
Reclaiming Celeste

Heart of Crystal: Bonus Book

––––––––
[image: image]


Obelia Akanke

Text Copyright © 2019 Obelia Akanke.

Cover photo © mark@rocketclips.com/Depositphotos

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or in any means – by electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise – without prior written permission.

Please follow online for updates or other topics: 

http://www.writeheartpublishing.com

http://www.instagram.com/writeheartpublishing
http:/www.facebook.com/WriteHeartPublishing

Edited by Cynthia Tucker.

Cover designed by GermanCreative.

Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

(unmailed) Letter from Celeste

Message from the Author

About the Author

Other Books by this Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1


[image: image]


One hateful and hurt-filled thought was Celeste’s fuel for the week: I can’t tell you how to keep a husband, but I can tell you how to fuck up a mistress. 

Celeste looked at her wedding ring and cursed the day she got married. I canNOT believe I let myself get sucked back into this shit! I was out. I was done. I had already started to move on and was doing good, and I fell for the same okey-doke I warn other people about! Celeste sat in her car gripping the steering wheel with an intensity that might have allowed her to rip it from its hub if she concentrated. She had been parked for ten minutes, but the estimated time of arrival on the GPS was two minutes. In a mere 120 seconds, she would be at the address written on the letter. 

“I’m a good wife! I’m a damn good wife, Trent! Why? WHY?” She yelled as if the empty passenger seat would comfort her with the lie she wanted to believe. 

She glanced at the round, handwritten words on the note lying in her cupholder, gritted her teeth, leaned her head on the steering wheel, and began pounding her fists on the dashboard and kicking the pedals on the floor of her truck as she screamed like a child throwing a temper tantrum. 

“I hate you! I hate you! I hate you! Drop dead!” She raged.

She was so angry she saw blurry colors swirling in front of her. Tears stung her eyes. She tried to extend her legs and arms, but her seat was another barrier telling her that she could only go but so far—an unwelcome reminder of her limitations to fully express herself. Celeste flailed her arms as if she were trying to get someone off of her and accidentally knocked her rearview mirror off. The horn made erratic honking noises when she pounded her fists against the steering wheel. She was so lost in her pain and bawling her eyes out that she didn’t notice the people who stared as they walked by. A light knock on her window made her look up. A young boy standing on the sidewalk, who appeared to be about eight, was looking at her. 

“Are you okay?” he asked.

Celeste stared for a moment, concentrating on the figure to make sure she hadn’t imagined him. “What?”

“Are you okay?” he asked louder so that he could be heard through the window.

Celeste used the inside of her shirt to wipe her eyes and nose since the backs of her hands were already wet from previous attempts to dry tears. She blinked hard to focus on this random stranger-child. His brown eyes were steady, and his voice was sure. Unlike the gawkers across the street at the coffee house, who she had just noticed were staring and videotaping her while trying to encourage the boy to run away, this child was waiting for an answer. She lowered the passenger window. She wanted to say, “Yes, I’m fine,” but she couldn’t bring herself to lie to him. “I will be.”

“Okay, just checking. My mom says we kings should take care of our queens, and –”

“Reynaldo! Get away from that crazy woman!” A woman pulled the boy away from the car.

“No, wait,” Celeste called and quickly exited the car. The crowd began to murmur and gather around. She believed the woman to be the boy’s mother and softened her voice. “Please...wait.” 

Celeste stayed near the back of her car on the edge of the sidewalk to show she would maintain a safe distance. She placed her hand on the trunk and looked at the boy, who now appeared to be younger than she first thought. “How old is your son?”

“Six,” the woman said, holding him by the hand and partially blocking him from her sight.

“Your son...said something about kings and queens...” She wasn’t sure what to say because she hadn’t heard him clearly and didn’t how to ask what he was taught. She opened her hand and extended her palm upward as she raised her eyebrows to ask what it was. The mother continued to look at Celeste as if she were running a background check before asking Reynaldo what he said.

“Mommy, you said we kings need to take care of our queens. She was crying and sounded hurt like when Taniya hurt her leg. I wanted to help her to stop crying.” Reynaldo looked at Celeste. “Was I bad for touching your car?”

Celeste gasped and put one hand on her belly and the other over her mouth to try to suppress additional cries. She blinked back tears, squatted down, and concentrated on keeping her voice steady as she replied to him. “No, baby. You did good. I’m not mad at you for touching my car. I wish I hadn’t upset you with my crying. I didn’t mean to scare you or your mama.” She looked up at his mother. “Thank you for planting good seed into your son. His words have been the best I’ve heard all year. I’m sure he’ll grow to be quite a gentleman.” 

Celeste wanted to give the boy a hug, but she didn’t want to make an already awkward situation seem suspicious and potentially dangerous, as it was barely three minutes post temper tantrum. She pulled a twenty-dollar bill from her pocket and asked the mother to buy a treat for herself and son. She then sat back in her car and attempted to ignore the people who had gathered around her. The little boy’s words weighed on her mind. Wow. There must be at least a couple dozen people on this street, and this little boy – Reynaldo – was worried about me. My husband has caused me nothing but grief, and this young stranger tells me kings should take care of queens. Hmm. A young king in training. She smiled. He’s going to make his mother, his future wife, and his community proud one day.

The rapping on the driver side window startled her. Celeste turned and looked downward in the direction of the pavement expecting to see Reynaldo. Instead, she was looking at the waistline of a policeman. She rolled down her window to talk to him.

“Are you alright, ma’am? We got several phone calls about a woman in a vehicle directly in front of the deli behaving erratically and scaring customers. Store owners were afraid you might be preparing to hurt someone or yourself. Although you seem calm, I would like to ask what happened and about your intentions.”

“I was...hurt, Sir. I...” Celeste didn’t want to incriminate herself by talking about what might have happened. “I felt the weight of everything just hit me at once.”

“Well, ma’am, I know life can get hard...” the rest of the officer’s words weren’t heard as Celeste caught glimpse of a younger woman hurrying from the drug store next to the deli. She wore a see-through, long-sleeved black shirt to show the black bra under it with an animal-print mini skirt. 

“Yes or no?” he asked.

“What do you mean yes or no?”

The policeman exhaled heavily. “Do you or do you not need to talk to a professional? Several people have requested that you relocate. If you need special services, now is the time to ask.”

“No, nope. I’m fine.”

The woman hurried out of the store and dropped what was in her hand when she bumped into an older woman. She gathered her items quickly and didn’t seem the least bit bothered when the old woman said, “Here are your condoms.”

Celeste let out a frustrated growl before realizing she was still in the presence of a policeman. “Sorry. She just reminded me that I’m not getting any, but she is. Um, yeah, I think I could use a counselor.”
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Celeste inserted the key and slowly turned the knob as if she had just cut the wire on a ticking package and hoped it wouldn’t explode. The door opened reluctantly as she pushed lightly to expose the foyer and carpeted hallway. She turned on a single lamp in the living room. Hers was the only car in the driveway, so she knew she was alone. The hour-long drive back had been filled with meaningless songs on the radio to fill in as a poor substitute for company. Once she got home, the silence pounded harshly against her chest like a loudspeaker in a music concert. The couple she saw in the framed portrait on the wall no longer looked like a happy pair awaiting the future. Now, it felt like she was looking at a young field mouse, unaware that she had just been trapped by a cat, which would bat her around for his entertainment until he got bored and ultimately disposed of her. 

Celeste no longer enjoyed the surroundings that she once called home. The boxes stacked neatly in corners of each room were constant reminders that she was being evicted. She did not want to move, but the options were to pack herself or watch as her husband trashed everything she held dear. The doors to the bedrooms were pulled shut and making her feel both hugged by the house and dared to open the rooms to expose the emotional death behind doors one, two, or three. 

She opened the door to N’vaeh’s room. The lone mattress on the floor seemed almost out of place since the bed laid disassembled against the wall. Celeste hated the idea of her daughter sleeping on the floor, but their mommy/daughter sleepovers would be interrupted in the wee hours on nights Trent chose to come home and kicked their daughter out of their bed. He did not sleep in the bed but wanted to walk around the bedroom wearing what he wanted without their three-year-old daughter in the room. Although the office closed at 10 p.m., Trent often stayed out until at least 1 a.m., stating he was at a recruit’s home and had a long drive. 

Celeste wrapped herself in a blanket and thought back to the phone call Monday evening.

“Trent, it’s supposed to drop to 40 degrees tonight. What are we supposed to do for heat?” Celeste tried to keep her voice calm and low so that N’vaeh did not worry.

“Well, I guess you’d better find a place to live soon because I’m not paying the gas bill anymore,” he said callously.

“You would actually stoop so low as to turn off the gas when we still have snow on the ground? Dammit, Trent! You’re penalizing your daughter while you’re hating me.”

“Casualty of war.”

“There’s no war here. I’m your wife – not your training activity.”

“I’m trying to cut the whole marriage thing
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