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Trust Issues

by

Nikki Turner


Chapter 1

Rose M. Singer Center, Riker's Island, NY.

Â 

Kima's heart hammered as she looked in the rearview mirror and noticed the flashing red and blue lights getting closer and closer. When she heard the sirens, she just knew she would die of a heart attack. Kima knew the whooping sound meant she needed to pull the car over. She knew she hadn't done anything wrong. She drove just like she had been told to do. She signaled with every lane change. This wasn't good; she hadn't even made it out of New York yet. There would be hell to pay. Kima felt vomit creeping up her throat. She took a deep breath and thought about the instructions she had been given. A tall white cop approached the car from the left and one stood off to the right.

“Get out of the car, ma'am. You're under arrest,” the cop said immediately.

“What did I do wrong?” Kima asked as the cop yanked the door open and pulled her out of the car. “I'm pregnant!” she cried. But it was too late. She had hit the ground. Luckily she landed on her knees and not her stomach. “Help!” she screamed.

Kima jumped, her body shuddering, as she was jolted by the nightmare. The loud sound of clanging metal had startled her out of her sleep, out of reliving the ordeal she had endured. She had been dreaming about her last day on the street. The first thing she felt when she opened her eyes was a sharp kick under her rib cage from her unborn baby. There were more clanging sounds and the lights over her head seemed brighter than they were the night before.

“Meal time! Let's rock and roll, ladies!” the fat female correctional officer screamed out as she passed Kima's cell.

Kima closed her eyes tightly and prayed that she was dreaming. When she opened them again, she realized it was real. She was definitely locked up. The smell of disinfectant from the little silver sink and toilet combo seemed to be more noticeable to her nostrils than before. Kima sat up even though her head was spinning. Then, another kick from the baby almost made her scream out. There was no denying it now, she wasn't dreaming at all. The pain in her back from the hard metal bed with the thin, worthless mattress told her it was very real. Kima put her face in her hands and started crying. Her almost thirty-five-week pregnant belly prevented her from leaning all the way over like people usually did when they cried from feeling sorry for themselves. The reality was that Kima was an inmate on Riker's Island. Not just any inmate either, but a pregnant inmate that was facing a lot of time.

“McCallister! Time to lock out! You're on the prenatal and court list for today! So get ya breakfast and let's go!” the same short, fat, female C.O. yelled at Kima through her cell bars.

Kima looked up from her wet hands and sucked her teeth. The hunger pangs and the hungry and angry kicks from her baby were the only things that motivated her into action. Kima did as she was told. Another kick from the baby sent a sharp stabbing pain to her heart. She rubbed her belly, trying to soothe her baby.
Maybe the baby can sense that shit is not right,
she thought to herself. This was not what Kima had planned for her own life. It was history repeating itself again. Kima too had been born in jail. She didn't have many memories of her mother, but her grandmother never let her forget that she had been born while her mother was locked up after being charged with accessory to murder. Kima had spent the first nine months of life as an inmate, and then she was separated from her mother and handed over to her grandmother. That is how the system worked with pregnant inmates. Kima thought it was almost better for the system to take the babies at birth, at least then, they could bond with whoever took them. That was the thought that had kept Kima up almost the entire night. She wondered how fucked up she would feel not only giving birth in jail, but to have the system take the baby away after she and the baby formed a bond. Kima wasn't sure what would happen to her baby. A boy she had planned to name Kori, after his father. She didn't deal with anyone in her family anymore except for the occasional hi and bye with one of her cousins. Kima hadn't heard from her so-called boyfriend, Kori, since she had gotten locked up. This wasn't how things were supposed to work out. Kori had promised her so many things, one of which was to always be there for her if anything ever happened. She had done so much and given up even more to be a rider for him. Kima was done being hurt over Kori's apparent abandonment, she was downright angry now. She was sure that Kori had probably figured out that she had gotten knocked. If he had answered his phone when she was given her phone call, he would have known exactly what happened to her. Kima couldn't even leave him a voice mail message because his mailbox was full. She was so mad she had even pondered whether she should cooperate with the police against Kori and get herself out of this mess that he had gotten her into. The day she got arrested, the police had badgered her for over ten hours trying to get her to flip on Kori. Kima wasn't having it. She had endured the verbal abuse from the cops, who had called her a piece of shit and worthless mother. No matter what they said to her, Kima held her ground. She wasn't snitching, especially not on the man she loved. Now, Kima was depending on Kori to get her out of this mess.

Kima washed her face and brushed her teeth inside her cell at the little sink, but she had to go to the communal shower to bathe, which she hated. Kima gathered the horrible smelling soap, shampoo, and lotion she had been given at intake and headed to the showers. She looked down at herself and just wished he could change her damn clothes. The pregnant inmates got to wear their own clothes, so Kima had the same outfit on that she had gotten arrested in four days earlier. Getting arrested on a Friday was the worst because she had had to wait the entire weekend for the chance to finally see a judge. All of her calls to Kori had been unsuccessful. As far as Kima knew, Kori had not even bothered to send someone down there to check up on her. For all Kori knew, Kima could've be being charged with all sorts of crimes and facing serious time.

Kima entered the shower stall, and there were three other pregnant women inside already. They obviously knew each other because they were talking and laughing. Kima couldn't figure out what could be so funny when they were in jail and pregnant. Didn't they know they would be giving their children the worst start in life, having them be born as inmates? She shook her head in disgust. Kima wasn't trying to make friends, so she had made up her mind she wasn't going to speak to them or join in their girlish banter. She didn't plan to be locked up that long. In Kima's mind, whether Kori bailed her out or she snitched to get herself out, she wasn't trying to have her baby behind bars.

When the women noticed that Kima had come into the shower room, they stopped talking and eyed her up and down. “That's her,” one of the women whispered, turning from Kima back to her little group of friends. Kima heard her, but she ignored the woman's rude ass. Kima knew they knew who she was. Everybody in New York probably knew of her now, especially since her arrest had made the headlines in the
New York Daily News
. It had read
PREGNANT WOMAN BUBBED DRUG QUEENPIN.
Kima knew that was all bullshit. She was far from any drug queenpin. She was simply a chick that had gotten caught up and wouldn't roll on her manâ€”a ride or die bitch. Kima didn't know if was worth it all now though.

The women continued to snicker and whisper about her as Kima took off her clothes and got into the shower. Fuck them bitches. Kima was thinking those chicks were all probably locked up for boosting or some other dumb hustle just to pay their rent and buy sneakers and clothes. She considered herself different. This incident was a fluke. A onetime thing that just went wrong. Kima had been living in a lavish brownstone in Bed-Stuy with her man before all of this bad luck happened. She had been able to rock the finest clothes and jewelry too. Yes, Kima considered herself different from the bitches she was locked up with, in her mind, she was above them. Although right then, just like them, she was behind bars with nothing and no one.

The giggling tramps finally left the shower area, leaving Kima relieved to be alone. She got finished and prepared to go back to her cell so she could attend her jailhouse prenatal visit and hopefully see her lawyer before she was dragged to court. Kima was waiting to go to court to be arraigned, something she wasn't looking forward to. The thought made her anxious, as she knew that was where she would find out just what the district attorney planned to charge her with. Kima was sure they were going to throw the book at her given what they had found on her. She could only hope that she would hear from Kori soon and he would replace her public defender with his own defense attorney, the one that had helped him beat two cases since Kima had been with him.

Kima dried her body and then wrapped her towel around her long, dark brown hair, and slipped back into her clothes. There were no mirrors and Kima was glad. She was sure that she probably looked tired in the face and her hair was certainly not the usual perfectly coiffed locks she was used to wearing. Her clothes felt grimy against her skin, but she had no choice but to wear them for yet another day. Just as she prepared to leave the showers, three women were walking in fast. It wasn't the same ones that had been in there earlier whispering about her. Kima got a good look at all of their faces this time. She rolled her eyes and stopped to let them go past her before she tried to walk out. Kima just let them come in to avoid any problems. She wasn't trying to bump anyone and get into any altercations. The safety and health of her baby meant more to her than that. Besides, she counted herself as lucky after the dust up with the police had almost caused harm to her unborn baby. All of the women were pregnant and none of them could afford to get into any bullshit or so Kima thought. The women had other plans. One of them, a tall, dark-skinned, skinny girl with old, ratty braids who looked like she had swallowed a basketball stopped in front of Kima.
Here the fuck we go
, Kima thought to herself as she stood holding her ground.

“Yo! Your name Kima, right?” the tall chick asked looking down her nose at Kima.

She was so skinny everywhere else on her body that her pregnant belly looked fake protruding grotesquely from her skeletal frame. The other two women, one that didn't look pregnant at all because she was so fat and one that was obviously not as pregnant as the tall one, were standing with the tall woman moving in closer and glaring at Kima.

Kima crinkled her face into a scowl. “Yeah, I'm Kima. Who wants to know?” she snapped, dropping her stuff and balling up her fists. Her street smarts told her to be ready for anything.

“I got a message for you from Kori,” the dark-skinned chick said calmly.

Kima felt a sense of relief wash over her and her heart started to pump with excitement. She softened her face and unfurled her fists, letting her guard down when she heard her man's name. She immediately thought the girl would tell her that Kori said things would be okay, not to worry that he was going to bail her out or something good like that.

“What did heâ€”” Kima started.

Bam!

“Ahh!,” Kima stumbled backward as she was caught off guard by a punch landing directly in the center of her face. The bridge of her nose cracked and immediately began throbbing. “Oww!” she wailed. Her nose sprayed blood all over the front of her shirt.

Whap!

“Ahhh!” she screamed again, holding her face as the blood leaked through her fingers. “You bitch!” Kima screamed, gurgling blood. Her screams were short lived.

Crack!

Another close-fisted blow to the top of her head made Kima see stars. She felt herself being dragged down by her long hair. Kima's defenses were up, but she had no wins over the three females who were now on her like a pride of lionesses on a small animal. Kima's belly was big, which made her off balance. She was concentrating on protecting her baby now. She knew she didn't have any chance to win a fight with the three women. Kima fell to the floor and immediately curled up into a fetal position so she could protect her unborn son. Kicks, slaps, and punches rained down on her like a hailstorm. The three women were hitting and kicking her without mercy. She was bleeding from the side of her head now too. Kima kept her legs curled in and her arms over her belly in an attempt to keep them from hitting her in the stomach.

“That nigga said if you snitch, next time he gonna pay us to kill your ass!” the ringleader of the pregnant assailants spat.

“Yeah, and he said to tell you that that fuckin' bastard baby you carrying ain't his fuckin' baby either!” the fat chick snarled. With that, she lifted her foot and kicked Kima with all her might, right in her stomach. The pain rocked through Kima's abdomen like a volcano erupting.

“Agh!” she let out a bloodcurdling scream that felt like fire searing the back of her throat.

She immediately felt something warm leaking from between her legs and then her world went black from the shock.
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