
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Down To Ride Forever Leaked

        

        
        
          Jashetta Freeman

        

        
          Published by Jashetta Freeman, 2018.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      DOWN TO RIDE FOREVER LEAKED

    

    
      First edition. June 16, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 Jashetta Freeman.

    

    
    
      Written by Jashetta Freeman.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Prologue

Chapter One | Desire

Rocko

Jada

Desire

Chapter 2 | Rocko

Jada

Desire

Jada

Chapter 3 | Desire

Rocko

Jada

Chapter 4 | Desire

Rocko

Jada

Chapter 5 | Desire

Rocko

Jada

Desire

Chapter 6 | Rocko

Jada

Desire

Rocko

Chapter 7 | Jada

Rocko

Desire

Rocko

Chapter 8 | Jada

Desire

Rocko

Desire

Jada

Rocko

Desire

Rocko

Chapter 9 | Jada

Desire

Rocko

Desire

Jada

Rocko

Chapter 10 | Desire

Rocko

Jada

Desire

Jada

Chapter 11 | Desire

Rocko

Jada

Desire

Rocko

Jada

Desire

Chapter 12 | Rocko

Jada

Desire

Rocko

Desire

Rocko

Desire

Five years later | Desire

Rocko

Chapter 13 | Rach

Juicy

Desire

Rocko

Juicy

Desire

Sign up for Jashetta Freeman's Mailing List

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Prologue
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“Bitch shoot her." Lord knows how bad I wanted to pull that trigger, and with Tasha standing there running her mouth all she did was make the temptation worse. Shit why was I hesitating anyway?, After all the shit this bitch had planned on doing to me I should've been put a bullet in her head with the quickness, see this bitch was a shiesty, grimy, dirty ass bitch; no respect, no conscious or loyalty made type of chick. Nah, Jada didn't give a damn about any of that and she made that shit perfectly clear the day she decided to come after me, hmph she lucky I let her live this long, after what she did to me, my family, and planned to kidnap my son, damn, my son. What do I tell him when I get home? I'm sorry baby, mommy had a lot of demons that she had to deal with before taking you home? I didn’t want to leave my baby after just giving birth to him. Nah, he doesn't even need to know this ever happened and if I don't kill this bitch I know she'll kill me, as I said her loyalty ain't there and I know damn well her heart ain't, Nah fuck that, this bitch has to die. I stood there shaking with my hand on the trigger and all I could think about was the past. I was about to put the gun down and say fuck it, but she fucked all that up. “Bitch I swear to God if you don’t pull that trigger you’re a dead bitch”. She had some nerve popping off with a gun to her head. Shit if I didn’t know any better I’d say she pissed herself, pants all wet like she can’t control her bowels. “HA, bitch nah you’re a dead bitch, kiss my daddy in hell bitch and meet your maker”. 

BOOM 

I watched as her now lifeless body hit the floor and all I could think about was all the years we had shared as true friends. That just goes to show me that friends ain’t shit.
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Chapter One

Desire
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Rocko said, “Hey shawty, you seem to be having a bad day. Come on with me and let the king handle it for you.”

Really, did this nigga really just go there? Shit, little did this nigga know I was having a great day. My clique just moved five keys and this little uniform he seeing me in was for straight show. 

“I’m actually fine sir; can I get you anything else?” 

“You can give me your digits,” he replied.

Laughing in my head I thought to myself this nigga must not know who I am, shit I’m Desire and I don’t need any nigga. Definitely not this lame arrogant ass dude, but I need a little pet so let’s see how this plays out.

“I’ll give you my number but can I get your name so I’ll know who it is that I’m calling me, Mr. King?”

“The name’s Rocko sweetheart.”

“Hmmm sounds exotic!”

Rocko: “It can be as exotic as you want baby girl. I tell you what, Imma give you a call tonight and show you how exotic I am.”

Desire: “Hmph, we will see king.”

Watching this dude walk away I thought to myself, “Damn he sho is fine, chocolate just how I like em. I can only imagine the things I can do to him behind closed doors.” Make the nigga want to marry me just from a blow job, deep throat that shit till his toes curl. See, if nobody knew me they would soon get to know me. My name is Desire Dee, most people would say I have what they call that slim thick body type. Long black hair down my back with a bang in the front, kind of like Nikki Minaj. Standing at only 5’6” I could get any nigga that I wanted, when I wanted. I graduated high school at sixteen and was introduced to the life of a thug real quick, being that my father was the notorious king pin of Charlotte, North Carolina I already knew everything that there was to know about the street life and drugs. I never grew up with a mother, then again who does nowadays? All these women wanted to do was pop out kids but not take care of them. My father on the other hand was the best father in the world. He raised me from the time I was born up until the death of him. He was always tight on everything that I did no matter how old I was he was strict, but it was cool because he taught me the true definition of a fuck nigga. When my father died two years ago it literally tore me apart, I managed to get myself together and start moving the work that he left behind and became the first well known queen pin ever. Of course after my father’s death I could trust no nigga or bitch, besides my main bitch Jada. 

“This girl was like a sister to me, we grew up living next door to each other, going to the same schools and everything. Whatever I got my father made sure to get her the same. So of course when I started this hustling thing I had to bring her a board, and hey now we’re both legendary.”

Jada: “Ahem, Desire?”

Desire: “Yes Jada, I swear this bitch always pop up at the worse times.”

Jada: “Just to let you know you we have to go like now.”

Damn I forgot about the drop, ain’t no way this nigga already got me tripping, shit I need to get myself together.

Desire: “Aight girl we rolling but first I have to get out of this damn uniform.”

See what a lot of people didn’t know about me was that even though I was the queen, I was working at this little restaurant in the Hilton, just for show. You could never let the feds catch on to you with all that money and no cover up. I ain’t gonna lie though, being a waitress gave me all my clientele and more, something the police would never look at. I was on my way to the top of the top and these niggas can’t even see it coming. 

Yo, I’m making short term goals, when the weather folds, Just put away the leathers and put ice on the gold, Chilly with enough bail money to free Big Willie, high stakes, I got more at stake than Philly, shit listening to my day one sing that shit put me in the zone, whoever thought a bitch like me would make it this far. Riding in a Bentley coupe like it’s nothing to me, which it isn’t. Not to mention the baddest bitch on the scene riding with me. See Jada been down from the start, before the money and the power she showed me the respect. I’ve known this girl since forever and she’s never betrayed me. That’s why I had to hip her to the game. 

Desire: “Yo, Jada, grab the glock.”

Jada: “I’m way ahead of you boo.”

Usually I wouldn’t need it in my neighborhood, but for some reason today just didn’t feel right. Not to mention this all black car with tented windows sitting across the street from my shit. Either this was the feds or a setup, either way I wasn’t going out like no chump.
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Rocko
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“Ha, told you I would get the digits nigga. Can’t no bitch resist this. You need to learn from the king,” I said. 

“Man nigga she probably just gave you the number because you been starring at her all damn day, either way if I would’ve said something to her, you wouldn’t have had a chance,” my friend, Cam, replied. 

“Yeah right, nigga!” 

See what Cam didn’t understand was that I knew Desire way before she knew of me and I know how to get a girl like her. I knew she wasn’t impressed with just anything. Deep down inside she was a high maintenance type of bitch and I know damn well that waitressing job ain’t paying for the note on that car she whipping. Who she think she fooling? Either way I just wanted her by my side or behind me, ain’t no way she can be in front.

“So man you really going to take her out tonight?” Cam asked. 

“Yeah man I think she’s fly, I gotta get to know her before any of these other niggas.”

“Yeah you right about that, cuz. Just remember the real reason you doing this and don’t forget what we’ve talked about.”

Cam was right, she already got me daydreaming. I started to forget how she was on her way to the top pushing all us low ballers out the way, but damn all I could think about was that sexy body. Her caramel coated skin, that slim waist, with that nice round ass, breasts plump enough for me to rest on em. Yeah, that’s the type of women I love. Not to mention she keep herself slayed, hair done, nails done, that sexy ass smile. I might just wife her up and say fuck the plan, but how can I do that with my name on the line? Nah it was either me or her and if I have to make her fall for me to have it my way then so be it. It ain’t like the bitch can make me fall for her. A nigga like me ain’t got no heart so I can give a fuck less. She’ll just be another hit it until I get it, until I can knock her off her throne, just like her father got knocked off his. Yeah, I know a lot about Desire like how her dad was the king pin around here and how he got knocked for slipping. Yeah, she ain’t foolin me, but if she want to play this game I’ll show her how it’s played. A nigga like me needed it all. My father had it all so why couldn’t I? Raquel King, was my name, well of course you had to put the junior behind it since pops was the real King. Growing up in these streets was hard and growing up with a father that not only sold drugs but was also a hitman was even crazier. All the ladies loved me. I was a fine man, milk chocolate, muscular, and I had the gems. What I mean by the gems is that I had the pipe that everyone dreamed of. Twelve inches long and thick as fuck was the way the women would describe it and I knew how to fuck a girl real good. All these other niggas were running around her with the hot ass dreads in there head but me I preferred it nice and simple. Close cut with deep as waves that would make you sea sick. I moved to Charlotte shortly after my mom passed away. Yeah, I was young but I couldn’t take being in the same house without seeing her face, so at the age of fifteen I dropped out of high school, packed all my shit and ran away. I was more mad at myself for leaving my sister Rachel and my pops behind but they understood. I was setting out to follow my dreams of being a millionaire. 
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Jada
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“Grab the glock.” 

Was Desire tripping or something? Like really she should already know how I gets down. Soon as I seen the car I already knew what time it was, shit don’t nobody park in this neighborhood with no shit like that, nah not in Sugar Creek. Charlotte might be the queen city but when you’ve lived in this big ass city as long as we have you learn everything that there is to know about these streets. See where Desire was tripping at was thinking about that nigga. Shit, he ain’t all that anyway and I could’ve sworn I’ve seen his ass before, but maybe I’m tripping. He just doesn’t seem like the type of nigga that she should be trusting, just a woman’s instinct I guess. Knowing Desire was like knowing myself, she had been my best friend since we were born. Her father made sure that wherever she moved to that I would follow, he said he didn’t want Desire to lose her only true friend. I always questioned why he would go above and beyond but hey it was better than staying in that piece of shit I called a home with my dad. Growing up I was always being taken care of by Johnnie, Desire’s dad. My dad wasn’t shit, all he ever did was try to hustle a little and smoke that shit up. Still I didn’t let that stop me from being the best that I could be. Fuck a mother, I didn’t have one of those either, that was something that me and Desire had in common. Both our mothers were hood rat bitches that was just trying to get some money and dip. Either way it didn’t faze me, I went to school every day faithfully. Kept good grades and everything, standing at 5’8 a little bit taller than Desire I was thick in all the right places but most niggas don’t like dark skinned women so Desire always gets all the attention. It didn’t matter though. I didn’t want these niggas anyway. Don’t get me wrong, I love men, but only the one’s that could fuck me right and it seemed like these niggas didn’t know how to use their dicks. I was into women and men. Yeah, I’m that freaky bitch that if you wanted to bring a bitch home to join us in bed I was down. Shit these niggas couldn’t fuck right anyway so why not. Unlike Desire, I had short bob length hair. I could never grow my hair as long as I wanted to since the car wreck I had gotten into when I was little. Who knew that having metal in your head would stop the growth of your hair? Either way, if I wanted to make it long I just got sew ins like the other bitches.

Desire: “Aye J, can you see who’s in the car?”

Jada: “Shit I don’t know D looks like two niggas if you ask me but they pulling off so fuck em, but definitely watch your back because niggas are out to be on the top and they probably already hearing your name out here in these streets. Everybody know your father was the biggest king pin around, so you have to think that they know you moving his weight.”

Desire: “Nah J, these niggas just want the money, they don’t know shit about the weight I’m carrying, and if they want anything of mine they’ll have to go through hell to get it.”

Jada: “Right, right!” See I love Desire she’s like a sister to me, she’s always been there for me.

Desire: “I’ll be right back J, Imma just go change right quick, you need anything?”

“Nah I’m good boo.” 

As she got out the car what I really wanted to say was yeah I need to hold some stacks. After what I done got myself into Imma need the money we about to score off this drop plus a whole lot more where that came from, and on top of that, I only have two weeks to get the shit. If I told Desire what kind of shit I’m in I know she would help me within a blink of an eye, but I also know she wouldn’t even look at me the same. Hm, maybe I should just tell her? I mean what more harm can I do than what’s already been done. Nah, maybe I shouldn’t tell her after all. She got other shit going on. I can handle this shit on my own.
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Desire
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I loved my house, the white on white, the smell. Shit you walk into my house you’ll think you walking into a scene on Belly, staircases and all. Yeah, sometimes I think about saying fuck the game and just starting a family but the way these niggas are around here they all just here for the fame of dating the notorious Johnnie Dee’s daughter. Yeah my dad was a monster out here and his name was well known, and of course they know who I am so I can’t trust these niggas. Fuck that, on another note, I need to get dressed for this drop.

Ring, ring. Lord who could be calling me now?

Desire: “Hello?!”
Rocko: “Wassup baby, how’s my queen doing?”
Desire: “I’m sorry who’s this?”

Rocko: “It’s your king, baby. You ready for a night of wonders?”

Desire: “Oh, hi Rocko. I’m kind of in the middle of something right now, what time are you trying to meet up?”

Rocko: “Well I was going to come to you.”

Desire: “Not a good idea hun, plus I don’t invite men to my home on the first night.”

Rocko: “No problem baby, I tell you what, meets me at your job by eight and we’ll go from there.”

Desire: “Ight, no doubt see you then.”

Man, this nigga sure does have bad timing, but after this drop Imma need this little date or whatever he wants to call it. Fuck it, guess I’ll just throw on some sweats and a tee for now and get this shit over with.

Walking to my car I could sense that something’s wrong with Jada. Maybe I should ask her what’s wrong. I mean she just staring out the window like a little kid lost. Nah, it’ll have to wait but Imma definitely need her to be on her a game for this drop.

Desire: “What’s up J, you ok boo?”

Jada: “Yeah girl lets go handle this business”

Desire: “No doubt baby, now let me tell you, these niggas are known for having a bad rep out here on these streets but his name was in my dad contacts so I guess he straight, but remember to keep an eye on this whole transaction, I ain’t trying to go down for nothing or nobody and I’m not going to let that happen to you either.”

Jada: “I got you baby girl, let’s do the damn thing.”

Riding down the highway all I could think about was Rocko. I mean it’s been a long time since I’ve been in a relationship or had any type of relations with anybody, I wonder if it could work. Maybe, maybe not, one thing’s for sure he sexy as hell, but my conscious keep telling me somethings wrong, but shit how can I know if anything’s wrong when I don’t even know this nigga, or do I? He look familiar, his voice sounds familiar, snap that’s right he been coming to the Hilton for a minute with different bitches every weekend, but after he gets a taste of this he won’t be doing that again, shit he’ll be lucky to even stand to go a minute without talking to me, yeah I think this could work, but first, my business comes first and I need to clear my mind from this nigga.

Desire: “Aye J pass me that blunt.”

As I inhale and exhale, I get my Glock ready as we pull into this warehouse with no turning back. “Aight J, it’s show time.”

As we started walking towards the warehouse I made sure my safety was off and ready to shoot, shit with all this work I couldn’t let it get taken that easy.

Cam: “Wassup, are you Desire?”

Desire: “Yeah and who are you?”

Cam: “The name’s Cam, sweetheart. I’ve worked with your dad for a long time over the years and trust me you have nothing to worry about here so you can put the guns away.”

Desire: “Well to be honest with you Cam, I’m not too fond of new people and I just want to make sure we’re both on the same note here, so you got my money?”

Cam: “Of course, you got the goods?”

“Right here.” As we exchanged bags I couldn’t help but notice this guy from somewhere but fuck that getting to know each other shit just give me my money and I’m out.

Desire: “Aight J, is it straight?”

Jada: “Yeah D, we good!”

Desire: “Well it was nice working with you Cam, hopefully, we can keep this business legit and loyal to one another.”

Cam: “No doubt, I will definitely be calling you soon.”

“Bet!” And just like that, I had fifty thousand cash with a lot more work to push.

Walking out the warehouse I knew that Jada was looking back for one reason and one reason only, she had to make sure that these niggas weren’t on some ol other shit, shit nowadays niggas will try to rob you for the money and still keep the drugs, shit it was dry out here so I already know how it is.

Jada: “Hey D, you mind taking me straight home I’ve got some business to handle.”

Desire: “No problem boo, I have a date anyway.”

Jada: “Oh lord, he got you already, I can see the butterflies in your eyes.”

Desire: “Whatever bitch!”

After dropping Jada off I knew I had to stop and get me a nice sexy outfit for tonight, I mean I don’t usually do the one night stand thing but a bitch has needs, and mine haven’t been fulfilled in a hot minute so I had to be prepared for anything. As soon as I got home and walked into my closet I already knew what I wanted to wear, it was staring right back at me like yeah bitch tonight is the night. Showered and ready for whatever I slipped on my sexy black dress, open to the back and a slit up the right thigh to the perfect spot, breast shining with Victoria’s Secret oil and glitter and a nice lingerie suit up under, yeah he was definitely getting the business tonight. Stiletto pumps and a rub of lick me all over later, I was pulling up at the Hilton, I wonder where this nigga plan on taking me to, after all, I do have high standards if he wants this to go the right way.

Rocko: “Wassup Desire, are you ready for the night of your life?”

Desire: “Sure if that’s what you want to call it.”

Rocko: “Well hop in.”

The way this dude smile gets me wet, the scent of his cologne, oh my, what have I gotten myself into. To top it off he even opened the door for me like a true gentleman, now ain’t that sweet.

Cruising down the highway his leather seats rubbed against my vagina and gave me the greatest pre-orgasm of my life. Lord knows it’s been a while. Not to mention the smooth tone of his voice, I don’t even know what he’s been saying for the past ten minutes I just know I’m ready to fuck and get it over with.

Rocko: “Did you hear what I said boo?”

Desire: “Nah I’m sorry Rocko I was in a whole nother world.”

Rocko: “Well I was asking you would you like some Italian food tonight or something different.”

Desire: “Italian’s okay, what do you have in mind?”

Rocko: “Well, I was thinking Portofinos!”

Desire: “That’s cool, best restaurant around.”

Rocko: “Aight bet.”

As we pull up I noticed that every eye was on us as if we were in a movie or something. As he stepped around to open my door I heard the chauffeur say to Rocko, “Would you like the usual parking spot, Mr. King?”

Rocko: “Yeah that would be great” 

Desire: “Oh, so you’ve been here before, huh? I mean a girl’s just curious”

Rocko: “Yeah, I come here all the time”

Desire: “Oh....”

Rocko: “By myself, I mean.”

Desire: “Yeah sure whatever you say.”

“Hello, my name is Brittney and I will be taking care of you today. How are you doing, Mr. King? I see you’ve brought a special guest along tonight.”

Rocko: “Yeah she’s special alright.”

“Well, it’s nice to meet you ma’am. May I take your jacket?”

Desire: “Sure, thanks.”

As we walked to the table I couldn’t help but notice how everybody knew him, they treated him like he was a king for real and why do they keep calling him Mr. King? I mean this nigga not really a king. He just an average dude like everybody else with a little bit more money, I guess.

Rocko: “Well Desire what you think?”

Desire: “I think this is nice, how does everyone know you and why do they keep calling you Mr. King?”

Rocko: “Well if you must know that’s my last name and I come here all the time after my business meetings. I must say you seem very offensive about a lot for the first date. Is there something bothering you?”

Desire: “Nah I just like to get to know you on a more personal level that’s all.”

Rocko: “Oh okay, so you feeling the king huh?”

Desire: “Just a little.”

Rocko: “Good cause I’m feeling you too. What do you say after we leave here I take you back to my place for some drinks? Since you don’t allow men to you home on the first night.”

Desire: “Of course, I have nothing else to do anyway, sounds fun.”

Rocko: “Bet!”

After three cups of wine, some chocolates, and our food he didn’t need to give me more drinks, I was willing to jump on it right there in the restaurant. Not to mention they had a dance floor. Man, I was ready.

Rocko: “Would you care for a dance, Ms. Desire?”

Desire: “Sure, Mr. King!”

As we danced to the melodies of the Italian music they were playing I couldn’t help but notice his dick grinding against my ass, oh my, if only he knew how wet I was. I mean he has to be hanging at least nine inches or more and it’s thick. Oh yes girl, grind this ass on him and make him want it girl.

“Damn girl, I could fuck you right here, right now,” he whispered that shit in my ear and it was on, I grabbed his hand and said let’s go.

Rocko: “Where to?”

Desire: “Your house. Let’s see if you can show me better than you can tell me.”

As soon as we pulled into his driveway it started. He opened the door and wouldn’t even let me out, he started licking my thighs, sucking on em just right. As he pushed me back and slid my panties off I knew it was over. He took me like his favorite dessert, oh my god, keep it together girl. He licked, sucked and man his tongue felt like...oh man, I can’t even explain it. Rubbing my nipples and licking on em he pulled me closer into his mouth. Shit, I was about to cum.

“Oh King, yes baby yes. Eat it all up baby.” 

And that’s exactly what he did even when I came he kept going. He picked me up and carried me through the door. I didn’t even look around I just wanted the dick. He carried me up the steps, my legs wrapped around his head and I mean this nigga was a pro cause he was still eating it up. He laid me down and pulled me on top, I rode his face like it was his dick until I came again, but nah they don’t call me Desire for no reason. I flipped over and took him into my mouth, long and deep, and yes deep cause lord knows he was hung like a horse. I could tell he was enjoying this as I took his dick deep in my throat he pounded even harder, begging for me to stop. Nah nigga this is what I’m made of. I kept going swirling and swirling around the dick, taking his balls into my mouth all at one time and boy. He must’ve never had that done before because he immediately came. As I swallowed and kept going I couldn’t help but notice how hard he instantly became all over again. He pulled me up and turned me around, bent me over doggy style and went in me from behind. Shit, I wouldn’t even have known if he had on a condom or not because he damn sure didn’t have on one from the beginning, but it was so good I didn’t even give a fuck. 

“Damn baby girl this shit so wet and tight, yum.” 

I threw my ass back so fast and hard I was making myself cum.
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