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Caitlyn just stared at Darien. She knew he must be confused at seeing her escaping the brothel under the disguise of night and dressed as a man. No explanation would satisfy him. She certainly couldn’t tell him she had gone to see the women who worked for him and give them their weekly supply of cannabis. Even if she did, she doubted he would understand. 

But she had to tell him something. 

“I came to see you,” she blurted out. Remembering the horrific news she’d heard earlier in the Jordan’s Rose, she thought to use this as her escape. “The police found one of the women who work here behind the brewery warehouse. They say she was cut up pretty bad.” 

Lifting his hand to her face, his roughened palm cupped her cheek. “I’m sure there’s nothing to fear.” 

“She’s the second woman found in such a state in the last couple of months though.” 

“There’s been more deaths like this one?” 

She nodded. “I heard some of the brothel women saying the murders look like those that were happening back in London before we left.” 

She watched his expression change from mild concern to something that looked almost like fear. 

“What is it?” she asked. “Do you know what might be causing this horror?” 

He shook his head. “I think it would be safer for you to travel north to your father until the police find who’s responsible.” 

She gripped the front of his coat. “Please don’t send me away,” she begged. 

She wasn’t ready to leave Rockhampton, not yet at least. She’d only just gained the trust of the women who worked there enough that she was starting to make a real difference. It was more than that though. Darien sent Martha north shortly after all of them had arrived in Australia and it took barely a week for him to resume his affair with her. If she were to leave, what would stop him from doing the same with another woman? He owned a brothel after all, a temptation few men could ignore. 

She needed to convince him things were safe enough for her to stay. 

“I’m sure it’s all just an overreaction,” she said, hoping to sound convincing. “I’m sure you were right when you said there’s nothing to fear.” 

He studied her. “Do you honestly believe that?” 

She nodded. 

His fingers caressed her cheek. “Wouldn’t you feel safer with your father and sister though?” 

She shook her head. “You make me feel safe, Darien.” 

Lifting his hand to the hat she’d worn to hide her blonde hair, he removed it, throwing it to the ground near their feet. He ran his fingers through the now loose strands of her hair, bringing some of it up to his nose and smelling it. 

“I can’t bear the thought of you being in danger,” he said, his tone softer than she’d ever heard it before. 

Reaching out to him, her hand rested on the firmness of his chest. “Please don’t send me away,” she pleaded. “I want to stay with you.” 

“Why?” he asked, rubbing her hair against his cheek. “You could have any man in this town. Why do you want to stay with me?” 

Leaning into him, she placed a light kiss on his lips. “I don’t want any other man, Darien. You’re all I want.”
