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Lies of Blue is the story about Lynne Forde, a young woman who tries to reach her dream by making sacrifices. Somewhere along the line, the wrong sacrifices get made. It's Training Day meets OZ with a twist of Set It Off.

When Forde gets tired of her dead end job in the City Courts, she embarks on a career in the belly of the beast. With a degree in hand and a little bit of street sense, she decides to try her hand working in River's Edge Jail Complex. From day one at the Academy to her last day at Prison, Forde evolves from your average "rookie" into something other than just a woman. To make matters worse, if you put a sexual being in the midst of some of the city's most conniving men and women, you are bound to come up with something a little kinky and very destructive. The more dangerous the game became, the more erotic the encounters became. She goes from Officer, to Hustler, to Victim, to CEO in a matter of 8 years. 
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Chapter 8

The Set Up

Norman was completely irrational. In fact, the last straw with him was when he asked me in his most neurotic voice if I loved Jaelon or if it was only a physical lapse or digression. He said, “'Cause if you just have a sexual craving for him, that’s cool. But if you tell me you're in love with Jaelon, then everybody got to die! We all got to bleed!” I was frozen on the back staircase listening to the ravings of a madman. Did he just say we all got to die? Oh hell no we don’t! He’s got to die, but Jaelon and I will be fine! Jaelon sat down with the kid and told him very simply, “You touch her and you won’t make it to the gate, nigga, you die!” Gotta love it.

In other words, our shit took on a whole life of its own. Jaelon and I were the word on everybody’s lips and we could not stop what we felt for each other. We tried to cool out for a few weeks, but I couldn’t stand it one day, so I kissed him. Long, deep, tongue to the back of his throat, kissed him! This was the only man to this day who kissed me and my panties disintegrated into thin air. Poof! We were spontaneous human combustion. Like two sticks rubbed together will spark a fire, we were ablaze. As if my out-of-control desires weren’t enough, he was out of control with his getting high. 

One night we sat on the tier steps, like kids would do in the hood just conversing. He opened up to me about his fetishes. I opened up about mine. We found out that we were both very limitless people when it came to our fantasies. We were drawn to each other as if made exactly to meet. I believe no matter where we would have been on this earth; he and I would have crossed paths. It was fate. He asked me to watch the show. I didn’t know what he meant. I knew our conversation was ultra x rated and that I was extremely aroused. He took his time about getting in the shower that night. Why so late, he knows it’s about to be lock in. He was the only person in the shower. Little did I know the show was about to begin. I watched him walk in with a towel around his sculpted waist. From where I sat, I could see his entire frame through the tiny window box on the shower door. A warm rush of energy surged through me as the lure of his body captivated me. The soap covered his chest, thick suds. He lathered his abs and my eyes moved lower to his pelvis. His body was hard, all of him and I watched him rub himself. My breathing became heavy and I was hypnotized by his movement. He stroked himself slowly, long and deliberate strokes. Then he looked up directly at me and stared as he climaxed in the shower. I came too; I was lost in this moment. If he wanted me to yearn for him, I did. I wanted to run in that shower and wrap my legs around his waist. I imagined him thrusting himself completely into me and me kissing him wildly. I felt the wetness as I squeezed my thighs together. I never glanced away, not wanting to miss his performance, not wanting to miss seeing him release his love for me and become weak and vulnerable. I wanted…I wanted… I wanted to sex him all night, forever. 

He exited the shower as the lock-in buzzer sounded and he ignored me, going up to his cell. He was always so good at ignoring me, acting as if I did not exist when all the while he would be tortured, inside, in his spirit to his very core. 

I locked the house in and took my count. After I handed in my count, I crept up to his cell. He was lying there completely oiled up with nothing but that towel on. Help me father, I am not this strong. I am at best a total freak with so much pent up frustration right then that I was about to do something crazy, foolish, dangerous even. He looked up at me, asked coyly, “Did you enjoy the show?”

I whispered, “I loved it! You took me someplace else. Someplace I want to go.” I could barely get the words out. I hungered for this man. I have been turned on by a few people, but never like this. I slid my fingers in my pants and felt the wetness he created in me. I reached through the bars I ran my fingers under his nose, then across his lips. “Ow…you are a nasty girl,” he smiled, licking his lips. “Your nasty girl Stiles, yours and yours alone.” 

From that moment on, we were one. If there was a way two kindred spirits could be together, have each other, we were it. Bonnie and Clyde, Anthony and Cleopatra and Jaelon and Lynne.
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