: perky, round, exaggerated, at that perfect point between cartoon and desire. And the last one, the most provocative: a cushioned pad for her butt, which, once fitted under her new thong, turned it into a spectacle.

Nat knelt in front of her and began placing them with expert hands.
—Here… and here…— he said, adjusting each curve with firm, mocking movements. —And now, puppy, you’re going to have what you always dreamed of: a dumb girl’s body.—

Candy trembled.
Literally.
She felt how each pad didn’t just stick to her skin… but to her identity. As if with each new shape, an old part of her switched off forever.

—Boss…— she whispered. —I… I look…—
She cried.
Tiny sobs that barely broke through her bright smile.
Not from sadness. From emotion.
From feeling, for the first time, that what the mirror showed matched what burned inside.

And then, Liza handed her a box.
Inside, brand-new heels: black, shiny, with a strap hugging the ankle and a platform that forced her to walk like a depraved showgirl.
—Walk, Candy. Time to strut.—

The hallway of the block became a twisted, noisy, brutal runway.
The bars banged in rhythm with the laughter, whistles, and masculine moans. But Candy… Candy walked.
Clack, clack, clack.
Her now-exaggerated hips swayed like provocative pendulums. Her ass bounced like an inflatable toy. Her lashes fluttered. And her smile…
Oh, her smile…

It was the smile of a complete sissy.
A living doll.
A precious possession.

The inmates shouted her name. They adored her. They desired her. But they knew they couldn’t touch her.
Because she wasn’t for just anyone.
She was Candy, the boss’s official doll.
And she walked as if the world belonged to her… or at least, as if her cage were her throne.

The noise was deafening.
Whistles, gasps, obscene laughter, shouts bouncing from cell to cell as if the entire prison had exploded in desire.
—Look at that ass!—
—That’s not an inmate, that’s a walking porno!—
—Caaandy! Show me the tits!—

But Candy… she smiled.
Not timidly.
With flirtation. With pride.
She swayed with every step, her heels clapping like applause beneath her feet. The pads made her bounce, exaggerated, provocative, deliciously fake. Her hips moved in that sissy sway, trained to arouse… and to obey.

And the more they desired her…
The safer she felt.
Because everyone wanted her.
But only one had her.

That idea—twisted, dangerous, sweet—gave her strength. Gave her meaning. Allowed her to dissociate, to forget the pain, the cell, the sentence. She was no longer Carla, the boy who cried in secret.
She was Candy.
The painted doll.
The untouchable property.
The boss’s treasure.

And so, like a star from a low-budget glam porn film, she returned to her cell. Her heart racing a mile a minute. Her mouth dry with excitement. Her makeup still flawless.

Silas was waiting for her, sitting with his legs spread, bare-chested, wearing that smile of a satisfied predator.
She said nothing.
She just walked up to him.

And he, without asking permission, took her by the waist and sat her on his lap as if placing his favorite little doll.
The boss’s hands slid down her bare back, over her fake waist, over her rounded ass.
—Now yes…— he whispered in her ear, raspy, hot, intimate. —Now you’re mine… completely.—

Candy whimpered softly. Barely a sigh. Barely a whisper sweet as syrup.
—Yes, boss… yours, all yours… forever…—

And in his strong arms, with the wig perfectly glued, her blush shining, and her heart broken and surrendered, Candy finally knew.
There was no prison.
There was no freedom.
Only one place to belong.
And she… had been born for it.


Chapter 7: The pavilion runway

—Come on, Candy, showtime, doll.—
Liza’s shrill voice echoed mockingly from the cell’s entrance as Nat walked in with a box under her arm.
—We’ve got new lace, baby. And today you get the full runway. The boss wants to see you shine.—

Candy rose carefully from the boss’s cot, sheets clinging to her soft skin and her smile still tangled with sleep. She no longer asked why. She no longer feared.
Because this… this was her life now.

The guards stripped her quickly. First came the fishnet stockings, tightened with pink ribbon garters. Then a white lace corset cinching her waist unnaturally and pushing up the padding as if they were real breasts. A tiny thong, more decorative than useful. And finally, high pink heels, glittering, clicking clik clik with every unsure step.

—Makeup, queen,— Nat said, opening the case.
Candy closed her eyes in delight, feeling the brush glide across her lids, the eyeliner stretching her gaze, the strawberry gloss giving her lips that effect of always-ready kisses.
And the final touch… a pink bow fastening the blonde wig perfectly glued over her shaved head.

Liza spun her toward the mirror.
—Look at what you are, Candy…—

And she saw herself.
A feminine figure, curvy, ridiculous, and beautiful.
Her little face sparkled with glitter. Her mouth looked edible. Her lashes endless.
And her body, that body built from padding, lace, and obedience, looked like a shop-window doll… a depraved and happy doll.

—I’m pretty…— she whispered, touching the bow with delicate hands.
—You’re the queen of the block,— Nat laughed. —And it’s time for your runway.—

The pavilion gate opened.
And there was her catwalk.

Candy stepped out softly, almost dancing, heels striking rhythm, hips tracing waves of provocation.
The inmates were waiting.
And when they saw her…
They erupted.

—Candy! Mama’s in the house!—
—Look at those legs!—
—The block’s Barbie!—

And she smiled.
Not from courtesy.
Not from fear.
But with the shameless flirtation that had soaked into her soul since leaving her old life behind.

With every step, with every sway of the garters, with every mascara-heavy blink… Candy walked not as a victim, but as what she was:
An official sissy.
A displayed possession.
The queen of a kingdom of bars… and desire.

The routine had become a constant runway… and Candy was the star of the show.

Every day, as she left the boss’s cell, she received her assignment with a painted-on little smile: a tray of hot food, a folded message sealed with tape, an order for one of the allied inmates. She carried it all with careful little hands, like an erotic nanny carrying secret toys.

And when she walked…

Clack, clack, clack…

Her heels announced her passage as if they were chimes of pleasure.

The prisoners stirred at the sight of her.

—There goes the boss’s little bitch!

—That ass is taken, but we can still look!

—Candy, give me a smile, I’m dead inside!

And she… gave them one.

But in her own way.

One step a little slower. A coquettish twirl that made her thong show under the lace. A fake giggle that sounded so real it drew out gasps. An exaggerated blink, like a classy porn star.

She never replied with words.

Only with that silent doll language: a sway of hips, a bite of lip, a pat on her own thigh as if to say —look, but don’t touch.—

And nobody touched her.

Because everyone knew who she belonged to.

She was the boss’s ambassador.

The sissy messenger.

The errand doll… and the fuel of mental moans.

Candy no longer thought about what she had been.

She no longer asked why or how.

The words —freedom,— —real name,— —man,— —past—… had been erased from her inner dictionary.

Only others remained:

Boss. Thong. Errand. Runway. Puppy. Sissy. Candy.

And every time an inmate saw her coming, with her pillow breasts bouncing, her glossed lips shining, and the tray steady between her fake nails… they knew that doll wasn’t broken.

She was trained.

And every flirty little step confirmed it.

From the end of the hallway, he watched her.

Silas, the Boss.

Leaning against the wall, arms crossed, eyes burning. He said nothing. He didn’t need to. Every inmate who shouted, every stifled moan, every whistle at Candy’s passing was a silent confirmation of his power.

And of his ownership.

Because what he loved most was watching how everyone desired her… but nobody touched her.

She was his.

His choice.

His living doll, carved in lace, obedience, and desire.

Candy, meanwhile, kept making her delivery. Carrying errands. Smiling coquettishly. Swaying like she was walking through a porn music video of prison fantasy. The thong traced sweetly between her thighs. The top rode up with each excited breath.

And at the end of the hall, she saw him.

Her boss.

The owner of her new name. Of her new form. Of her new life.

He didn’t raise his voice.

He just snapped his fingers.

Snap.

And Candy gasped.

She felt a shiver so sweet it weakened her knees.

Without thinking, without doubting, without looking to the sides, she ran toward him. Her heels rang like bells of an obscene wedding, her padded breasts bounced, and her smile was pure nectar and surrender.

When she reached him, she bowed, eyes lowered, letting the wig shine under the hallway light.

—Yes, boss… —she whispered in a high, submissive, ditzy little voice… perfect.

Silas didn’t reply.

He only stroked her chin, like someone inspecting their favorite jewel.

And in that touch, Candy understood everything.

There was no outside.

There was no escape.

There was no other version of her.

She was Candy.

Official member of the crew. The boss’s little bitch. The queen of the block.

And in her pink bow, her strawberry lips, and that heart marked on her hip… shone the sweetest truth of all:

She wasn’t acting anymore.

She wasn’t dreaming anymore.

This was her reality.
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Chapter 8: The Boss’s Wife

—Today you’re getting married, doll —Liza said with a husky laugh as she tightened the white bodice.
—And look at you… if your old self knew how happy this made you, she’d drop dead from fright —Nat added, fastening the tiny skirt that barely covered the white thong embroidered with little hearts.

Candy said nothing.
She only breathed quickly, her cheeks painted a deep rosy pink and her eyes shining with sparkle.

The visiting room prepared for the ceremony carried the solemn, impersonal air of a justice of the peace office on a festive day. An official banner hung behind the makeshift altar, folding chairs aligned with precision… and at the back, through the wide-open door, a handful of spotless inmates waited in silence to witness the most unexpected and solemn event the prison had ever seen: the boss’s wedding.

And she…
She was the bride.

Dressed in white, yes, but with perverse elegance. The dress wasn’t vulgar, but of a calculated sensuality: a white tweed miniskirt that clung to her hips with millimetric precision, fine lace stockings with hidden garters tracing faint shadows over her thighs, and a satin top that shaped her torso like a second skin, enhancing the artificial curve of her breasts without begging for attention. Every detail, from the perfectly tied pink silk bow on her wig to the illusion tulle veil pinned with tiny pearl clips, spoke of deliberate expense, of a refined taste twisted by the desire to display her as the exquisite trophy she was. Once, perhaps, she would have screamed. Cried. Begged to run away.

But Candy… only sighed.
And smiled like a silly little girl.

—All set, baby —Nat said—. You’re going to break hearts… but only one will have you.

The doors opened.
The music was nothing more than the metallic, distorted echo of an old tape player, whose cassette turned with devotion, producing a static and official waltz. And at the far end, Silas, standing firm, wrapped in an impeccably cut modern suit like the ones he wore for parties and special moments; and this was, without doubt, one of those. His eyes, however, stayed locked on her as if the universe shrank to that blonde doll with strawberry lips and gleaming legs.

Candy walked between the inmates with tiny steps. Her heels made her knees tremble, but she never stopped smiling. Every whistle was a twisted flower. Every gasp, a bell.

And when she reached the altar —a sturdy oak table draped with cloth and flanked by two flags—, a Penitentiary Judge, a man with a tired face and a suit that hung loose, took her hand and placed it over Silas’s with a routine gesture.

—Today the law formalizes the union that destiny had already woven —declared the judge in a monotone, as if reading the commissary’s supply list. Candy didn’t understand those complicated, empty words; her world shrank to the warmth of Silas’s hand and the pressure of his fingers. She only obeyed. She nodded. She signed where they pointed, with a clumsy flourish she had practiced.

—…and by the authority vested in me by the state —the magistrate continued, without a shred of emotion, as if closing another routine file in a long career of weddings officiated for big shots.

Candy swallowed hard, her eyes full of tears, but with the silliest, happiest smile she had ever worn.
She didn’t fully understand if this was legal.
She didn’t know if there was a certificate or if it was simply symbolic madness.
But she didn’t care. The judge’s voice was only a distant murmur.

Because in front of everyone, with trembling lips and a heart pounding beneath the lace of her outfit, she only managed to bow her head and whisper, soft and clear:
—Yes, I do.

The applause was restrained, protocolary, the echo of a finished formality.

In the silence that followed, Silas, with a solemnity that transcended the place, turned to her. His voice, deep and eloquent, rang with unusual clarity.
—Candy, this day deserved a symbol. A reminder of the promise we make today.

From a black velvet case, flawless and soft to the touch, he drew out a ring. It wasn’t a theatrical gesture, but one of profound intention. The jewel was a band of platinum polished like a mirror, crowned by a pink diamond cut to perfection, catching the gray light of the hall and returning it in warm sparks. It was a supernatural elegance, so dazzling and out of place in that austere room that it seemed to contain the entire luxurious celebration Silas surely would have given her in freedom.

As he slid the cold band of metal onto her finger, Candy felt the weight of the ring. Not the weight of the metal, but of a sudden truth. That object, so beautiful and permanent, wasn’t just another toy. It was the mark of a woman, of a wife. A tangible proof that her place was no longer that of a pampered girl, but of a little woman at his side, and that from that moment on her bearing, her manners, everything about her, had to reflect the elegance and worth of that pink stone now gleaming on her hand. Silas wasn’t buying her obedience; he was crowning her.

After the protocolary toast with plastic cups, Silas’s influence became palpable. While the other inmates returned to their cells, he and his trusted men were allowed into a multipurpose room. There, on tables covered with clean cloths, his contacts in the kitchen had laid out a banquet improper for the place: trays of cold meats, fresh bread, and even a simple but elegant wedding cake.

Throughout the entire evening, Silas never left Candy’s side. He presented her to each of his men with a new kind of formality: —my wife.— His hand never left her waist, guiding her, asserting her place beside him. He served her food onto her plate, offered her sips of contraband sparkling drink, and whispered things in her ear that only she could hear. Candy, intoxicated by the surreal pomp of the event, did nothing but smile. Smile, nod, and laugh with a soft, nervous giggle each time someone addressed them. She was the perfect jewel in her case: beautiful, shining, and silent.

The ceremony concluded without further formalities. The judge, after a brief handshake with Silas, gathered his documents and left. Their return was not through the common corridors, but through a service hallway that led directly to the maximum-security cell block, reserved for inmates with privileges.

The door to Silas’s cell opened to reveal a radical transformation. The cold cement walls were now hidden behind heavy curtains and neutral-colored wallpaper. The old cot had been replaced by a wide bed with a real wooden headboard and a silk quilt. A floor lamp bathed the space in warm light, illuminating a small table with two chairs and even a rug covering the cold floor. It wasn’t just luxury; it was the nest a man of his status built for his queen. The cheap perfume Candy wore still clung to her clothes, now mingling with the scent of cleanliness and new wood, smells that sealed the beginning of her new life as a wife.

From a small chest of fine wood, Silas drew out a package wrapped in black silk, tied with a ribbon of the same color.
—This is for you, wife. Open it —he said, his calm voice giving the gesture absolute solemnity.

Candy, her hands trembling with emotion, untied the ribbon and unfolded the silk with the delicacy her perfectly manicured nails allowed. Inside, resting on the soft velvet lining the chest, was a necklace. Not of leather, but a fine silver chain that gleamed under the lamp’s dim light. Hanging from it was a charm: a tiny silver bell, exquisitely crafted, and beside it, a rectangular plate of the same metal, polished like a mirror. Engraved in elegant cursive was her name: Candy.

She held it in her palms, feeling the cold weight of the precious metal. Her heart pounded so hard it felt as if it wanted to break free from her chest, not from fear, but from an overwhelming sense of belonging.
—So that every step you take, every movement, announces with grace the elegance of who you are now —Silas declared, taking the necklace firmly and fastening the safety clasp behind her neck with a soft yet final click.

The delicate chime of the bell rang in the silence of the cell, a clear, pure sound.
—And what am I now, Silas…? —she whispered, lifting tearful eyes to him, overflowing with an emotion she could barely contain.

He smiled, not mockingly, but with genuine possession and affection. His hand stroked her cheek with a tenderness only she knew.
—You are my wife. My lady. Elegance at my side. My Candy —he replied, each word heavy with intention, elevating her status rather than diminishing it.

The bell rang again when she bowed her head in submissive acceptance, and that silvery note was the perfect chord sealing her new reality.

Because she was no longer the nervous girl who had once entered that place. She was now a recognized wife.
With her diamond ring.
With her silver collar.
With her name engraved for eternity.

And Candy, in the welcoming silence of her new home, had never felt so complete, so valuable, and so happy.

The cell remained wrapped in intimacy, broken only by the soft chiming of silver marking the rhythm of Candy’s breaths as she settled gracefully on her husband’s lap.
Yes. Her husband.
The word echoed in her mind, as real and tangible as the ring glinting on her finger, as the fine white lace hugging her thighs, as the delicate chill of the necklace clasped perfectly at the base of her neck. Candy moved in harmony, almost unconsciously, toying with the smooth metal plate that hung from her neck, not with the showiness of a girl, but with the reverent awe of a woman discovering a new status.

—Now I’m yours… truly —she murmured, her voice soft and heavy with deep emotion, far from any shrillness, filled instead with the solemnity the moment demanded.

Silas slid one hand down the back of her dress, feeling the silk beneath his fingers, while his other hand adjusted the fabric of her attire with possessive care, ensuring that every detail of her appearance was impeccable, worthy of her.
—Legal and mine —he whispered, his hot breath brushing her ear with a blend of ownership and genuine devotion—. Completely mine.

Candy nodded, a small and elegant motion. Her mouth, painted with rosy gloss, parted in a silent sigh of total acceptance.
—Yes, Silas… Yours… Your wife forever…

The silver bell chimed once more in the stillness.
A clear, pure sound that neither approved nor celebrated with noisy joy, but certified. It sealed the elegant, permanent pact that now bound them in the cozy twilight of their new home.

And then, with the solemnity of an intimate ritual, Silas guided her toward the bed, parting her legs with the familiarity of a man deciphering a map already known, where every sigh and tremor had its rightful place. There was no rush, no harshness; only the calm confidence of one exercising an acquired right, a mix of serene dominance and possessive tenderness.

Candy panted in broken murmurs. —Yes, Silas… yes, love…— slipped from her lips like a mantra, each time more breathless, sweeter, more surrendered.

The cell no longer smelled of iron or dampness. Everything was silk, freshly varnished wood, the sweet whore-perfume floating in the air like a cloud announcing that tonight was not punishment, but a wedding. Candy lingered at the threshold, her veil trembling over her shoulders with the same feigned shyness she used at the club when she wanted to be bought another drink. Silas looked at her like a man who had already paid for the most expensive jewel on the black market and was ready to break it in.

The white dress clung tight around her hips, its tiny skirt leaving barely a whisper of thigh before lace stockings caught the skin and turned it into provocation. The satin top gleamed beneath the yellow lamp light, shaping the artificial roundness of her breasts, lifted like offerings, like fruit on a tray. And that pink bow, tied with showroom-doll precision, seemed to say: unwrap me, tear me, make me yours.

Silas shut the door with a dry snap. Candy trembled, but not with fear: the sound ran down her spine like an invisible slap. She walked toward the bed, every step a little wifely sissy parade, and the silver bell at her neck chimed to the rhythm of her hips. She sat on the edge, crossed her legs slowly, letting the garter peek out like a shameless secret, and looked up at him with her mouth parted, lips painted like bitten strawberries.

—Do you like your gift, my love? —she whispered, honeyed, as if she weren’t speaking of herself but of an object waiting to be unwrapped.

He didn’t answer. He only gripped her chin, hard, forcing her to arch her neck until the veil slipped back and the pink bow tilted. Candy whimpered softly, a wet sound with no trace of resistance, and bit at the air like a bitch in heat.

When Silas pushed her onto the silk sheets, the little bell rang again. Tiling. Every movement was music: the scrape of her heels on the rug, her painted nails snagging on the quilt, her broken breathing that seemed ready to cry —master— but remained a ragged moan. And he, leaning over her, didn’t take her with hurried fury: he devoured her with the cruel calm of a man who knew that what lay beneath him already belonged to him forever.

Candy, arched beneath his weight, let out a trembling sigh that turned into a coquettish laugh, as if being possessed this way were the most delicious joke in the world. Her mascara was already running, black wings spreading over the white pillow, yet she managed to raise her voice, honeyed, ragged, perfect:

—I’m yours… your little sissy slut… forever, my love.

The lamp spilled golden light over the silk, over the stockings stretched on her thighs, over the tilted veil that was no longer a wedding adornment but a flag of surrender. Candy panted with her mouth open, the bell at her neck trembling as if it knew before she did what was about to happen. Silas watched her, heavy, assured, absolute owner of every inch of her body. And Candy, with mascara-wet eyes, crawled to him like a kitten in heat, moving with that learned gait that was half coquetry, half servitude.

She knelt before her husband. The satin top stretched over her false chest, pushing upward the perfect illusion of breasts offered like an altar. Her lace-gloved fingers traced the waistband of Silas’s trousers, and her tongue slid out between painted lips, playful, eager. The bell rang once more as she lowered her head and took him into her mouth, slow, wet, worshipful.

Every motion was a moan disguised as suction. Candy gazed up at him, those dark eyes saying —I’m yours— without a word. Mascara streamed in black tears down her cheeks, stains like tattoos of a crowned whore. And as she sucked, as she moaned with her mouth full of her husband, something inside her clicked. As if invisible gears had been turning for months and finally locked into place.

The memories that once hurt—the past, the resistance, the fear—dissolved like smoke. Now it all made sense, even if twisted: she had been born for this. To be Silas’s sissy wife, consort of his kingdom behind bars, the doll that moaned his name. And that understanding wasn’t rational: it was pure pleasure, running down her spine like liquid fire.

—Mmmhhh… ahhh… —she murmured between sucks, letting saliva drip down her chin, bobbing her head like a doll finally made whole.

When Silas grabbed her hair and shoved her back onto the sheets, Candy didn’t resist. She spread her legs, stockings stretched tight, garters biting her skin, and received him with a cry half pain, half joy. The penetration was brutal and perfect, and she arched her back like a bow about to snap.

Moans spilled unchecked, each louder, filthier, more delicious than the last. The bell at her neck chimed in rhythm, tilin, tilin, like a church tower announcing a wedding that was also a sacrifice.

And in the midst of her weeping joy and her broken voice of pleasure, Candy understood there was nothing else anymore. She was wife. She was sissy. She was whore. And she moaned, moaned as if the whole world depended on that sound.
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Chapter 9: Sissy With Power

Candy was no longer just a doll to be looked at.
Now she was part of the game.

The boss’s meetings with other pavilion leaders were held in the largest cell, surrounded by tense stares, murmurs, and half-burned cigarettes… and in the middle of it all, there she was.

Perched on Silas’s lap, legs crossed, heels steady, her skirt so short the seam of her thong showed, Candy smiled and toyed with her bow while the men negotiated drugs, alliances, and favors.

—And what does your princess say? —one of the inmates asked mockingly, nodding toward her.
—She doesn’t say, —Silas replied, still caressing her hip—. She’s just here… to remind you this block is mine.

And Candy smiled. Silly. Coquettish. Proud.
She didn’t talk much. Only whispered into the boss’s ear now and then, like a ragdoll with strawberry lips and secrets tucked at her waist. Sometimes they offered her a cigarette, a candy, a wink… and she answered only with a high-pitched giggle and a little hand pressed to her chest.
—Thanks, baby… but I already have everything I need… —she said, lowering her gaze with false modesty and mascara shining.

But when she went out to run her own “errands,” Candy showed the other side of her little pink heart.

With the guards, she turned into all caress and mischief.
—Oh, Liza… can you get me that eyeliner you mentioned?
—Nat, I’m running out of intimate soap… I also want a new perfume.

And it worked.
It always worked.
Because no one could resist that perfect blend of innocence and perversion. Of obedience and power.

Every cigarette, every little packet of hygiene products, every glitter lipstick she scored was a conquest.
And every favor… made her more valuable to the boss.

Candy wasn’t dumb.
She knew what she was doing.
And she loved it.

Because being used, touched, stroked, and rewarded… was exactly what made her feel alive.
A useful doll.
A sissy with power.
A little bitch with perfume… and purpose.

Candy didn’t know her cursive handwriting, dotted with little hearts over the “i’s,” could save lives.
But it could.

Perched on the boss’s bed, with a pen between her fingers and a slip of folded paper across her thighs, she wrote names, instructions, codes. Always in pretty script, always with some decorative flourish. As if even contraband had to leave her little hands perfumed.

—Pay attention, my love —Silas told her, his fingers sliding along the satin covering her thigh with a mix of possession and pride—. This isn’t a game of fantasies. It’s the materialization of power.

And Candy obeyed. She lowered her head with a smile of complicity, making the silver bell on her collar chime softly. Her eyes, perfectly lined, reflected not forced submission but the devotion of one who understood the value of being the chosen one, the personal jewel of a man who could turn even a prison into a stage for their shared elegance.

Each document was carefully reviewed and filed in his fine leather folder. Sometimes, the most delicate reports she tucked into the discreet inner compartment of her handbag. Or, when urgency demanded, sealed inside an opaque envelope she delivered personally to the designated recipient, with a professional smile and a gaze that invited no further questions.

She knew no one would dare interrogate or search her.
Because she was Silas’s wife.
And a gesture of hers, a word whispered in her man’s ear, carried more weight than any written order. She wasn’t a messenger hiding secrets; she was their elegant and visible custodian, the extension of her husband’s trust and authority. Her elegance was her safe-conduct, and Silas’s name, her shield.

And because no one wanted to be accused of touching the boss’s wife without permission.

At first, it felt like a game. Like it was all a schoolgirl fantasy, being her husband’s sexy assistant, dressed like a doll. But little by little… respect began to come.

One afternoon, as she left the block after delivering a little package with her trademark silly smile, an inmate approached her discreetly.
—Thanks for last night —he said softly, without looking directly at her—. If that message hadn’t arrived, there would’ve been blood. I owe you one.

Candy blinked, confused. Then she bit her lip, coquettish.
—I only do what my husband tells me… —she murmured, toying with the tip of her collar.
—Yeah, but… you did it well. You’re very kind and valuable, Candy.

She froze.
Valuable.
Not just pretty. Not just provocative.
Valuable.

And in that instant, with her stockings snug, her bra stuffed with secrets, and her lips gleaming with grape-flavored gloss… Candy felt something new.
Pride.
Not the old kind. Not the masculine, arrogant kind.
But something sweet, perfumed.
The pride of being useful, desired, respected… in her most sissy form.

The incident was brief… but meaningful.

Candy had just delivered a package in the north block, her short, swaying steps keeping the rhythm of desire. She wore white stockings with little blue bows, a pleated skirt that barely covered her, and a skin-tight top that revealed her pillow breasts as if they were real.
And yes… she knew she was gorgeous.
But she also knew that could be dangerous.

An inmate stepped out from his cell, eyes burning, breath heavy.
—C’mon, bitch… why don’t you show me what you’ve got under that little skirt, huh?

Candy stepped back once. She didn’t scream. She didn’t cry.
She only touched two fingers to her collar, which jingled softly.
And with her high-pitched little voice, clear and sweetly poisonous, she said:
—I have a husband.

That was enough.
The inmate froze. For a second.
But not for long.

The next day, the rumor spread. The man showed up with a black eye and a hollow stare. Nobody touched him. Nobody asked questions.
Only one thing was known:
Candy was not to be touched.
Because Candy was the boss’s wife.
And that was more dangerous than any sentence.

That night, back in her cell, she looked at herself in the mirror she had decorated with heart stickers and a glittery tape border Nat had smuggled in for her.
She smoothed her little skirt with both hands.
She caressed the collar, making the bell ring like someone playing their own anthem.
And she looked herself straight in the eye.

The perfect wig.
Freshly retouched gloss.
The doll’s face.
And the straight back of a queen.

—I’m more than a sissy… —she whispered with a silly smile, —I’m the sissy.

And the echo of her voice, soft, trembling, happy… lingered in the cell like a perfume impossible to forget.


Chapter 10: Hormones and Obedience

—Here, my love… your vitamins —Silas said with a sly little smile, handing her the plastic cup.

Candy looked at him with her painted eyes, blinking slowly, like a wind-up doll. She took the cup with both hands, her long nails trembling just a little. And she drank without asking.

Because Candy didn’t ask questions.
She only obeyed.

And though she knew, deep down, that those “vitamins” weren’t meant to build muscle… she loved not knowing exactly what they were.

What she did know was what they did.

Day after day, waking up in the boss’s bed, Candy began to notice the changes.
Her little nipples became more sensitive, rounder. Sometimes, when they brushed against her bra, a faint moan escaped her without warning.
Her skin… oh, her skin! Softer each day, like whipped cream. Touching her shaved thighs gave her goosebumps from sheer pleasure.
And her voice… higher and higher, thinner, sillier. As if her own mouth already knew it shouldn’t sound like a boy’s anymore.

One day, curled up beside the boss, wrapped in a pink blanket and wearing only a lace thong, she looked at him and whispered:
—Husband… do you love me?

He didn’t answer right away.
He only stroked her cheek with the back of his fingers.
And that was enough.

Candy broke into tears.
But it wasn’t sadness.
It was tenderness overflowing her chest.
—Oh… oh boss… I don’t know what’s happening to me! —she sobbed in her high-pitched little voice, clutching at his arm—. I just feel so… so… yours!

Silas smiled.
He sat her on his lap, hugged her tight, and adjusted her wig with a tenderness no dangerous man should ever show.
—You’re perfect, Candy… like this, all teary… that’s how I like you best.

And she laughed through her tears, wetting her husband’s neck with every trembling little moan of joy.

Because there was no pain.
No confusion.
Only hormones and obedience.
And that was all she wanted.

—Come on, doll, you’re not going around with that face —Liza said, giving her a playful smack on the ass as she sat her in front of the grimy mirror—. Today we teach you how to shine.
—And how to sway like a real girl, Candy! —added Nat, her tone mocking but playful—. Because now you’re not just the boss’s wife. You’re his showroom.

Candy giggled softly, covering her little mouth with pastel-pink painted nails.
—Oh… don’t say that! You’ll make me blush —she squealed, already speaking with that fine, coquettish, perfectly sissy tone.

Liza pulled out a contour palette and began sculpting her face like it was a work of art.
—We’ve got to shape that little face, doll. Make it sharper, more mischievous… more desirable.

Candy let herself be worked on, eyes closed, false lashes fluttering like glitter butterflies.

—Now walk to the wall and back —Nat ordered, pointing at the corridor of the empty cell.

Candy stood, smoothed down her little skirt, and walked.
But not like before.
Now she slid her feet with a soft step, exaggerating the sway of her hips, letting the bow on her wig bounce gracefully. At the end she spun, made a silly little twirl, and giggled with a shrill sound that filled the air with sugary mischief.

—That’s it, Candy! That’s how you walk when you know everyone wants to look at you —Liza celebrated.

And from that day on, everything changed.

Candy no longer spoke: she sang her words.
—Is the boss busy? Oh, I’m so nervous! I just came to bring him his little dinner, okay?
—Will you fix it for me, please, Natta? My mascara smudged…
—Oh no, how silly I am! I dropped my little mirror… again, hehe…

Everything was diminutives, sighs, and high-pitched giggles that sometimes meant nothing… but they did something to everyone.

Candy was not just feminine. She was a living caricature of sissy tenderness.
And best of all… she wasn’t pretending.

Because between hormones, caresses, and the routine of being cared for, used, protected, and spoiled… her mind didn’t want to think.
It only wanted to obey and enchant.
And that… she did perfectly.

The cell was silent.
Candy stood before the mirror, completely naked, her wig perfectly combed, the collar jingling at her neck, and her heart pounding as if it were about to explode into glitter.
She looked at herself.
And she smiled.

Her little hands lowered slowly, caressing her belly, her hips rounded by months of padding… but now also by real change. The soft skin, the smooth legs, the narrower waist… and there, right in the center of her chest, round, tender, sensitive…
Her little tits.
Small, but hers.
Real.

—I have boobs…! —she whispered, covering her mouth with her hands—. I have real tits…!

She walked —with that swaying step that now came naturally— over to the chair where Silas was reviewing documents, and dropped at his feet, resting her head on his knees with feline devotion.
—Silas! Love! Look at me… now I’m truly yours! —she exclaimed, guiding his hand to her chest—. Feel them?… They’re real, they’re mine…

Silas set the papers aside. He gripped her waist and placed her on his lap with serene authority. He framed her face between his hands, forcing her to look directly at him.
—You were mine from the very first day, Candy. What matters isn’t this —he said, his deep voice cutting her euphoria at the root—. Now that your body shows on the outside what you are inside, you need to understand something more important.

She blinked, the shine in her eyes clouded with confusion, her lips parted in a silent question.
—You must be loyal —he emphasized, each word clear and deliberate—. Loyal to me, to this name, to what we’ve built. Even if I’m not here to remind you. Do you understand?

Candy didn’t grasp the depth of it, the shadow behind those words. But the tone of his voice, the intensity of his gaze, made her nod at once. Like the loyal wife he had molded her into.
—Yes, my love… yes… I’m yours… only yours, whether you’re here or not… I swear it…

Silas stroked her cheek with the back of his fingers. He pressed a soft kiss to her forehead. Then, with a tenderness that contrasted with the gravity of the moment, he placed his hand over one of her breasts, not with desire, but as if sealing a pact.

Candy sighed, melting against him.
Loyal.
Even if he’s not.

The word resonated in her, heavy and unknown, like a promise she didn’t yet understand, but was ready to keep.

She didn’t know what it truly meant.
But with her chest swollen —literally and emotionally—, with the ring on her finger, the collar at her neck, and the hormones dancing wild in her little body… Candy felt more than loved.
She felt complete.


Chapter 11: The Promise of Freedom

The day began like all the others.
Candy woke with lips dry from kissing in her dreams, the hair of her wig perfectly tousled, and the bell on her collar ringing at the slightest movement.

She sat up in bed with a soft little yawn, stretched like a happy kitten, and then walked —short, bouncy steps— to the sink, where she washed her little face carefully, drying it with a pink towel the guards had once gifted her.

Then came the makeup.
A bit of foundation, exaggerated eyeliner, blush on her cheeks as if she were always aroused, and bubblegum-flavored gloss that had already become her signature.

She dressed in her unofficial uniform: tight mini-shorts, a lace top, and garters to hold up her stockings, even though they weren’t necessary. She wore them anyway. Because being Candy was a full-time job.

And so she left, chest freshly puffed up, with the soft perfume Liza had given her on her last pretend birthday.

She delivered little notes. Handed out tiny soaps. Collected greetings. Everything as always.

Until she heard it.
—Candy. Come.

The boss’s voice.
He didn’t shout. He didn’t ask. He commanded. And she obeyed.

She returned to his cell with quick little steps, heels clicking with excitement.
Silas was alone.
Sitting on his bed. Arms crossed, wearing that look that had melted her legs since the first time he claimed her.

She approached, tilting her head like a spoiled little girl.
—Yes? Did you miss me, husband?

He didn’t smile. Not yet.
He grabbed her by the waist, sat her on his lap as always… but his tone was different.
—I have a plan to get out of here, Candy —Silas declared, his voice low but charged with unshakable certainty.

She froze, her hairbrush suspended in midair.
—W-what…?

—Everything is being prepared. The route, the contacts, the necessary resources —he explained, with the calm of someone reviewing a business plan—. But I don’t plan on leaving alone. I’ll take you with me. As my lawful wife.

Candy’s eyes filled with a wet shine, reflective like the edge of a tear that didn’t dare fall.
—Really…? Truly?

—Yes. I’ll get you out of this place. And when we’re on the other side, you’ll have a home. A real life. With me —he assured her, his gaze dropping to the silver collar adorning her neck—. And a new collar. Gold. The one you deserve.

She brought her hands to her mouth, stifling a gasp that came out like a trembling whisper, loaded with pure emotion.
—A house… with… with champagne-colored silk curtains? And a vanity all for me? And… and a golden collar with my name engraved?

Silas nodded gravely, one corner of his lips curving into the shadow of a smile.
—Exactly as you describe it. All for you.

And Candy, from that instant, found a purpose that transcended her decorative role. She was no longer just the boss’s elegant consort; she was the future partner of his escape, the architect of their shared freedom.

Her mind, sharp and trained to remember his moods and tastes, transformed into a living archive. She memorized not only the names of key inmates, but their weaknesses, their bought loyalties. She studied the guard schedules with a strategist’s precision, the patrol shifts, the patterns of the security lights, the code phrases that sounded like clandestine poetry.
—“The garden blooms at noon”… that’s for the passport supplier… yes, of course, I’ve got it…

She no longer wrote on hidden scraps of paper. Now she used a small leather-bound agenda with gold corners, a gift from Silas, where her notes were camouflaged among reminders of waxing appointments or perfume names. She practiced her role in front of her vanity mirror, impeccably dressed, repeating in a serene voice that contrasted with the fire in her eyes:
—I cannot fail him… I am his wife. His confidant. His chosen. The future Candy in freedom.

And in her eyes, beneath the perfection of her mascara and eyeshadow, burned a new spark, sharp and radiant:
Elegant determination.

Because if Silas planned to escape that cage of cement and privilege…

Candy would rise to the occasion, not as a burden, but as the most valuable and loyal asset of his operation. His accomplice of silk and steel.

The meeting was set in the supply warehouse, a discreet and functional gathering point, just after the afternoon shift change.

Candy advanced with conscious elegance, her black pencil skirt hugging her hips with precision and her mauve silk blouse enhancing the tone of her skin. The envelope, sealed with discreet wax, rested safely inside her leather handbag, an accessory as functional as it was elegant. A small satin bow adorned her bun, swaying gracefully with each step, as if it too knew the importance of the mission.

She didn’t need to understand the message’s contents. Her value lay in discretion, not knowledge.
All she knew was that it was for “Scarlett.”

The woman of imperturbable gaze, impeccably cut suits, and an efficiency that sliced the air as sharply as her manicured nails. Scarlett always watched her with distant curiosity, as if evaluating a luxury tool.

—You arrived right on time, darling —Scarlett remarked, her voice a thread of cold professionalism as she checked her wristwatch—. Punctuality is a courtesy.

Candy offered a faint smile, toying with her bag’s chain.
—I’m sorry, Scarlett. Silas insisted on reviewing the meeting’s details. He wanted everything to be perfect for you.

Scarlett allowed the shadow of a smile, taking the envelope directly from Candy’s handbag with a firm hand.
—You fulfill your role with notable efficiency, dear. Keep that discreet, elegant profile. It’s your greatest utility.

Candy nodded, tilting her head so that the pearl earrings Silas had gifted her swayed softly.
—Of course, Scarlett. I only aspire to be useful.

And she was.
A loyal collaborator, discreet and perfectly presentable.

When she returned to the cell, night already draped over the barred window, she slipped off her heels with a sigh of relief and joined Silas on the leather sofa that dominated the room. She nestled beside him with fluid, natural movements, as if that were her designated place in the universe.

Silas awaited her, a formal-looking document resting on his lap. Not just any sheet of paper, but an architectural plan, clean and professional.
—Did you complete the errand? —he asked, his voice low but clear in the stillness.

She nodded, collapsing against him, resting her cheek on his chest where the silk of his robe gave way beneath her weight.
—Yes, my love… Exactly as you instructed. Without drawing attention, without a word too many.

He stroked her hair, his fingers sliding with a possession that was also a reward.
—Perfect, my love. You’re impeccable.

Then he unfolded the plan across both their legs. It wasn’t just a drawing, but a project: a modern house of clean lines, wide windows, a terrace, and a meticulously designed garden. In the bottom corner, a handwritten note in sure calligraphy read: Our Refuge.

Candy held her breath, her eyes scanning every detail until they stopped at a small figure sketched at the entrance.
—Is that… me at the door? With a long dress? And the bow in my hair?

—Yes —Silas confirmed, his tone as firm as the stone that house would one day be built upon—. That’s you. Where you belong.

She clutched at his robe, burying her face in the hollow of his neck, and murmured against his skin:
—I’ll be the wife you deserve, Silas… The most elegant, the most worthy of your name…

He didn’t need words. His arm tightening around her was the only answer required.

And Candy closed her eyes, imagining the high ceilings, the stainless steel kitchen, the Egyptian cotton sheets in neutral tones, and the soft weight of a gold collar on her skin. She dreamed of a space where every sigh would be free and every moan, a celebration.

The cell’s soft ambient lighting, dimmable and warm, held steady, illuminating the blueprint of their shared future as if it were already blessed.

Candy rested in her bed —an elegant but modest single placed beside Silas’s larger one— hugging a silk pillow. She wore her white satin nightgown, and the gentle chime of her silver collar marked the rhythm of her breathing.

In her mind, polished by delicate dreams and a pearly lip gloss shine, a vivid fantasy danced.
And there he was.
Silas.
Her husband.
Watching her with a mix of admiration and satisfied possession, while she moved with grace in the kitchen of her dreams, wearing a fine cotton apron over a simple dress, her lips stained with a discreet red.
—Do you like dinner, my love? Did you enjoy the lemon chicken…? —her voice asked in the dream, sweet and hopeful.
—Everything you make is perfect, darling —answered Silas’s deep voice, full of approval.
And in that instant, she felt she had reached fulfillment.

That night, as she curled up under the soft linen quilt, with the silk pillow clutched to her chest, Candy murmured in a low voice, tired but full of conviction:
—I’m going to be your wife forever… I’m going to be your wife forever… I’m going to be your wife forever…
She said it once.
Then again.
And once more.
Like a mantra. Like a promise carved into her soul.

Because no other self existed.
That insecure boy who once painted over his fears in the shadows had been erased, replaced by the elegant, perfumed certainty of the woman she now was, and who belonged entirely to him.

Candy’s breathing stayed in rhythm with the tinkling of the little bell, still lost in that mantra she had left floating in the air like an invisible perfume. The linen quilt barely covered her waist when she felt a different weight in the room: Silas entering, smelling of tobacco and damp night, with that presence that filled the cell turned sanctuary.

Candy rose slowly, the satin nightgown sliding down her shoulders like gleaming water, revealing the fallen strap, the hinted curve of her false breast offered without asking permission. Her painted lips shone with a pearly trace of dried saliva, the result of murmuring “I’m going to be your wife forever” so many times.
—How was your night, my love…? —she said, her voice honeyed, like a purr.

Silas did not reply. He only sat on the edge of the bed, watching her with that blend of owner and husband that drove her mad. Candy crawled to him, the little bell ringing tilín, tilín, as if signaling the opening of a secret ritual. Her small hands traced over his belt, loosening it with calculated clumsiness, as though every second was a coquettish game to make him wait.
—Let me take care of you… —she whispered, lowering her gaze with feigned timidity, the kind she had learned to use to arouse him more.

She leaned in, and her mouth wrapped around him with a wet sigh. First slow, kissing as if savoring a hidden candy, then deeper, with soft moans vibrating in her throat and transmitting upward like a delicious tickle. Candy gazed up at him, tears welling from the effort and pleasure, mascara ready to smear once again, because her only goal was to please.

Each suck was a compliment; each lick, a silent confession. The bell matched the rhythm, like an obscene metronome marking the tempo of her devotion.

When Silas guided her back, laying her down on the small bed beside his, Candy nestled against his chest as if she had just prayed. Still with wet lips, still smiling with a face stained by pleasure, she whispered:
—Good night, my husband… your little tranny slut has done her duty…

She remained in his arms, trembling with bliss, the bell marking each heartbeat, knowing that this surrender lulled her better than any dream.


Chapter 12: The Failed Escape

Candy couldn’t stop smiling.
That day she had woken before the first whistle, without anyone calling her. She sat on her little bed, hugging her teddy bear with the pink bow, and whispered:
—Today… I’m going with my husband.

Excitement pulsed beneath her skin, like hormones dancing inside her. She did her makeup with care: double eyeliner, shimmering shadow, dramatic lashes. She chose her most coquettish outfit: fishnet stockings, a white skirt, and a tight floral lace top. And of course… her collar, clean and shiny, ringing sweetly with every move.

Throughout the day, she delivered all the messages. One to Liza, with a smile and a kiss on the cheek. Another, hidden inside the little perfume bottle she carried to block three. The last one, beneath the lunch tray for the head of security.
Every time she returned to her cell, she twirled in front of the mirror.
—I did it perfectly. Today I’m leaving. Today our new life begins.

Silas had promised that very night, under the shadow of the shift change, they would leave together.
Outside. To their home. To her pink kitchen. To her golden collar.
—Are you ready to be my little free wife? —he had whispered, his hand on her thigh.
—Always ready, love…

But as night fell… something didn’t fit.
First, the noises. Then, the shouting. After that, the sirens.
—Total lockdown! Back to your cells!

The bars shook with hurried footsteps. Liza ran past without looking at her. Nat shoved her inside.
—Candy, shut your mouth and stay still!

Candy froze, mascara still fresh and heart in flames.
—No… not today… today we were leaving…

From inside her cell, now furnished with taste but unable to hide its prison nature, she heard the sharp screams and heavy footsteps echoing through the corridor.
And amid the chaos, cutting through the tumult, Silas’s voice, deep but strained, filled with an urgency that chilled her blood:
—CANDY! STAY CALM! I LOVE YOU! TRUST ME!

She rushed to the reinforced door, her velvet slippers silent against the cold stone, clutching the decorative bars that still betrayed their function.
And she saw him.
Silas.
Restrained by several guards in spotless uniforms, but with a restrained violence that was new. His face, a mask of controlled fury, but his eyes, intense and clear, never left her.
—STAY WHERE YOU ARE! THIS IS NOT OUR END! —he roared, and for the first time, Candy heard the blade of desperation in his voice, a sound alien to him.

And Candy, mouth slightly open, felt warm tears carving flawless paths through her makeup, ruining her perfection. A sob caught in her throat.
—Silas… my love… —she managed to whisper, barely louder than the commotion.

The world, so carefully built of silk, promises, and plans, cracked with a dull snap. The elegant fantasy faded, exposing the rough cement of reality.
And the wife… began to fall apart.

The corridor turned into a vortex of sharp orders, boots pounding the floor, and restrained struggles.
The warden’s jewel.
The wife in immaculate clothes and pearly lips… now trembling.
—Silas! Love! Husband! —she screamed, her voice, usually so measured, breaking into a shrill tone of panic, as she tried to stumble forward in her narrow heels.

She didn’t get far.
A pair of firm hands seized her arms with impersonal efficiency.
—Stay calm, Candy! You’re coming with us too!
—No! What are you doing? I just want to be with my husband! —she pleaded, elegance dissolving beneath raw fear.
—Silence! —came the sharp order, leaving no room for reply.

They led her away, not with gratuitous brutality, but with implacable firmness that left one silk stocking torn and tangled, her perfect hairstyle undone. Her cries were no longer the melodramatic sobs of before, but short, choked, desperate whimpers, repeating his name like a mantra of terror:
—Silas! My love, don’t leave me! Please, I beg you…!

But there was no answer. No echo of his voice in the empty corridor.

Only a sterile room awaited her, with white, cold walls that smelled of chlorine and an absolute silence, heavy with interrogation.
They sat her in front of a metal table. The handcuffs hung loosely around her thin wrists.
A middle-aged official, with a stern mustache and gray eyes, sat across from her. He pulled out a folder. Looked at her.
And he took his time.
He took his time processing what was in front of him.

A creature dressed like a girl, with black tears from smudged mascara, a collar with her name, small but real breasts… and a face more confused than guilty.
—Legal name?
Candy blinked.
—I… I am… —she brought her little hands to her chest, trembling— …Candy…
—Biological sex?
Silence.
Then, very softly, as if apologizing for existing:
—…I don’t know…

The official stared without moving. Then looked at the file. Then, back at her.
—Do you know why you’re here?
Candy shook her head. She was crying again. But not like a broken doll anymore. She cried like an empty one.
—I only… obeyed… I wanted to leave with him… be his little wife… cook for him… wear my golden collar… —she said through sobs, rocking herself—. I didn’t do anything wrong… I was good, I was always good…

And then he knew.
That man across the table, with all his experience and hardness, knew what he was facing:
Not a criminal. Not a victim.
A sissy completely transformed. Emotionally shattered. Turned into a doll… from the inside out.
And the “Candy” sitting before him… wasn’t acting.

The doctor’s room was white, too white. No mirrors, no perfume, no curtains with bows. Only coldness… and a cot that seemed immense to Candy.
She sat there with legs crossed, wig askew, lips cracked. She still wore the dirty top, the wrinkled skirt, and the collar, miraculously intact, with the little tag that said Candy, like a cruel reminder of everything she no longer understood.

The doctor flipped through her record without looking at her, glasses sliding down his nose.
—Regular doses of estrogen without prescription… —he murmured—. Regressive behavior. Altered identity record. File falsified with non-legal name. Admission linked to gang without verification…
Candy didn’t understand.
She only heard cold words.
She didn’t want analysis.
She wanted her boss.
Her husband.
Her home that never came.

—Do you know why you’re here? —the doctor asked without looking up.
Candy swallowed hard.
And in a shrill, broken thread of voice, completely surrendered, she answered:
—I… I only wanted to be his wife…

And she broke into tears.
Like a little girl who lost her favorite doll.
Like a doll who lost her owner.

The doctor stayed still for a moment. Then closed the file with a sigh.
Hours later, in another room, after hallway conversations, administrative codes, and internal evaluations that didn’t know how to label something so emotionally inhuman, the decision was made:
Release Candy.
Not as a criminal.
Not as an accomplice.
As a victim.

A victim of a chain of mistakes, of negligence, of complicit silences that had turned her —little by little, and with the collaboration of an entire system— into what she now was:
A perfect sissy. Useless for the outside world. Totally transformed. And absolutely lost without her master.

When they told her, she didn’t react.
She only blinked.
—Free?
—Yes, Candy. You can go.

And then she stayed quiet.
Because that word… freedom… no longer had any meaning for her.
Her prison had been her home. Her cage, her identity. Her collar… her truth.
And now they were letting her go.

Alone.
With her crooked bow and trembling legs.
A doll without a box.
A toy without a child.
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Chapter 13: The Doll Returns Home

The gate opened with a long, rusty creak.
In front of it, Candy.
Instead of a uniform or men’s clothing, she wore a pastel pink dress, cinched at the waist, with a round neckline that revealed the small breasts shaped by months of hormones and love. White stockings hugged her thighs, heels clicked with every step, and the pink bow gleamed atop her wig with the same dignity a princess carries her crown.
—You can leave whenever you want —said an official with an awkward look—. You’re free.

Candy blinked.
—Free…? —she repeated in a shrill little voice, tilting her head.
They had offered her “neutral clothing,” “restoration of male identity,” “psychological support.”
But she asked for only one thing.
—Do you have a little mirror…? I want to look pretty for when they come pick me up.

The official swallowed hard and simply opened the door for her.
Candy stepped out with tiny steps and nervous smiles, making small curtsies every time someone looked her way. As if greeting imaginary guests at her failed wedding.
She didn’t understand half of what they had told her.
“Case evaluation,” “non-consensual identity inversion,” “release without charges.”
Strange, ugly, cold words.
She only understood this:
They were letting her go. Without her boss. With her bow. And with no idea where to go.

Outside, her family was waiting.
Her mother was the first to approach, with a tense smile and eyes full of questions. She tried to hug her, but only touched her arms gently.
—Hello… so… hello…
—Mommy! —Candy squealed in a high voice, throwing her arms wide.
The woman held her, trembling a little, stroking the wig without knowing if it was glued on or not.

The younger sister got out of the car with a genuine smile.
—Hi, sister… I like your bow.
—Really? Oh, thank you! —Candy twirled on herself like a sissy ballerina at her first recital.

And behind them… the father.
Standing still.
Arms crossed. Mouth tight. Cold eyes.
Candy skipped toward him in her heels.
—Daddy…?
Silence.
She lowered her gaze.
She didn’t understand.
But she wasn’t offended.
Because Candy no longer needed approval.
Only bows, dresses… and a promise she could never forget.

The house looked the same… but to Candy, everything was new.
On the first day, she woke up with the same routine as always: warm little bath, moisturizing cream, and light makeup —pink glitter included— before even leaving her room.
She went down the stairs in her pink satin robe and plush slippers with ears, blowing kisses to the air with outstretched fingers, as if walking down an invisible hallway filled with cameras and applause.
—Good mooorning, famiiiily! —she sang in a shrill voice, dragging out the last syllable like it was part of a doll’s song.

Her mother blinked, nearly dropping her coffee cup.
—Do you… want other clothes? Something more discreet. Or comfortable, if you like…
—Oh no, mommy, this robe makes me feel gorgeous. Right, teddy? —she whispered to the stuffed bear with the bow she carried under her arm.

Her sister, sitting on the sofa, tried not to laugh.
—Well, at least someone enjoys mornings…
—So much! Want me to do your makeup? I’ve got a grape gloss that would look diviiiine on you!

But Candy didn’t answer anyone who didn’t call her by her name.
When someone said “her other name,” she just tilted her head, confused. As if it were a name she remembered from a distant dream, of another person, another life.
—Who? I’m Candy, silly…

She only reacted to her own name. The one that now gleamed on her collar.

Her family tried to have “serious conversations.” To talk about what she had lived through, about her life before being unjustly imprisoned, about the time they had spent searching for her, the difficulty of being contacted and told everything — that she had been jailed, that her sexuality and her name had changed.
She only spoke about colors, scents, dreams with Silas, and the house they would have, with roses at the window and a bubblegum-pink kitchen.

One afternoon, while she hugged her teddy bear with a silly giggle, her sister watched from the doorway.
—You’re different, Candy… a lot.
She nodded without letting go of the bear.
—But you seem happy.
Candy laughed with her eyes half closed, her voice sweet as candy:
—I am… very, very, very much.

As part of the official apologies, Candy was seen by a system psychologist. A white office, smelling faintly of vanilla, with uncomfortable chairs.
The analyst wrote, asked, observed.
—Do you know who you were before?
—Mmm… I think so… but that was before. Now I’m me. I’m Candy. The boss’s wife.
—Do you remember what happened to you?
Candy smiled, playing with the hem of her dress.
—Of course… but that doesn’t matter anymore, right? Because now I’m pretty. Now I’m useful. Now I belong to someone. Even if he’s not here…

The psychologist stayed silent.
She understood.
Candy remembered everything.
And even so… she had chosen to remain in that character.
Not as an act.
Not as an escape.
As a life.
A complete fantasy, stuck on like her wig. Unmovable. Unbreakable.
And, to her, absolutely true.

Afternoons at home were strange.
Candy spent most of her time in her room, sitting before the mirror, painting her fantasies with glitter, lace, and sweet memories. Her mother watched from the doorway, often without saying anything. Her sister joined when she could, helping her fix her bows or paint her nails.

But her father…
He was another story.
He walked through the house with measured steps, eyes on the ground, lips always pressed shut. Sometimes he answered with monosyllables. Sometimes he pretended not to hear.
—Do you like my new little dress, daddy…? —Candy asked one morning, spinning in front of the couch.
The man pressed his lips together.
He nodded… barely.
And went out to the patio.

It wasn’t hate.
It wasn’t disdain.
It was loss.
For him, his son was no longer there.
And in his place, a cheerful, effeminate creature called him “daddy” with a smile he couldn’t tell was real or a perfect mask.

But over time… he stopped correcting her.
He stopped tensing when she called him that.
And, without ever saying it aloud, he began to accept that perhaps Candy hadn’t replaced anyone… but had always been there.

That night, Candy slipped into bed in her pink pajamas, teddy bear in her arms. Beneath her pillow, she kept a printout her sister had made on the computer: a picture of Silas, taken from some police report.
Her husband.
Her boss.
Her owner.
She kissed it carefully, leaving the mark of her glossy lips on the paper, and then pressed it against her chest.

She caressed the collar, feeling the little tag shift gently against her collarbone.
And with a sweet, deep, surrendered sigh, she whispered:
—I’m a doll… but I’m his.

She closed her eyes.
And fell asleep embraced around a man who was no longer there.
But in her world of lace, perfume, and silly giggles…
he had never left.
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Chapter 14: Conjugal Visit

—Candy, do you remember who Silas was in your life? —the therapist asked, crossing her legs with a little notebook in hand.
Candy didn’t hesitate.
—Who he was? No, ma’am… who he is. He’s my husband.

The therapist lowered her gaze, jotting down a quick note. Candy tilted her head, her bow bouncing, then giggled softly.
—You know, we never had a honeymoon? And now that I’m free… I could ask for a conjugal visit! —she said with eyes shining like a child on Christmas morning—. Don’t you think that’s romantic?

Days later, the request was accepted.
Through a mixture of bureaucracy, bewilderment, and the system’s utter lack of preparation for someone like her, Candy achieved the impossible:
To see him again.
But this time… as an official visit.

The night before, she ironed her pink lace-trimmed dress, shaved her legs twice, painted her nails with glitter polish, and prepared a little bag with the essentials: gloss, perfume, embroidered hanky, and a drawing she had made herself in crayons of the two of them together.
That morning, looking into the mirror, she repeated:
—Today the boss’s wife returns…

And she left home with her brightest smile and the loudest lace she could find.

When she arrived at the prison, the atmosphere shifted.
The guards at the entrance froze. One raised an eyebrow. Another stifled a laugh.
But none of them stopped her.
One even opened the gate with a mocking wink.
—The wife’s here… —he muttered—. Make way for the first lady.

Candy beamed, thrilled to hear it.
Because she wasn’t a prisoner anymore.
Now she was the visitor.
But not just any visitor.
She was the boss’s official doll.
The one who came perfumed, laced, bowed… with a heart full of obedience.
And the entire prison… knew it.

The visitation room had a tired yellow light, gray walls, and a metal table in the center.
But when Candy walked in, with her tight little dress, glossy lips, and perfume hanging in the air, everything turned pink.

Silas was standing, waiting.
He said nothing at first.
Just looked at her.
That hard gaze… the boss’s gaze. But his eyes —those eyes Candy knew better than her own reflection— carried a different glint. Gentle. Warm.

She approached with short, click-clacking steps, her heart thudding at her throat.
—Hello, husband… —she whispered in her high little voice, lowering her gaze with feigned timidity.

Silas raised a hand, wordless, and straightened the bow on her wig, then fixed a blond strand falling across her forehead. He did it slowly, with that blend of possessive tenderness and silent authority.
—You’re prettier than ever.

Candy let out a trembling sigh, melting in front of him.
—Oh love… you don’t know how much I missed you… —she said between soft whimpers, biting her lip—. The world out there is so… so big… and I’m so small without you… no one tells me what to do… no one combs my hair… no one caresses me…

He didn’t answer with words.
He just sat down.
And spread his legs.

Candy understood without doubt.
She hopped onto his lap, settling as if she had never left. She rested her head on his shoulder and began speaking in a low voice, like a wife recounting her days without him while her hand stroked his chest gently.
—I wear the collar always, you know? I slept every night with the teddy bear… I put on makeup even if no one looks at me. Because I’m yours. Only yours.

Silas caressed her thighs with big, steady hands. She shivered at every touch, every gesture, every breath of his. Her small, feminized body responded on its own.
Those hands slid slowly upward, tracing each curve beneath the light fabric of her nightdress. Candy let out a muffled moan, closer to a purr, biting her lip with that mischievousness she had perfected in long nights of captivity. He wasn’t in a hurry; he savored her as if he had just received her again, as if he wanted to make sure she was still intact for him.
—Take that off… —he ordered, barely more than a growl.

Candy obeyed with a playful little sound, letting the garment slip from her shoulders until she was left only in lingerie: white lace, taut stockings, tight garters, and the bell glinting at her throat. She perched in his lap, playful, arching her back so he could admire every detail, the perfect little sissy doll she was.
—Do you like it, my husband? —she whispered, her voice wet with desire.

Silas smiled without answering, and Candy understood. She slid down to the floor, between his open legs, and looked up at him with shining eyes, mascara already threatening to run. With delicate fingers she freed his hardness and brought it to her painted mouth.
She kissed it first, softly, as if they were the lips of another beloved face. Then she took him fully, slowly, filling her mouth with a wet moan that vibrated against his skin. The bell jingled with every motion, tilín-tilín, marking the obscene rhythm of her devotion.

Silas buried a hand in the blonde wig, guiding her, forcing her to swallow deeper. Candy let the tears run, let the makeup smear, because that way she was more perfect, more his. She pulled back for a moment to suck on her fingers, licking them like dessert, then returned to him with a muffled giggle between breaths.

When Silas lifted her, he didn’t throw her onto the cold floor: he laid her gently on the wooden bench of the cell, as if displaying her on an altar. Candy spread her legs, stockings taut, garters gleaming, and moaned as if he were already inside her.
He paused a moment, watching her with that cruel calm, savoring the sight of her in nothing but lingerie, surrendered, her small body trembling with anticipation. Candy writhed, rubbing her thighs together, pleading.
—Please… make me yours… again… —she murmured in a broken voice, slipping a finger into her mouth and sucking it while she gazed at him.

Silas finally entered her, and Candy cried out with a high, drawn-out moan that broke into laughter and tears of joy. She arched as she always did, that mixture of feigned pain and pure bliss, while the little bell at her throat chimed with each thrust, as though announcing an obscene mass meant only for them.

As Candy still panted, recovering from that reunion, Silas drew a small packet from his neatly folded trousers.
—I’ve got orders. Things to move. And now that you’re out… you’re going to help me.
Candy’s eyes widened, sparkling, as if she had just been given a new ring.
—Me…? Really, boss?
—You’re my wife. My doll. My messenger. No one’s going to search you. No one’s going to stop you. You smile… and they all lower their heads.

He handed her three tiny folded slips, marked with codes Candy barely understood. But she didn’t need to understand.
She only needed to obey.
She tucked them into the padding of her bra, right where her feminized little heart beat, and nodded with her sweetest smile.
—Yes, boss… I’ll do it perfectly. Just like you taught me.

He kissed her on the forehead.
And the world made sense again.

When the visit ended and they escorted her to the exit, Candy didn’t cry.
She didn’t whimper.
She walked with elegance, perfume still lingering in her wake and heels striking with determination.
Outside, the sun caressed her legs, and the breeze lifted her skirt just enough to remind her she was still the same doll… only now with a mission.

Before crossing the gate, she stopped.
She took her collar delicately, kissed it, and murmured:
—I’m your Candy… your little wife… and I’ll never fail you.

And in saying it, she smiled.
Because it wasn’t just a vow.
It was her purpose.
Her truth.
Her identity.

And as she stepped into the outside world, the only sound was the happy jingling of her bell… and the proud echo of her obedience.
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Chapter 15: The Boss’s Sissy

The little envelope was tucked into the lace of her bra, snug against her chest softened by hormones.
Candy walked down the narrow street of the old neighborhood, her pink heels clicking clic-clac against the pavement, the giant bow on her wig swaying like a declaration of sweet war. The wind lifted her miniskirt, but she didn’t pull it down. On the contrary: she swayed her hips even more.
—Hello, gorgeous… —a man called from the doorway of a workshop.
—Oh, don’t say things like that, you’ll make me nervous! —Candy answered, bringing her little hand to her mouth with a high-pitched giggle.

The “street princess,” as some had begun to call her, moved from one point to another with the efficiency of a luxury courier… and the look of a cartoon porno star.

That day she was visiting Scarlett.
As always, Scarlett waited in the back alley of a barbershop, leaning against the wall with her arms crossed and makeup sharper than her patience.
—You’re late, doll —she said flatly.
—Oh, don’t be mean… these heels don’t walk themselves! —Candy replied, pulling out the envelope with a silly, seductive smile—. He sent you a kiss… I mean, a message, from the boss.

Scarlett took it without looking at her too much.
But she did notice the outfit.
—Every time you show up, you look more… how should I put it? Ridiculous?
Candy lifted a leg and spun gracefully.
—Oh, thank you! Being the boss’s sissy has to show, don’t you think? He wants me pretty… exaggerated… visible.

And she was.
That day she wore a sheer chiffon blouse with a deep neckline. The ruffled skirt rode up with every step. The bell at her collar sparkled. And the makeup… pure fantasy: fuchsia lips, glittery eyeshadow, eyelashes long enough to flutter like feathers.

She no longer dressed like a doll.
Now she dressed like the boss’s doll.
And there wasn’t a corner of the city where they didn’t know that this walking, squeaky little miniskirt didn’t walk alone.
She walked with power.
With purpose.
And with the perfume of obedience.

Sometimes, her mother came along.
She didn’t say anything.
Didn’t ask.
She just walked beside her in silence while Candy wandered through lingerie shops, touching every bit of lace with trembling fingers and spinning hangers with glitter as if they were real crowns.
—Mmm, this one has sparkles… but the bow’s too small —Candy said, pouting her glossed lips.
—What about this one, Candy?
She looked at it.
—Too discreet.

And her mother only nodded, with a mixture of resignation and powerless tenderness, while her daughter —or what was left of who she once was— chose her newest outfit: a pink lace set with sheer panels and embroidered hearts, perfect for her next conjugal visit.

That night, in her room, Candy sat in front of the mirror.
She had a collection of lipsticks arranged by shade, false lashes lined up like glittering soldiers, and three different kinds of highlighter.
And still, nothing was enough.
—No, this smile is too sad… —she murmured, practicing a wider one—. This one looks nervous… this one isn’t worthy of his wife…

She rehearsed in the mirror like an obsessed actress, trying out gestures, giggles, ways of tilting her head and making the little bell at her collar ring at just the right moment.

Every blink had to be rehearsed.
Every sparkle had to be perfectly placed.
Because her boss, her husband, her master, deserved to see her flawless.
Like a doll freshly taken out of her box.
—Tomorrow… I have to be beautiful… beautiful for him… —she whispered, painting on another layer of lipstick while the teddy bear watched her from the bed.

And among brushes, perfumes, and that smile she no longer needed to practice so much… Candy felt stronger than ever.
Because she knew who she was.
And she knew for whom.

The visitation room smelled of disinfectant and heavy air.
But for Candy, it was an altar.
She wore a brand-new outfit: white corset, stockings with bows, and a tulle skirt that flared up with every step. The pink bow atop her wig was freshly ironed, her gloss gleamed, and her perfume —a blend of bubblegum and sin— floated around her like a charming cloud.

When she saw him come in, her little heart leapt like an excited child.
Silas, her boss, her husband, her world… looked as imposing as ever.
And when he sat her on his lap, as if no time had passed at all, she only sighed and melted against his chest.
—You’re gorgeous, doll —he said, stroking her back with one hand.
—Really…? I tried on like five different things… —she answered with a silly giggle—. But this one felt the most… wifey-sweet but very obedient.

Silas kissed her forehead.
And then he said it:
—When I get out… we’re going to have our house. I promise you. Small, pink. You’ll cook in heels just for me. With your golden collar on and nothing else.

Candy trembled.
She clutched his shirt with both hands, pressing her little face against his neck, her heart beating like a happy bell.
—Yes, boss… I’ll be the best little wife… the prettiest… the most yours…

That night, in her room, Candy looked at herself in the mirror.
She had carefully removed her makeup, but glitter still lingered on her cheeks. She wore her satin robe, plush slippers, and her collar snug on her neck, catching the light with every small movement.
She caressed the little tag with her fingers.
Candy.
That name.
That life.
That surrender.

It was no longer a disguise.
Nor a need.
It was who she was.

And with a soft smile, authentic, round as a well-given kiss, she whispered:
—I’m Candy. I’m the boss’s sissy. And I’ve never been so happy.

And the bell rang.
Sweet.
Free.
And complete.
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