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A NOTE FROM NIKKI TURNER

		My Dearest Readers,

		Thanks once again for all your undying support over so many years. Without you none of this would be possible. So, to give back, I feel it’s only right to continue introducing you to great new books, and let me be the first to say: This book you are holding in your hand is going to far exceed all expectations you may have.

		Styles P had already mastered the music game, so I knew his book would be a treat. I had been a fan of Styles and the Lox long before I was approached to publish his book under the Nikki Turner Presents umbrella. I knew he was a wonderful lyrical talent, but I honestly had no idea that the international rapper, artist, actor, dad, and dog breeder would put the same passion into this book that he regularly puts into his music.

		In the very early stages of work on Invincible, Styles mentioned to me that he breeds dogs, and I shared with him the tragic story of my Yorkie, Mr. Biggs, whom I’d just lost. He told me that I needed a pit bull in my life and once he found one with the right temperament, he was going to give me a puppy. I didn’t think much more about it until months later, when he called to tell me he had the perfect dog for me. I was shocked. I didn’t take him seriously at the time, nor was I really the pit bull type of girl, either. I accepted the dog, and Glitz has totally won my heart over. So, I have to thank Styles for adding such a great addition to my family.

		Now, as the process continued, I would ask Styles how the writing was coming, and he’d respond to me that he was writing—ON HIS SIDEKICK! In all my days in the writing game I’d never encountered anyone who had written a chapter on a Sidekick, let alone an entire book. I thought it was the craziest thing ever, but when he sent me the first few chapters, not only was I sucked in, but I found an entirely new level of respect for him. His story was such an amazing read, and after finishing it, I felt that Invincible is what urban fiction is really about—an action packed gangsta film with characters who stay with you long after you turn the last page.

		After you put down this book, I know you’ll agree that Styles P is an amazing talent, and you will be sitting on the edge of your seat waiting for part two.

		So, without further due, I present to you … Invincible.

		Enjoy!

		Much Love,
Nikki Turner
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		Jake couldn’t help but feel like he was carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders. His legs had given out, and he felt like an animal being led to slaughter. The stench from the back of the cop car and the pain in his wrists and shoulders from being cuffed so tight was unbearable. What little faith Jake had in mankind had just disappeared.

		Two men robbed Kim and his store and took what was his ($$$$$), and yet he was the one in the back of the police car. Sure, Jake knew it was foolish to go and shoot the robbers, but deep down he understood that what comes around goes around, and he had done enough dirt to last for two lifetimes. The wiser thing to do would’ve been to let the robbers bounce without giving chase, but he just couldn’t control himself.

		Maybe it was his past that drove him to squeeze the trigger, but as he fired his gun and felt it kick and saw the flame from the barrel, he knew exactly where he was headed—p-r-i-s-o-n. In his world, there was no such thing as fair play—not from the thieves, not from the police, not from women, not from family or so-called friends. As far as Jake was concerned, only God could be trusted. Jake learned at an early age not to trust anyone else, a lesson he learned from the so-called closest people in the world to him: his parents. Jake’s father was a crackhead and his churchgoing mother never seemed to care what he did or which streets he ran, making Jake question her love. His uncle was cool but had introduced Jake to some shit a child shouldn’t be involved with, leading Jake to believe as he grew older that in life you’re always gonna need somebody else, but all you really have is yourself.

		The back of the cop car made it clear to Jake that he was headed back to hell and his gut feeling told him only God could help him now.
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TRUST NO ONE

		County jail dorm, January 2008

		Except for minimum activity the dorm was mostly quiet at this hour. There was no chatter among the mostly new faces, no questions from cats awaiting sentencing, no more trading war stories or survival tips—the smell was the only thing that was loud. It was a little after three in the morning and the drugs-infested, gang-riddled jail had taken on an almost serene glow when Jake dropped to his knees to pray. At times like this it didn’t matter that he felt his prayers were never answered in the past; old routines were hard to break. Jake slowly rose from his praying position, allowing his eyes to scan the dorm; most everyone appeared to be asleep. The tier gave off its usual cacophony of noises for this time of the night: loud snoring, fart trumpets, and sounds of nightmares of terror coming from some of the guys who were probably locked up for the first time and scared shitless. How the fuck did I get myself back in this position again, Jake thought. Then the realism of the situation punched him slam in the face: His lifestyle put him here. In order to make himself feel a fraction better he rationalized that everything happened for a reason and God knew better than he what those reasons were. But he still asked God the same thing he always asked when he was in a fix: “Please get me out of here,” followed by the other shit he always said: “I swear I’ll chill this time!”

		After waiting patiently for the CO to make his ring, Jake shoved his index finger into the hole he had made inside of the waistband of his boxers and fished out a neatly rolled stick of kush. He licked it, lit it, took a few quick pulls and held the smoke in his lungs as long as he could. When he finally exhaled, he got a bottle of baby powder and blew three handfuls of it into the air to cover the smell before concealing the remainder of the spliff back in its hiding place.

		Jake looked around one last time and was cool about his surroundings. He lay down in his bunk and went to sleep with one eye open!
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BAD NEWS

		“Jake Billings!” It was CO Frazier yelling from the front of the dorm. “Jake Billings,” he repeated. “Come get your mail before the garbage gets it.”

		Jake walked to the CO desk with a little pep in his step because he knew CO Frazier would do exactly what he said he would do. When he got to the desk, Frazier tossed the mail at him along with a do-you-want-a-problem-motherfucker look. Jake picked his mail up off the floor and kept moving; he knew better than to feed into the corrections officer’s bullshit. He didn’t need any extra problems right now. He’d been in jail for five days and hadn’t gotten in contact with anyone yet. To keep it one hundred he wasn’t expecting any mail in the first place; he was waiting on a visit from his girl so he could put her up on what he needed to get out of there.

		Sitting back on his bunk, Jake looked over the envelope he’d just gotten: no return address or name. Not really in the mood for surprises, he ripped the envelope open and read:

		
			Dear J.B. you don’t know me, but I know you or rather I know of you, and you can’t believe how happy I am to see you in this jail. I’m sending you this kite to let you know I am going to fucking kill you. Your best bet is to check into PC you bitch-ass nigga. You violated the wrong nigga many moons ago and what comes around goes around motherfucka. I hope you’re built for war.

			Oh and p.s.

			Praying in the middle of the night ain’t gonna help a fucking thing.

			Sincerely yours,
Real Nigga, Same Dorm

		

		Internally, Jake was fucked up knowing that a nigga was not only watching him but wanted him dead, and he had no idea who that nigga was, but he wouldn’t give anything away to his stalker. Jake had mastered the art of being emotionally cold many years ago; therefore, he hadn’t a worry in the world of his expression or body language giving him away.

		The fact that an anonymous person had sent him a heads-up that they wanted him dead meant one of two things to Jake: He was stupid for tipping his hand and had no idea how dangerous Jake was, or he was the real deal and wanted to play mind games before murder games. Either way, Jake appreciated the letter for putting him on point. But he didn’t appreciate his life being threatened, or being called a bitch-ass nigga.

		Who would want to see him dead? He thought for a second, but who was he kidding—his list of enemies was as long as Broadway. He needed to concentrate on what he did know, and that was that whoever wrote the letter was more than likely watching. Jake decided to put on a show for his anonymous audience. He strolled over to the trash, crumbled the letter with a smile on his face, and threw it in the can. Satisfied with the production, he went to his bin and got out a towel, toothbrush, soap, and boxers. Then he came out of his county oranges and walked to the shower whistling, as if he didn’t have a care in the world. I can play mind games, too, he thought, as he walked toward the shower with his head up, chest out, and sneakers on.

		“Billings,” the CO yelled out. “You got a V.I. I see you about to hop in the shower so I’m going to give you five minutes to do what you gotta do before you come get this pass. Washing your ass is the smartest thing you done since you been here,” he joked. “Now hurry the fuck up.”

		Ignoring the CO, Jake stepped into the shower wondering if his bold act at the trash can was a wise one or if his pride would lead to his demise—only time would tell.

		He quickly began soaping up his 6′1″, 240-pound body. Once he felt like his body was good and clean, he soaped up his mid-brown bald head. Beads of hot water bounced off the tense muscles that made up his broad back, which was cut up from previous bids and frequent visits to the pull-up bar in the park by his crib. Jake felt he could handle himself with just about anyone, but who said it was going to be only one person when the attack came. However, the attack hadn’t come yet; no one followed him or came in during his shower so he hurried to catch his V.I.

		Jake got dressed and went and got the pass from the CO, then headed toward the electric door—waiting for the CO in the bubble to open it. While he waited, Jake took a good look around for any faces he might recognize, but the problem was that there were too many faces he’d seen before. The doors in jail revolve like a carousel from hell … same niggaz in and out with new ones always joining the ride. He would have to deal with this shit after his visit. The CO in the bubble popped the gate and Jake stepped out into the hallway.

		“Let me see your pass,” the CO working the hall asked. Everywhere an inmate went in the jail there was a CO. This was what they called controlled movement. Jake showed his pass to the CO and waited for the elevator. Right now the only thing on his mind was how come it took his girl five days to come visit him. Something ain’t right, he thought.

		Kim was running out of patience as she sat waiting in the visiting room for Jake. She knew he wasn’t in control of the time or movement in the jail, but she was still pissed off at him like it was his fault. Kim chuckled to herself. She noticed she stood out like a black sheep among a herd of white ones in the visiting room: Most of the women visiting their men had a look of stress or concern on their faces and looked tired and depressed. Kim had none of those problems. I ain’t stressed or the least bit concerned with Jake’s future at the moment, and definitely don’t look tired and depressed like these bitches. Kim felt and looked like a million bucks. Every man who walked into the visiting room couldn’t help but notice her, and every one of their girls couldn’t help but roll her eyes at her.

		Kim was 5′10″ with a mocha complexion and the body of a runner, the face of a goddess, and the mind and heart of a cold, calculated criminal. Kim had purposely waited a week before she came to see Jake. She wanted him to be uncomfortable and riled up. She wanted to ruffle his feathers for once. He always acted so cool, and she hated that about him. Kim was glad he was in jail, honestly. Now she could do all she wanted without consequence.

		Kim told herself she really did love Jake; after all, he was one of the realest men she’d ever met. But it was over between them—finally. They had gotten as far as they could as a couple and had made decent money, but the past couple of years their relationship had gotten kind of rocky and Jake was no longer fitting in Kim’s plans. So him shooting those dudes in the store was right up her alley. This is my way out. I got too much shit to do. I rode out with this nigga every other time he was locked up, but not this time. Now I’m gonna do me.

		Kim was psyching herself up to handle her business. Fuck this nigga he don’t fit in with my plans. We have different agendas, and it is time for me to move on.

		Kim once again had to chuckle to herself. It was really funny how she was planning to get away from Jake. And he only had himself to blame. He is the one who made me into the monster I am today.

		———

		Kim and Jake had known each other practically their whole lives. They were both raised by churchgoing mothers and went to the same schools throughout elementary, junior high, and high school, but they never went out with each other until they were nineteen. It started one day when Kim was going to community college and J.B. was going to his spot to knock off his work for the day. J.B. kept a spot by the school for several reasons. One was that he didn’t like hustling crack on the same block where he laid his head, and another was that it was easy to knock off a pound of weed in about a week around there. College kids love to get high.

		Kim was about to walk by when Jake got the idea to stop her. He had been thinking about making her a proposition for a while now and today was as good as any.

		“Hey, Kim, what’s up?” he called to her. “Can I talk to you for a sec?”

		“Sure, what up, Jay?”

		“I’ve been meaning to run a few things by you.”

		“Okay, shoot.”

		“Do you go to work somewhere after school?” he asked, already knowing the answer to his question because he had been keeping an eye on Kim for a while.

		“I wish I did.”

		“Then your wish just came true. I got some work for you.”

		Kim knew that Jake dabbled in a lot of different illegal things so when she asked what, and he told her, she responded, “I can’t sell weed, J.B.,” almost too loudly. “I wouldn’t even know what to do or say. Plus, I can’t afford to get kicked out of school.”

		Jake laughed. “You don’t have to do it in school and you don’t have to say much. The customer will do most of the talking.” After getting her attention with that, he gave her the rundown. “See, I have this apartment around the corner where the students come to cop from. The problem is I don’t have the time to be in there from four to ten because I have a lot of running around to do—I need some help. All you got to do is sit in the apartment and when they knock, tell them to slide the money under the door. We only sell dimes so you can figure out what to give them. I will return every day around ten P.M. to relieve you.”

		Kim stood there seriously considering Jake’s offer. God knows she could use the extra money. Her school books alone were costing her a fortune, and that was for the used ones, but she still had a few other concerns. “What if somebody tries to rob me?”

		Jake gave her a smile that said he had it all under control. “The whole transaction is made under the door,” he said. “It’s more than enough space; I had the bottom of the door shaved so that there’s no reason to ever open it up. Trust me.”

		“What about police?” she asked, covering all bases.

		Jake put his cards on the table and spoke to her earnestly. “Well that’s another story. If the police kick this shit in you’re going to jail, but you will only be in there a couple of hours. Weed ain’t no felony and being that you’re a girl the most they’ll hit you with is a fine and a warning to stay out of trouble for a year.”

		When she asked how much money she’d make, Jake knew that she was down. He told her she would make three dollars off of every ten-dollar bag that she sold.

		“How about four?” she cracked.

		Jake laughed. “The job is only worth two dollars a bag,” he said. “I’m being generous with three.”

		“Why don’t you find someone else?” she asked honestly.

		“’Cause I’ve known you for a long time and I don’t have to worry about you doing any grimy shit. And besides, our moms are friends and I know y’all going through hard times right now so I figured this could help both of us!”

		She told him to let her sleep on it and she would let him know tomorrow, although she already knew the answer was yes. There were just too many bills in her household and she needed some kind of income.

		Tomorrow came around and she told him it was cool with her. He chilled with her for the first few hours so he could walk her through the process. “It’s simple,” he explained. “You hear the knock … tell them to slide the dough … you slide the smoke—everything is done. The door is double bolted so you’re safe, and if something goes wrong I’ll be right down the block. Plus, I got somebody keeping their eye on the spot.”

		“Do you mind if I ask what you’re doing down the block that’s so important that you’re not here collecting your own money?” she asked.

		“I’m down there knocking off base; that’s where the real money is.”

		“Don’t you feel funny selling that stuff knowing what it does?”

		Jake knew that she was referring to the fact that his father was a crackhead. “Yeah, I feel a certain kind of way being that my pops is a basehead, but I’ll feel even funnier being broke with a basehead pops. Plus I’m only gonna do this hustling shit until I can save enough to buy a clothing store and a laundromat. After that I’m going to find the flyest chick in the city and have kids and move out of this shit. That’s my plan, what’s yours?”

		“I’m going to graduate and move my moms outta here,” Kim said. “I have a boyfriend who goes to school in Cali. Maybe I will go there, I don’t know yet.”

		“You got a man in Cali?” J.B. asked kinda shocked. “Ain’t that kinda far? Why don’t you get yourself a nice New York college boy?”

		“I haven’t met one yet.”

		“I got a homie.” J.B. sort of smiled. “He’s in college and he’s cool. I think you might like him.”

		“No thanks, J.B.” she said returning his smile. “I always knew there was something crazy about you ever since we were young. You never paid attention to anyone. You were always in your own world—very rebellious but still very kind. Now here you are offering me a job and a nice college friend. I hope I don’t look like I need handouts. What is my moms telling your moms anyway?”

		“Damn girl, chill out! I told you you were cool so I felt a’ight telling you about this shit. All my closest friends are way outta town or not around, plus I know you kinda stay to yourself so that works for me. If you were a bird I wouldn’t have asked you to join my empire.” J.B. laughed, and so did Kim.

		———

		The elevator opened.

		“Ooohhhhh shit, J.B., nah nigga—not you!” It was his homie Reggie from high school. “Damn, nigga, I ain’t seen you since Lord knows. I heard you owned a clothing store with mix tapes and the whole shit … fly mommies helping niggaz and all that. What brings you to hell this time, my nigga?”

		“Attempted murder,” Jake told his friend. Seeing the look on his old friend’s face, he explained, “Two niggaz in the store start beefing with each other over Lord knows what, next thing I know guns come out. Nobody was shooting, just yelling and aiming at each other. I was trying to tell them chill out but they just kept yelling. Next thing I know one of ’em turned around and told me to get on the floor. His partner told the girls to do the same and then walked to the front door and locked it. Niggaz was on some real-life movie shit, son. When they told me to open the safe I popped that shit open for ’em with no hesitation. After I handed the dude all the money, they took off for the door. Where the smart mu’fuckaz fucked up at is they never bothered to search the girls for a burner … they only searched me. My girls are required to tote at all times, so I grabbed one of their tools, ran out behind the cowards sparking off. Hit ’em both: one in the leg and the other in the shoulder. Next thing I heard was ‘get on the floor,’ which brings me here.”

		“Damn, J.B., how much cash you kept in the safe?” Reggie asked, genuinely sorry about the bad one his old friend took.

		“Two hundred thou,” Jake said, “which the police stole from them. So now I’m beat for the paper and I got a case.”

		“I thought you could pop a nigga for trying to rob your property, ain’t that a law or some shit?”

		“It probably is, Regg, but on paper I don’t own the store—I’m just an employee. If I was down as the owner the feds would’ve been on my ass about where I got the loot to buy a store.”

		The bell in the elevator went off. “Okay,” the CO said. “The ride’s over.”

		They all got off. “Where they got you housed at, my nigga?” Reggie asked.

		“Third floor—northwest side … How about you, Regg?”

		“Second floor—southeast side. I got the shit on smash, too! I got pull in this bitch. Ain’t shit changed from the streets. You know me. I’m all about that paper. You wanna get moved to my block I can make it happen.”

		“Nah, Regg, I got some shit to handle. If I don’t see you coming off the V. I., I’ll kite you in a few.”

		“No doubt, J.B. Hate to see you in here but it is good to see you. Holla if you need something. One!”

		Jake still had to go through the rest of the usual routine that the jail made all inmates go through before their visits: drop your drawers, lift your nuts, turn around and split your ass cheeks, show the bottoms of your feet, open your mouth—and after all that they still gave him a small-ass jumpsuit.

		When Jake stepped into the visiting room, despite how overcrowded it was, he spotted his girl right away and walked to her table. She stood up to greet him with a cold hug and short kiss, then they both sat down.

		“I’m pretty sure you knew I was locked up like five days ago. What took you so long to get here, Kim?” Jake cracked right off the bat. “I know we ain’t been on the best of terms but if it’s going to be like this maybe it’s best that we come to some sort of agreement right now!”

		“Nigga please, you should be lucky that I’m here at all with yo grimy ass,” Kim shot right back. “The store—my store, since it’s in my name—is fine, like all the rest of my properties.” That’s why I’ve been doing all my shit on the side anyway. I knew you weren’t reliable for shit in the long run, she thought. “What I came to do is be a courteous bitch and have the decency to let you know you’re on your own on this trip. Don’t expect a visit, a letter, or anything from me. I’m through with you and I don’t want you thinking I’m going to be here for you when I’m not. Don’t get me wrong, I love you, but I’m not in love anymore. I’ve dealt with seven years of your bullshit and now I’m through. I came to relay any messages you have for your lawyers or workers.”

		Jake wanted to reach across the table and choke the bitch for coming off at him the way she did but that would get him nowhere. “Thanks for letting me know what was up,” he said instead. “I’m sorry things got so bitter between us in the past two years, but I didn’t know you felt this way. If I did I would’ve let you out of your misery a long time ago, baby.” Jake kept his eyes locked with hers. “And as far as needing your help for anything, I’m all right. I can help myself out.” He told her “Good luck” before getting up and walking toward the CO, leaving her sitting at the table with a face that looked mad, sad, and confused all at once.

		The nerve of this nigga, she thought. Her plans were to leave him upset and somehow he managed to flip it on her. She wound up being the upset one. “He really doesn’t give a fuck,” was all she kept saying to herself. A single tear escaped her eye and ran down her cheek as she left the visiting room thinking: He’s really crazy … all of these years for nothing.

		J.B. felt like this had to be the worst day of his life. He hated to be so cold to Kim but the fact was he was in a situation and she wasn’t riding. Then there was that other business. There was a chance he might not make it out of this one. Something didn’t feel right and he wasn’t sure if he played his hand right with Regg earlier. Could Reggie be the enemy? Could the police have planted the letter? One thing he did know was that when he got back to that block anybody who got within arm’s length of him was going to have a problem. If today was his day, he was going out hard-body style.
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STANDING TALL

		When Jake was escorted back to his block after leaving the visiting area, he did the same thing he’d been doing since his incarceration five days ago. He sat on the edge of his bunk and read anything and everything he could get his hands on. Reading usually helped to clear his head, but for some reason it wasn’t working for him today. Having read the same newspaper three times probably had something to do with it. Besides, who was he fooling; his mind was still on that crazy letter he got earlier. Peeking over the top of the sports section, he scoped the block for anyone who appeared to be watching him, and it seemed like everyone was watching. Fuck this. Tired of sitting around waiting, Jake decided to do some shit that hopefully would throw the mystery letter writer far left. He sprang off the bunk and stepped toward the garbage can that was kept near the back of the block. When he got there he called for the trustee. “Yo, let me get the gloves.” The trustee had a puzzled look on his face but knew better than to ask questions. Jail wasn’t the place to blatantly mind another man’s business. The trustee went to his bunk and came back with what Jake asked for. Jake slid the thick rubber gloves on and began to rummage through the garbage can. It didn’t take him long to find what he was looking for. Part one of his plan accomplished, Jake returned the gloves to the trustee and headed back to his sleeping area to pack his stuff.

		Everything he owned was stored in a bin and kept under the bunk. In no hurry, he transferred the items from the bin to his laundry bag. Even taking his time it only took a couple of minutes to get his belongings together. Shower shoes, towel, soap, deodorant, writing paper, a pencil, a couple of magazines and newspapers and he was done. They weren’t allowed to have much, and he had even less.

		He laid his bag on his bunk and walked over to the TV area. Half the dorm was sitting in front of the television watching a college basketball game. If he was going to be getting the business while he was here, he would give a little, too. Jake turned the television off and addressed all who were listening. “Whichever one of you gentlemen want a problem with me”—he looked at each man sitting and standing before him—“when the CO makes his ring … play the bathroom. Bring your shank, your homeboy, whatever it is you’re into … other than that I’m tryin’ to chill. But I ain’t into no niggaz sending me threatening letters like some sweet nigga. I’m use to bitches doing that shit—not real niggaz! And for a little extra incentive … anybody who gives me the info on which faggot wrote this letter there’s a five-hundred-dollar commissary award. Sorry to interrupt y’all niggaz show!” Then he put the TV back on and started to walk to his bunk, but before he got there Jake got a couple of buyers on the tickets he’d just sold.

		They were two of the biggest dudes in the dorm, and they weren’t feeling Jake pushing that macho shit in their block. “Fuck you put your hands on my TV for?” one of them asked, followed by a looping right hand.

		Jake bobbed the punch but got caught with a short jab from the first guy’s partner. Maybe that move was a wrong one, Jake thought. This wasn’t the beef he was looking for. Neither one of these guys was likely to be the mystery letter writer, but he had no choice but to use the situation to his advantage. Without much more thought about it, Jake started to do one of the things he did best … cause pain.

		The two brawlers were getting the best of Jake, but that would soon change. He started timing the one on his right who was laying stomps. He was slow, but if one of them size fourteens caught him right, Jake figured it would be lights out for him. The guy on the left was trying to punch him in the head. What an idiot, Jake thought. He could’ve broken my ribs already. When the internal counter in his head said “now,” Jake grabbed the leg of the dude who was trying to stomp him out. Before the dude ever knew what had happened, Jake had taken a bite out of his Achilles tendon like it was a piece of chicken. Bingo!

		Big man dropped to the floor. One down and one to go. All the squats and crunches Jake did helped him to spring off the floor back onto his feet, quickly leaving him squared up with the big headhunter. Jake shot two quick left jabs at him that not only connected, but left the big man stunned, though only for a second. He snapped out of it and rushed Jake with a wide, right-handed head shot. Jake sidestepped the wild punch and let loose his own right-left combo to the body. The gut-wrenching blows would have dropped a normal human being, but big man ate the blows then resorted to the wrestling thing. Grabbing Jake wasn’t the smartest move to make. By now, big man was banged up and too tired to slam Jake. Jake delivered a vicious head butt and gave big man a floor spot next to his man with the ate-up Achilles.

		Jake was breathing hard and trying to catch his breath to prepare for the ass whipping he was about to receive. The CO in the booth had probably pulled his pin alerting the turtles—the Fuck You Up Squad, as the inmates liked to call those cops in their riot gear—to come shut down whatever
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to knock it out.
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