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Twenty-eight year old Holly Nash's pixie cut,
brunette, short hair fell in an alluring way around her small round
face as she leaned her ear against the cold, reinforced silver
steel bars as the pretty boy new guard Colby Jurich whispered
something to her.

Then, she pushed away. She laughed quietly.
"You're kidding me?" She glanced around at the other inmates all
dressed in pink jumpsuits, randomly decorated by black wedding box
rings. Holly thought their outfits were a sick joke of Darius
"Third Time" MadStrong, the Prison's CEO.

What woman is going to get married in a
prison--Maximum Galectic Death Canyon Prison for Women, at that?
Like every employer, MadStrong was greedy to exploit the wages of
his employees. Although the state claimed they paid the women
prisoners to run various Tecden cities CTV screens and prevent or
report crimes, the prisoners never got a cent.

The only bonuses they ever received were a
few amenities like a new blouse, skirt, fabric, hairspray, and hair
mousse to wear on visiting day. When Holly got her mousse hair
product she wore her pixie brunette hair in a style that swept the
short strands forward on her face in asymmetrical short spikes, as
if the wind perpetually blew behind her.

Holly's thin. white lips broke out in a
smile; the first smile in the entire six years she'd been CTV
spying on citizens of Planet Tecden. "You know I'm going to escape
from this place, Colby," she blushed, smiled and turned away to
scan the guards walking around in the women's prison carrying their
black electrical Billy clubs.

Cattle prods are what the women called them.
The prison guards had unusual ways of using the torture instrument.
No one landed in Death Canyon unless they were impossible to hold
in the normal prisons. Only the toughest of the tough broads landed
here.

Holly Nash already made one escape attempt
from Death Canyon, which failed.

Blond, pretty boy Colby was her pleasant
distraction. He wore his hair short, like a rock musician; like
that old group called the Beatles. Holly mused on admiring his hair
on a female; for a girl, then, they'd describe his hair as a boyish
bob.

Colby's long, sensitive-looking hands caught
her attention, too. His slender figure was fit, but not like some
guy who worked out every day. She noticed that his blue eyes
sparkled as they caressed her jutting breasts and narrow hips under
the pink and black cube prison garb. Tall Colby Jurich had a human
face. No one messed or disregarded Colby.

He was a man's man and macho in that caring
way that all women loved. He had the face of a man who still saw
women in prison as human beings. His soft smile registered respect
and made every woman come alive to her femininity.

"Nobody's perfect, Holly. I've read your
prison rap sheet. I thumbed through your brutal hospital photos
after your husband claimed you cheated on him with your pilot
instructor. It's a wonder. No, it's a miracle you retained this
model beauty."

His blue eyes surveyed her small round face.
"Holly, you don't deserve to be here. You shot your husband in
self-defense. No man should beat his wife. It just isn't manly.
Heck, half the women don't deserve to be here in Death Canyon," he
whispered, and darted his eyes around the prison's recreation
room.

Five foot, five inch Holly rose up on her tip
toes bringing her petal-pink lips close to Colby's. "You're the
right kissing height--if we were married...Colby..." Holly let the
words trail off as she soaked in the hot bated minty breath of
Colby wanting in his need to hold her, kiss her, and eat her. Holly
had seen the expression many times on a man's face when she was
free. Pure lust.

 


 


Prison guards sometimes married prisoners on
Planet Tecden. MadStrong said it was good for morale and they knew
a thing about morale having run both men and women's prisons on
Tecden. Marriage gave the women something to hope for in their
extended stay at Death Canyon. It eased their restless sleep at
night. Married women prisoners received conjugal rights. Conjugal
Rights lessened the management problems in the prisons.

"You want to marry me, Colby Jurich. I'm
single, you know." Holly shamelessly flirted. She didn't have much
time. The new prison guards received at least a dozen marriage
proposals a day. Some women, especially her best friend, tall,
aristocratic Delphine Swanson, said Colby couldn't be trusted.

He was Intel-Engineer. That meant he work in
the Intelligence Engineering branch of the Government of Tecden. He
knew things about everyone. Things no person should and could know
and remain alive, Delphine said. He received the nickname Double
Play from his past prison job, because he revealed the escape plans
of two male prisoners.

However, Holly discounted all that. Those
were male prisoners--Colby had no reason to protect a male, but a
female. Someone as cute as she was, as single as she was, he'd
help. Someone like herself who found a new reason to give love a
second try. She thought she'd never say or think those words
again--Love and Marriage. Nevertheless, that logic ruled before
Colby's arrival inspired butterflies in Holly's gut, and the
flowing hot passionate juices lower still.

"As a rule I don't marry women with tattoos,"
Colby teased huskily.

Holly placed her right hand on her upper left
shoulder, "You mean my wedding rings tattoos? You’re a military
man. Explosions and remote control expert and you don't like
tattoos."

Colby shrugged. "We can't all be
stereotypes."

"Rest easy, Colby. They are TAT's"

"Temporary Airbrush Tattoos?" Colby reached
into his pocket and wrote down his number on a scratch piece of
paper. He handed it between the steel cold bars. "You call me when
you're ready to rejoin the married race."

He slowly backed away. "Nice ring TATs, by
the way."

Holly blushed. That meant Colby had seen her
in the showers. They never took off their pink and black box
decorated jump suits unless they were in the showers.

She had tried ever way to escape except using
a prison guard. She liked the idea of using a man to help her
escape this time. "I've never called a man for a date before,"
Holly said loudly.

"I've never dated a female prisoner,
either."

"You may not like it," Holly said as Colby
moved through the prison door into the prison guard’s area. The
door closed for a second. In another second, it opened and
MadStrong entered and snarled at Holly Nash.

He walked right up to the bars as Holly
backed away.

MadStrong wore the typical prison uniform of
green and beige khaki fatigues, nice black dress shoes and a crisp
white shirt and black tie. If he weren’t such an asshole, he'd
capture a leading man’s acting role easily in Holly's sexual
fantasies. Holly frowned at the Prison CEO approach.

"I've got my eye on you, Holly Nash. No woman
who murdered her husband in cold blood is ever going to escape from
Death Canyon. I don't care who you fuck, or even marry. You're
staying right here in my prison forever; until you rot away old,
wrinkled and grey."

His skin exuded a cold temperature as he
continued after a pause. “You won't be escaping underground
anymore, either. Every day my guards search your cell. They tear
the place apart looking for cracks in the bricks, floorboards and
floor tiles. As for last week's tunnel; it's sealed up tight with
cement. I don't know what you're thinking, Holly.

“You'd still have to scale the thousands of
feet of Death Canyon to escape. Where you going to get alpinisms or
mountain climbing equipment? Sheer foolery, Holly."

Holly smiled a cold, wide, calculated smile.
"Is that right?" she taunted him.

"Don't play with me, little lady." MadStrong
pulled out his electrical black nightstick and stuck it through the
silver bars, pointing it at her face.

Holly hated the look of MadStrong; confident,
a warrior at the core. He was someone who commanded respect, even
if he didn't deserve that respect. His sandy brown hair, sideburns,
and tuff small patch of hair under his chin added to his mean look.
He swept his sandy brown backwards and his deep brows intensified
his unmoving eye's staring disgust and hate.

MadStrong pulled back his shiny black
nightstick, tucked it into the loop on his belt buckle, and
strutted away.

"You look like an actor I once knew,
MadStrong. A perv who preyed on little ladies. You let me know when
you want me to wear my black Mary Janes," she taunted him, smearing
him.

MadStrong stopped in his stroll past the
recreation area. He turned around slowly to face her again. "I
suggest you take your acting memories and put them to some good
use, like learning how to behave like a model prisoner. Because,
Holly, that's the only way you're ever going to get out of Death
Canyon Prison alive." His cold grey eyes turned away. In heavy
strides, he walked off to the accounting department.

"Going to accounting to cook the books? I
want my $2.48 an hour for my four-four hours manning the CTVs this
week," Holly yelled. "I'm going to write my Congressman,
MadStrong!"

Darius MadStrong stopped at the hallway door
into the general offices of Death Canyon Prison. Slowly, he turned
back. "You do that, Little Lady and watch your mousse, lipstick and
tampon money vanish."

A low snicker of laughter came from the women
sitting around in the recreation area who had overheard him.

Holly flashed him the finger. Then, she
smacked the prison bars. "Every end of the month, the same thing,"
she fumed. "I'm going to escape this prison using every method
known in prison history. I'll get out somehow...somehow."

Holly sat back down at the communal table
where some women played Scrabble and cards. Green eyed, twenty-nine
year old Fem-Dom Delphine Swanson, brushed back her long stark
black hair, before forming an equally long Scrabble word,
‘impersonator’.

Delphine had landed in Death Canyon because a
male submissive client of hers died under her care, at her Fem-Dom
Club, The Submitter's Delight. The Lesbian Delphine dabbled in all
things shifting reality. She designed clothes for the women to look
pretty during family visiting day. She stitched male clothing lines
on par with any of the fashion show designers in Tecden's big
industrial cities. Butch females always wanted a suit or something
authoritative in style to show off to their family members. "Hi
Holly, my Cupcake," Delphine started.

Holly didn't mind Delphine's lesbianism as
long as she didn't flaunt it. Holly didn't take to being converted.
She stayed sexually straight. Holly helped Delphine brush back her
dark hair and took a good long look at her face.

"I told you I was cute," Delphine said.

Holly had an idea. "You know, I'm going to
escape this place, Delphine."

Delphine reached into her wooden tray of
scrambled letter blocks. She formed a small word ‘show’ and said,
"Me."

"How about you design me something to wear?
Something Butch?"

Delphine's peach-tinted thin nostrils flared.
"I've been mentally barking up the wrong tree all this time--she's
Butch."

Everyone at the Scrabble table laughed

 


 


Next month, Holly put her escape plan into
action. She flirted with several of the men who were visiting their
daughters in prison. One man, in particular, always brought his
sister with him, Muriel. Muriel, his pretty sister, was a five
feet, five inch high blonde wearing a short, shag hairstyle.

Holly approached the man named Harry
Johnsmith. "Hi, Harry. I'm so glad you're a good loving dad and
family man. I got a proposition for you and it involves sex for
you, and freedom for me."

"I can't risk my visiting rights with my baby
girl. Muriel encouraged me to come and I see this place isn't as
dangerous as they say on the news. So, now I like visiting my
daughter."

"I can be your girlfriend when I get out of
here," Holly whispered. "I can dress up like Muriel. Although it'll
have to be the end of the month, when the prison and prisoners are
very distracted. You forget to bring Muriel and I'll dress up as
her and when you leave--I'll leave with you, Harry Johnsmith."
Holly paused.

Her lips inches away from the man's receding
black hairline and his sex-starved lips.

"I--I don't know. That’s a crime."

"Only if we get caught, sweetheart." Holly
put her right hand on his thigh under the white community table.
Harry held a glass of lemonade on top of the table and she picked
up another taco chip from a blue plastic bowl and slipped it
seductively between her lips. She crunched down slowly and rolled
the chips around in her mouth, biting and chewing in a way that
looked like she was sucking a man's cock.

"And we won't get caught, right?" Harry said
nervously.

"Not if I can help it," Holly rebutted. "All
you have to do is walk close beside me as we calmly stroll out to
your blue family car. We can play house soon as we get home, Harry.
That's how I'll repay you."

Harry thought hard and Holly watched the lump
in his jeans growing longer and harder. She thought maybe she'd
gotten herself in for




























































































THE END
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