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CHAPTER 51

CHAPTER 51
AMELIA'S P.O.V

Kaden led me towards the blanket and helped me sit down slowly. He opened
the first basket and the aroma of pastries filled my nose. | hadn't eaten
anything since moming and | was grateful for it because my mouth watered at
the sight of the things in the basket. | could see pies and sandwiches and
cake slices.

The other basket had all sorts of drinks. There was a fruit smoothie as well as
some tea and sweets. | smiled widely as | thought of all the effort he must
have taken to do this.

“Did you make these?” | asked and he scoffed.

‘lam a good cook but a terrible baker,” he whispered as if it were a secret. I
had to enlist help from a friend who makes the best pastries in the pack.
Maybe one day | can take you to her shop.”

‘I would like that very much.”

| thought we were going to eat in silence but Kaden was determined that we
do the exact opposite. While we ate. we spoke about anything and everything.
He asked a few questions about my childhood and | tried to answer them
without making my childhood sound sad but | failed because each time | told a
story, he would clench his fist tightly and grit his teeth in anger. | was sure to
end every story by saying it didn't matter anymore and | didn't care.
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‘I'm sorry you had to go through all of that,” Kaden whispered to me as soon
as we had finished the last of the cake slices.

| was so full that | doubted | could eat any more. | assured him that | was fine
with a soft smile but | could see the wheels turning in his head. There was
more to it than he was telling me and | wanted to know but | also didn’t want to
ruin the atmosphere by asking more questions instead | asked about his
family.

He told me stories about his father and how his father was kind and brave.
The more he spoke, the more | wished | met him or at least had a father like
that. His father taught him sports and took him for training while mine left me
at home and would not have cared if | lived or died. The stark difference was
obvious and | hated that life was so unfair.

“‘Next time,” Kaden said immediately changing the subject. “I will make sure
you carry a swim suit so we can roll around in the lake.” “Next time,” |
repeated wanting to make sure | heard him right and he smiled.

“I would love to have many more nexts with you, if you will let me.” in that
moment | honestly thought things couldn't go bad but they did. “Blake is in the
way however.”

“‘Blake?” | asked suddenly alarmed by the quick change in subject. “Blake has
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nothing to do with this.” “You feel for him, don't you? He was right there in

your room.”

| knew things were escalating and | needed to do something immediately. |
reached out and grabbed his cheek. We were both shocked by my actions but
Kaden stayed still. He watched me carefully as | made my way over to him.

“‘Blake means nothing,” | lied. “I don’t feel for him.” | could tell he wasn't fully
convinced so | leaned forward and kissed him He kissed me back almost
immediately.



| hated lying to Kaden but | needed to. | wanted to be with him but something
about Blake kept pulling me back and | needed to know what it was. | knew
Kaden would never understand so | pushed every thought of Blake out of my
mind and allowed myself get lost in the kiss.

For the rest of the evening, we sat on the lawn chairs in perfect silence- all
thoughts of Blake forgotten. Before Kaden, | had never found anyone that |
could just sit silently with and feel no need to fill the air. | never Knew the
volumes that silence could speak before today and | suddenly had a
newfound appreciation for it.

We watched the sun set hand in hand and didn’t make a move to leave until it
became chilly and | shivered against the breeze. Kaden wrapped an arm
around my shoulder and the heat from his skin seared into mine. My cheeks
heated and | couldn't help but wonder what a vast difference it was from when
| first met him.

He was still the same scary Alpha | met and sometimes, his presence
overwhelmed me but he was so soft with me, it was almost like he was
deliberately trying to be soft. When he stood to his feet, | tried to avoid his
eyes because his sheer height and the way he towered over me had me
feeling anxious. He noticed because he immediately took a step back and
gave me the space to stand up on my own.

When we got back to the car, he helped me in and | couldn't stop myself from
speaking. "l had fun. I didn’t think | could have that much fun but | did.” “I'm
glad you did. | hope that means you're open to the possibility of another one.”
This time, | smiled a genuine smile. "Let’s see how things go.”

He dropped me off at my house sometime around eleven. | was about to get
out of the car when he stopped me. He looked anxious and | wondered what
he could possibly want to say that would make him so anxious. He opened
and closed his mouth a few times and | began to worry. Was there bad news?



“Look inside the glove compartment.” he said and | hesitated before pulling it
open. It was empty save for a simple wrapped box. “Open it, it's yours.”

| tore into the wrapping because | couldn't be patient enough to take it off the
right way. When | saw what was inside, my eyes widened to the point of
saucers. | had thought of every possibility but never did | imagine that it would
be a brand new phone. | still had my old one so it wasn't like | had no means
of communication.

“You should get rid of your old phone so your father doesn't use it to track
you,” he explained and | mentally face palmed. How did | not think of that?

“This one has my number programmed inside. If you need anything at all, then
you just need to call.

‘I don’t know what to say,” | murmured when | found my voice. "This is
expensive. You could have gotten me something cheaper. | could never take
this.”

| tried to hand it back to him but he refused to take it. “It is yours. Take it or
throw it away, | don’t care. | have given it to you and | refuse to take it back.”

| was shocked by how fierce his words were. | glanced at the phone held in
my shaky hands and nodded. “Thank you, Kaden,” he nodded and | hesitated
before leaning over and kissing his cheek. “Thank you for everything. | hope
you have a good night.”

| got out of the car before | could over think my choices. | felt his eyes on me
the entire way to the front door and it wasn’t until | shut the door behind me
that | heard him start the car. | was so lost in my thoughts and feelings that |
didn’t notice Clara was in the living room until she cleared her throat.

“That's a pretty phone,” she pointed out with a smile and somehow | knew that
she was aware about it. “So, do you want dinner first or do you want to tell me
everything?



KADEN'S P.O.V

| drove the rest of the way home with a smile on my face. Seeing Amelia
flustered and happy had been the highlight of my night. | wanted toxput a
smile on her face -> always. When she refused the > phoney was hurt and |
didn’t plan to be that firm with her but | needed herto know that | was more
than willl ng to give her the whole world if she asked. That phone barely
caused a dent in my bank account and the only reason | didn’t do more was
because Clara tald me to take it easy.

When | got to my house,
iImmediately knew something was
wrong. For starters, my mother's car
was parked i in my driveway. She =>
never came to visit unless ~~
something was wrong. | glanced at
my phone first and | muttered a
curse when | realized | had’seven
missed calls from her. | put it on
silence because | didn’t want any
disturbances with Amelia.

Just as | got out of the car, the front door opened and mother stood there with
a glass of wine in her hands. “How nice of you to finally join us, Kaden, | have
been calling you all day.”

‘I was busy, mother,” | said dismissively. “My phone is not always with me.
You should know the nature of my job better than anyone.”



She pursed her lips. “I do actually, which is why | took the liberty of preparing
dinner for all three of us. Lucy told me that you have not had a single dinner
with her.”

Her tone was accusing and | resisted the urge to snap at her. | loved my
mother but she was beginning to get on my nerves. | did not want to taint the
beautiful memory of the day | had with Amelia by spending the rest of my
night with Lucy.

‘I am tired mother,” | lied. “I already ate at the office. | need to make it an early
night.”

| started to walk past her but she rushed over to block me. “You could just sit
at the table with us. It will not hurt to spend some time with your mother.”
“‘Mother please, | do not want to do this with you tonight. Can we reschedule
the dinner? I'll make it on whatever day you set.”

| could tell that she was upset but she nodded. "Monday will be fine for me. |
hope you don’t have a late day then too.”

She brushed past me to grab her purse and witout another word sauntered att
of the house. She ~ made SURE resto slam the door and | x made my" way to
the dining room> where Ducy was seated. She was in a form fitted dress the
colorof rubies and in front of her was a candle lit dinner set for tWo people.
Family dinner my ass.

“Your mother really wanted to spend time with you,” she began but | raised a
hand to stop her. “| know what you're daing and this will remain my last and
final warning to you. Do not ever think you can set my mother up against me.
Is that clear?”

‘it was her idea, not mine,” she rushed out. “I was just sitting here when she
asked where you were. | told her you were at the office and she suggested
that | set up a dinner and she was going to call you, when you didn’t show up.



she came over.” “| don’t care whose idea it was, all | want is for you to stop. Is
that clear?’

“Yes.

| could tell that she wanted to say more but | was done listening to her. |
walked out of the dining room and slammed the door to my room shut. It was
the only part of the house where | was free from Lucy and her incessant
presence

| relaxed into my bed and pulled out my phone. | saw the green icon next to
Amelia’s name signaling she was online. | did not hesitate before | sent her a
text. She responded almost immediately and just like that, my mood was
lifted.

| was exhausted from the day’s events but | spoke to Amelia up until the early
hours of the morning.



