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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 1

In the Beginning

This was no day at the beach, no sir, by no means at all. The screaming and yelling was equivalent to standing on the runway at Metro Falls International Airport underneath a Boeing 747 or DC-10. Sixty-five inmates with shanks and razors cutting up each other; blood smeared on the walls as gang members fought for their right. It was drugs, commissary, jewelry, the phone or the television—things were very real to this inside society. In fact, they were worth fighting for, and in this particular instance, worth dying for. 

“Motherfucker...ahhhhhhhhhhhh!” were anguished cries of skin being ripped open by thin steel blades. Forty of them in the dayroom—five on two, seven on three—fists swinging and shanks piercing flesh. The phones were empty for a change and the receivers were now dangerous instruments bashing upside some Latino’s skull. 

At that moment, it all looked like something out of a James Cagney movie. Maybe even American Me, starring Edward James Olmos, except this wasn’t a movie. There was no director’s chair; this was as real as it got on River’s Edge. For a moment, I wished I could be back at my old job. If only I could get back down to the courthouse on Forge Street, behind my desk, pushing papers. It was 2100 hours, 9:00 p.m. civilian time, and the natives were more than restless. They had completely run amok! I would have given anything to be down on my knees at the courthouse, picking up papers. 

Picking up papers, hell no! I was down on my knees, giving my very well connected boss head in the back office on the sixth floor. The office was always dark and contained hundreds of old files. This was back in the days long before Dixon was Mayor of Metro Falls, when the biggest mobsters were on trial for murder and Rico violations. Yeah, I can see me now playing with his pants buckle as he fumbled with my bra. It's not true that all white men have small ones, but my old boss did. However, he was quite talented with his lips, teeth and tongue, if you get my drift. It didn’t really matter to me that he was very married, and unscrupulous, not one bit. He didn’t mind holding my huge breasts in his hands every time he got a little bored at work. I wasn’t the only one he was screwing around with; there was me, four other partners at the firm, three workers from the other courthouses and the girl who replaced me—Rita, the coffee waitress from the cafeteria upstairs. With such a little penis, how did he ever manage to service all of us? One of life’s great mysteries.

A high-pitched scream snapped me out of my dream state, back to the horror that was unfolding before my very eyes. By now, there was blood on every wall and the goon squad (one of their many names, actually the Response Team) had responded to the alarms and was running down the two-hundred-fifty-foot hallway to 7 Quad. There were bodies lying on the cold, concrete floor of the jail. Others were running back to their cells as if nothing had happened. Shanks were being stashed in the cracks of the walls and down drainpipes in the floors. The braver “gangsters” would grease up and slide that cold, hard, sharpened steel right up their asses, hoping to elude the officers on the inevitable search that was about to occur. Whistles blew as the “A” Post Officer ordered, “Stop! On the lock in! Watch the Gate!” The “B” Post Officer made the same announcement as he locked in his side of the housing unit. 

It always amazed me how inmates were ten steps ahead of the officers. By the time they were locked in, all the shanks were passed off to the opposite side of the unit for their homies to stash, so everything appeared to be peaceful after the storm had erupted and devoured the victim for the day. Some days there were a lot of victims, some in blue and some not. Remember those words “appeared to be” would often come up in an officer’s life.

“C.O., C.O., open the gate, C.O.!” The wounded yelp came from a young black man standing on the gate, waiting to be let out. “C.O.!” His shouts became more determined as his voice trembled. It was Clyde Harper, a new inmate in 7 Quad, but hardly new to the system. He had been in and out all of his teenage years, and now at age twenty-one he was almost done with his criminal career. He had gotten a job and was looking forward to getting off parole in six months, but he caught a dirty urine and got a violation for ninety days on the wonderful River’s Edge, where three hots and a cot were the only things promised. He had just come off the visit, but he wasn’t able to bring in the balloons filled with dope. The rest of the unit needed their fix, so the residents of 7 Quad A side decided to take justice into their own hands and make Clyde pay. As he stood on the gate with his legs trembling, his pants displayed a stream of wetness running from his crotch down his thigh. “C.O. open the fucking gate! I have to go to the clinic, now!” 

This time eight-year veteran officer, Ms. Atkins, strolled over to the A side gate and let out the pleading Harper. “Where are you going, Sizzle?” she asked, glancing down the tier briefly to see the disaster area that only twenty minutes ago was her housing unit. 

Sizzle (Harper’s nickname) brushed past her, barely grabbing the hallway pass Ms. Atkins had given him. “I’ve got to go to the clinic,” he mumbled. By now, Sizzle’s vision was blurring and blood was soaking his undershirt. The leather 8-ball jacket had more holes in it than a sponge as he staggered out of the gate. “Call the clinic…tell them to send down a wheelchair for Harper!” Atkins screamed as the blood dripped onto the floor. The blood trailed out of the gate onto the bridge, out the second gate and followed each of Harper’s steps. “I can make it,” he said as he took a few steps. “I can make it,” his voice trailed off as he attempted to walk down the brightly lit hallway. Two more steps and he hit the floor like a ton of bricks, as blood and life oozed from his body. Harper died where he fell with twenty-seven stab wounds to his chest and head. He was going home in two days.

From high atop my perch across the hall, I watched this young man stagger and crumble to the floor like a house of cards, dead. It was the first time I had seen someone die before my very eyes, but it would not be the last time. My eyes were wide as saucers. I was frozen with fear as one tear eventually trickled down my face. I tightly closed my eyes and buried my face in my hands, hoping that when I looked up, I would be seeing something happier, as if blinking could change the picture on the TV screen. As I said before, this wasn’t a movie.

This was the reality of River’s Edge. For six long years, I lived the nightmare of the Jailhouse Commission. All I ever wanted was a nice house, a fly car and some money in the bank. My first love was music, but the industry was so hard to get into. So when I passed the test for the job, it seemed logical, having a BS in Criminal Justice and all. But like the saying goes, if I'd known then what I know now...
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