
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	Finding Sanctuary

	(The Hampton Road Club 6)

	 

	Copyright ©2017, 2025 Morticia Knight

	Second Edition

	Cover design by Emmy Ellis, Studioenp

	Edited by Barham Editorial

	Published by Knight Ever After Publishing LLC

	 

	All Rights Reserved

	This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written permission. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload to a file sharing peer-to-peer program, for free or for a fee. Such action is illegal and in violation of Copyright Law.

	 

	All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental. Models are for representational purposes only and not related to the content herein.

	 

	All trademarks are the property of their respective owners.

	 

	Publisher Note/Triggers

	 

	This book was previously published under the same title with a different publisher. It has been reedited, revised, and expanded. Strong D/s themes including permanent marking, homophobic slurs, references to past child abuse, and on-page non-sexual assault.

	Dedication

	 

	Many thanks to all who have embraced this series. I love writing in this world, so your support for these men and Hampton Road means everything 😊

	 

	Visit Morticia at www.morticiaknight.com

	 

	 

	



	


Table of Contents

	 

	 

	Copyright Page

	Description

	Chapter One

	Chapter Two

	Chapter Three

	Chapter Four

	Chapter Five

	Chapter Six

	Chapter Seven

	Chapter Eight

	Chapter Nine

	Epilogue: Saul and Kenneth's Party

	More Hampton Road Club

	About the Author

	 

	



	


Francesco might not know a thing about being a submissive, but for Master Theo, he’s willing to learn anything.

	Living on the streets of 1920s Los Angeles and pleasuring men in dark alleys to survive is not how Francesco thought his life would turn out. Yet, he’s filled with hope, looks for good where he can find it, and dreams he might find someone who truly loves him someday. Maybe if he becomes a respectable fellow, he’ll get his wish.

	Theo’s existence is safe and predictable. He indulges in his perverse nature at his friend Saul’s sadomasochism club on Hampton Road and works as a studio lawyer. When an enticing little grifter crosses his path one day, the encounter unnerves him. The refreshingly open young man holds a mirror up to Theo’s own dreary existence. Theo might have plenty of material wealth, but his wealth of spirit can’t compare to that of the delightful Francesco.

	Theo rescues Francesco from a terrifying encounter and vows to help him get back on his feet. However, they both find themselves drawn to each other. But Theo fears showing Francesco what being a submissive means, so he doesn’t dare give his heart away. Will Francesco run away from him forever when he discovers the secrets behind the walls of the Hampton Road Club?

	 


Prologue

	 

	 

	 

	Theodore glanced around the large property nestled in the foothills of Altadena that Saul and Kenneth had been building on for many months. The day was comfortably warm with a light breeze that would blow strong enough on occasion to lift his carefully styled hair or make the leaves of the many eucalyptus trees dance wildly. The pungent smell of the tall, willowy trees would be more evident as the worst of the summer heat arrived. However, Saul had planned their gathering for May, when nature would provide them with a more pleasant outdoor atmosphere. 

	Their closest friends from Hampton Road had been invited to a luncheon to celebrate the completion of the Craftsman-style main residence that Master Saul and his boy Kenneth would occupy. A large guesthouse with multiple sleeping areas and the workshop that Kenneth would be using for antique furniture restoration had already been built much earlier. His friend had insisted that those two structures be given priority. But now that their private residence was ready, they had moved in and handed over the keys of their Hancock home to Colin and Roddy, who purchased it many months before. 

	Theo sighed, but it was from the contentment of bearing witness to how everything had turned out so well for the Hampton Road Club owner and his boy. After all that Saul and Kenneth had endured together, it was good to see them living out their dreams, coupled with Saul’s goal of providing safe housing for young, submissive men who had nowhere else to stay.

	Theo bowed his head, a tug in his heart erasing the joyful thoughts of mere seconds before. He wondered how many young men had been lost to the streets or other horrors because they hadn’t belonged anywhere. 

	“There you are, old sport!” 

	Saul approached him with two tall glasses of tea in his hands, the only garnish in them being a sprig of mint leaf. Lemons were avoided in their household, as they were an upsetting reminder of when Saul had almost lost his beloved Kenneth. Kenneth had developed a strong aversion to them after the incident that had nearly cost him his life. Saul offered one of the drinks to Theo, which he accepted.

	“Thank you.” Theo raised his glass at the same time as Saul, then they each paused to take a sip. The cool liquid went down nicely, and his melancholy lifted.

	“Well?” Saul made a sweeping gesture with one hand. “What is your final verdict?”

	Theo chuckled. Saul had been trying to get everyone together from the club who was well acquainted in one place at the same time for the past few weeks, but Theo’s work schedule had interfered. Several studio contracts had needed to be amended or reviewed, and his legal practice was overflowing with more business as of late. The talkies had arrived, and many moving picture stars were on the verge of becoming unemployable due to a decided lack of vocal prowess.

	Theo offered Saul a sincere smile. “I applaud you both. I know this has been a labor of love, and it shows.” 

	Saul deserved to have a wonderful home with his lover, surrounded by hills and tucked away so they could enjoy plenty of privacy. And he had been touched by Saul’s insistence that good, clean housing be provided for the young men at the club who had nowhere else to go. Like so many other changes Saul had made within their private sadomasochistic community, he’d helped make Hampton Road—and what went on between the Dominants and submissives—safe and modern. As the twenties progressed and jazz babies had taken the spotlight in America, Theo had been hopeful that it would eventually lead to an open acceptance of homosexuals. But nineteen-twenty-six was almost half over, and he was still waiting.

	Saul considered him as he took another swallow of his tea. Theo cocked his head. “Is something on your mind?”

	Saul glanced in the direction of several submissives who lolled on the grass in the shade, spread out on blankets and enjoying the day. Theo noted that his boy, Francesco, was in the process of taunting Aaron’s submissive, Sam, by throwing sprigs of mint at him when he wasn’t looking, then pretending he had no idea what Sam was crabbing about when he yelled at Francesco to stop. Colin, Evan and Linus laughed loudly at the show, while Kenneth seemed more concerned with checking that the food was covered so the flies couldn’t get at it. 

	Francesco loved all his friends, but Theo knew he loved Sam the most. It was why Francesco gave him the most attention, even if it sometimes meant that Sam paid for it in ways that others wouldn’t. Theo fought back the tears that threatened to form. Francesco loved so profoundly, and yet no one knew it as well as he did. Theo marveled that even after all that Francesco had suffered, he could still have such a big heart. 

	Francesco was his everything.

	“He’s so happy, isn’t he?” Saul’s voice cut through his musings.

	Theo nodded. “And I thank the heavens every day for that.”

	“Hmm.” Saul took another quick sip before continuing. “I imagine Francesco should be thanking you for that.”

	“Oh no.” Theo shook his head, his smile wide this time. “Francesco brought me to life. He showed me what it is to exist in the moment, to embrace every feeling and experience as if it were my last. Everyone wonders what would’ve happened to Francesco if I hadn’t helped get him off the streets.” Theo held Saul’s gaze. “But what no one realizes is that the real question should be, what would’ve happened to me?”

	Theo regarded the bright, playful, sweet, and feisty boy who had captured his heart and given him the world. “It terrifies me to think how easy it would’ve been for me to turn away from him.” Theo faced Saul again. “What if I hadn’t bothered to find out why he was following me that day?”

	
Chapter One

	 

	 

	 

	Theodore kept an eye on the little ragamuffin who had been following him for at least twenty minutes. The young man—very young from the looks of it—tried to pretend as if he were innocent as pie while attempting to keep his furtive glances in Theodore’s direction to a minimum. His thumbs were hooked at the bottom of his lopsided suspenders, and he idly kicked at an imaginary rock. The top button of his work shirt was missing, and when Theodore had almost managed to head him off at the end of one of the farmers market aisles, he’d noted that the blue was so faded, it had initially appeared gray to him. Another button seemed as though it were ready to be set free, and the edges of the boy’s collar were quite frayed.

	His subject had quickly ducked out of the way as if it had been his intention all along to veer off toward another stall. But Theodore hadn’t missed the filthy bare feet, the smudge of dirt on his cheek, the tear in his dungarees… Or his mop of curly black hair and wide dark eyes, his tawny, sun-kissed skin. He carried a bit of the imp in the way he presented himself—despite his small stature—with an air of being in complete command of everything around him and the hint of a know-it-all. 

	Despite the attraction Theodore felt toward him, he shoved it aside. The man who eyed him was not only up to no good, but he might very well be too young for Theodore to think of in a non-platonic manner. And if he truly wasn’t an adult, he might need genuine help. There was a strong possibility he lived on the streets. 

	Which is none of my concern. 

	So many young men and women roamed the boulevards and alleys of Hollywood, restless souls who didn’t seem to belong anywhere or to have any purpose. Perhaps there once was a time when their future had seemed to be laid out before them like a fairytale. Perhaps they’d taken the long journey from the other side of the United States to find their fortunes in the West. He’d certainly negotiated enough contracts for actors and actresses who had sprouted from humble beginnings somewhere in the middle of nowhere, then after arriving in California had found themselves the darlings of the studios. 

	Whether the fetching young man had once dreamed of coming to Tinseltown where he was certain his beauty would take him to the highest of heights, then crashed back to Earth when the fickle nature of the powerful men who lorded over Hollywood had crushed his hopes, Theo didn’t have time to get involved. 

	He was a very busy man. Once he himself had arrived in Los Angeles after graduating from Harvard, he’d been able to quickly establish a lucrative career as a legal advisor. His original journey to the West Coast had involved a restful vacation in warm, sunny weather on the ocean shores. The subsequent one was when he’d stayed for good. Why suffer through the ice and snow of Boston and join his father’s law firm when he could have his own practice far away from the watchful eyes of his family?

	“Excuse me, sir. But I do believe you dropped this dime.”

	Theo gazed down into the big brown eyes of the very ragamuffin he’d been observing for several minutes. The boy batted his lashes as he held up his grimy hand to Theo—a shiny, silver dime resting on his palm. 

	Hmm. “I see.” Theo snatched up the coin and pocketed it, curious as to what sort of reaction he’d receive from the young man who was clearly up to some sort of grift. “I thank you kindly for your honesty.” Theo tipped his fedora, then turned on his heel to stroll away. His new tagalong jumped into view after Theo had made it several steps past the bustling market.

	“Beg pardon, but I thought it was a dang shame that a nice, refined gentleman such as yourself ain’t got no friends.” He came to an abrupt stop, which halted Theo’s progress. He rocked on his heels as he shyly peered up at him from under his long lashes. Theo held in a snort when he batted them again. He doubted that anything about the urchin before him was shy.

	“You mean, I don’t have any friends.”

	The boy furrowed his brow as he stuck out his bottom lip in seeming confusion. 
“That’s what I just said. You ain’t got no friends. Are you thick in the head or something?”

	“What I meant was…” Theo sighed. He didn’t have time for such nonsense. “My dear lad, I’ve been called many things, but never that.”

	“Really?” The young man brightened up again, and Theo noted with surprise that he’d begun bouncing on his toes as if he couldn’t keep still. “Like what? I’ve been called lots of things too. Sometimes folks are awful sore at me for stuff I don’t even understand, which means they must be wrong because it don’t make no sense. I know I’m kinda bad sometimes, but I ain’t no deevee…” He frowned again. “A deevee ain’t.” He snorted in Theo’s stead. “Whatever the tarnation that is.”

	Oh my. “I see.” Theo considered the poor thing smiling up at him. “And who might have accused you of this deviancy? Someone you offered your friendship to who wasn’t appreciative?”

	The young man nodded with great enthusiasm. “Oh yes. That happens all the time, so I have to run real fast before they whistle for a copper. But also my mama, her mean fella who kicked me out after he took the place of my papa, my older brother who beat me up when I asked if I could live there…” He scrunched his brow. “Hmm, let’s see. Oh! I know. There was also the ladies at the church who wouldn’t give me any soup, even though all the other fellas there get soup on mission day.” He tilted his head. “I never understood that. Why is giving soup a mission? Do you think they go on other missions? Maybe those missions have pieces of meat or candies. And I never meant to be a deevee ain’t, honest.” He slashed his finger across his chest twice to make an ‘X’.

	Theo blinked several times as he tried to take in everything the clearly homeless youth had blurted out with nary a breath. He also found himself biting back acerbic commentary over how he’d been treated. Most likely, he’d been cast aside for being a lover of men.

	“No. I know you didn’t mean to, and those people were wrong for accusing you of that.”

	The young man’s eyes went wide. “Gee, you really think so? Cuz I don’t want to be one since everyone hates them so much. It’s not nice when people hate you. I don’t mean to make people hate me, no, sir, I don’t. I hardly ever steal, and I don’t sock fellas or spit at them. I don’t say cussing words if ladies are nearby…” He sucked in a breath as he drew his eyebrows together. “Well, there was this one time, but she was yelling some very unholy words at me because she was being friendly with a fella behind the YMCA, and I—”

	Theo shot up his hand, palm out. “That’s quite all right, no need to continue. I think I have the picture.”

	“Are you mad at me?”

	Theo shook his head in confusion. He also wondered why he was still conversing with the young man when he had much better things to be doing. He sighed to himself. Like what? All he ever did was work long, frequently boring hours or visit the mansion where his friend Saul had a secret social club that answered his own so-called deviant needs.

	“No, I’m not mad at you. Why would you think that?”

	“Because you had to stop me from all my blathering. Mama used to stuff dirty rags in my mouth to shut me up. ‘Blather, blather, blather,’ she’d say. ‘I can’t stand it,’ she’d say.” A shadow crossed the boy’s features. It was the first time he’d shown Theo anything but enthusiasm. “She couldn’t stand me.”

	“There, there.” Theo cleared his throat. “I’m sure she didn’t mean it.”

	“She sure as heck did.” He broke into a smile, all signs of melancholy suddenly gone. “But you’re not mad at me, and I’m glad. So can I be friendly to you now? It’s only a dollar, and I can show you a private place where no one will catch us.” He leaned in and lowered his voice. “I’m very good with my hands and mouth, but I don’t do any of that other stuff, and if you try to make me, I’ll kick you in the jewels so hard you’ll piss blood, so don’t get any funny ideas.” He narrowed his eyes. “You seem real nice and all, but I’ve been tricked before.” 

	Theo fought the uncomfortable feeling building in his gut. He was hardly a naïve or uninformed man. On the contrary, he was more than aware of the abundance of unfortunate people struggling to survive in Los Angeles. He’d never seen anything like it in the neighborhoods he’d been raised in or where he’d spent his time as a youth. But Theo had reconciled himself to the fact that not everyone could be as fortunate as he was, so he tried not to think about it. 

	However, as he stared into the eyes of the young man who was offering to suck his cock or bring him to completion with his hands for a mere dollar, as Theo faced the reality that the boy would debase himself for an amount of money that wouldn’t even pay for a weekly room and one meal, that he’d likely have to do the same thing again that day to have both—Theo thought he might be ill.

	And he’s relieved that I’m not angry with him. How many others in this poor man’s life had hurt him? Maybe not physically, but by being cruel? And yet, he stood before him with a smile that reached his eyes, as if just being alive was happiness in and of itself. Theo swallowed the emotion clogging his throat.

	“Listen mister, if that’s too much, I can give you a discount. You know, because you told me I wasn’t a deevee ain’t and all. Seventy-five cents?” He punctuated the question with a happy grin.

	Theo put his hand to his forehead. Even if they were at the edges of the outdoor market because the young man had been prudent enough not to approach him until he’d moved away from the crowds, Theo still worried that others meandering by might overhear. 

	“Would you care to have a seat with me on one of the park benches?”

	The young man let out a loud guffaw. “You are thick in the head, if you don’t mind me saying so.” He brought his voice down again. “I can’t be friendly to you over there. It’s right out in the open!” Then he snickered behind his hand.

	Theo had to admit it was a bit amusing, even though the consequences wouldn’t be the least bit funny. “You don’t need to be ‘friendly’ with me. I only want you to join me for a bit, get to know each other perhaps?”

	The young man inclined his head to one side again. “Gee, are you lonely or something? Because I know how that is, yes I do. It’s not very nice at all. I guess I could sit with you for a little bit, but I don’t want you to think I’m being mean if I don’t stay for very long. I…” To Theo’s surprise, the boy’s cheeks reddened. “Well, it’s after noon and I still haven’t found anyone to take me up on my offer, and I used my last nickel for a cuppa joe earlier.” He smiled. “But let’s go sit down first so you aren’t sad.” 

	A jumble of more emotions tightened Theo’s chest. He couldn’t reconcile the boy’s circumstances against what seemed to be genuine concern for someone else. 

	He must be running a grift. Trying to get me to lower my guard.

	The young man furrowed his brow as he regarded Theo with careful scrutiny. “Yes, we definitely should. You look very blue, and there’s no reason for you to be down.” He gave Theo a slight punch in the arm, grinning as he did. “Come on now, perk up! You have nice clothes and a spiffy motorcar, and I bet you have a big fancy house too. Not only that…” Theo watched as he bit his plump lower lip and glanced down. He was back to kicking at the imaginary rock with his hands folded behind his back, his face flushing once more. “Well, I bet the fellas—and probably the ladies too—tell you all the time what a sheik you are, so I don’t suppose hearing it from the likes of me would matter all that much.”

	“Don’t say that about yourself. You’re—” Theo’s voice cracked, and he swallowed hard. “You’re a wonderful young man, and you honor me with your kind words.”

	The boy gasped, his eyes rounding. “Honor? I honor you?” He hugged himself, and the hint of a smile danced on his lips. “Gee. I’ve never done anything like that before. I’ll sit with you on the bench for as long as you want. I like you and I don’t like anybody.”

	Theo sucked in a deep breath. “Thank you, I appreciate your generosity. Before you join me, may I ask what your name is? Mine is Theodore Huntington.”

	“Ooh, that’s a snazzy name. Mine’s Francesco.” He smacked his chest with one hand and grinned. “Francesco Rossi. Nice to meet ya.” 

	Francesco shot out his hand and grabbed Theo’s before he’d had a chance to react. He gave it an awkward shake, the action obviously not a familiar one. Theo slowed the gesture and gave Francesco a slight squeeze before letting go. He ignored the spark of lust that had briefly shot through him, as well as Francesco’s pronounced blush. He wasn’t about to take the boy up on his previous offer, so what was the point?

	They made their way over the grass to the nearest unoccupied bench. Theo removed his hat as the breeze picked up and held it in front of him, worrying the brim. “Francesco. That’s a lovely name as well. You don’t have an accent, so I take it your family came to America a while back?”

	Francesco shrugged. “I guess. Mama speaks one way, but Papa spoke another. I think maybe he hadn’t been here very long, but he left when I was six, so I’m not really sure. Plus, he sometimes talked in Italian, which made Mama throw things at him. Then he’d throw stuff back and yell at her that she was a no-good sleazy whore from the Bronx who would never amount to nothing.”

	They arrived at their destination, and Theo rubbed his forehead as Francesco plopped down on the wooden seat. The more Francesco shared with him, the more his heart ached. He couldn’t grasp how Francesco could be so jolly despite his abysmal circumstances.

	“Aren’t you gonna sit down with me after all that?” Francesco gazed up at him quizzically.

	“Of course.” Theo joined Francesco and reclined against the back of the bench. “Tell me Francesco, when was the last time you had anything to eat?”

	“Well, like I said, I had some coffee this morning. What did you have? Do you eat the same thing every morning, or do you try new things? I’ve always wondered what that would be like. Do you eat gruel?” Francesco pursed his lips. “I hate gruel. It’s disgusting. If we had enough money for breakfast, that’s all we’d ever eat. Mama was a terrible cook. If I lived the way you do, I’d never eat gruel, and no one could make me.”

	The thought passed through Theo’s head that Francesco would do well to learn some patience and manners. His parents had obviously been useless in teaching him how to operate in society—in addition to being useless in many other ways—and he suspected it was because they hadn’t had the slightest inkling how to behave either. 

	“I agree. I don’t eat gruel. However, I’d like to request something from you, a favor if you will.”

	Francesco regarded him warily. “Will there be any funny business?”

	Theo crossed his heart the way Francesco had done earlier. “No funny business. I promise.”

	“Okay then.” Francesco tipped up his chin as he stared back at him with confidence. “What sort of favor could a mongrel such as me do for a fine society gentleman such as yourself?”

	Theo resisted the urge to growl. The man before him didn’t deserve to have anyone show him anger ever again. “To begin with, please don’t refer to yourself as a mongrel. But what I’d really like is, when you’re talking, could you pause after you ask a question and let the person you’re asking have a chance to answer? Do you suppose you could give that a try for me?”

	Francesco’s shoulders fell. “I was blathering, wasn’t I?”

	“That’s all right.” Theo fought the urge to wrap an arm around Francesco. “You’ve never been taught how to interact with other people in social situations.”

	Francesco stared at him, his expression somewhat blank. “Did you mean I shouldn’t be allowed in polite society?” He nodded. “Boy, you hit the nail right on the head with that one. I’ve heard that from a lot of people before.”

	“No, Francesco, that’s not what I meant.” Tears burned in his eyes, a phenomenon that hadn’t happened to him for as long as he could remember, perhaps not since he’d been a small boy. He swallowed them down. “I meant that it isn’t fair that you weren’t properly educated on how to have a conversation with others. The blathering, as you call it, isn’t your fault. But if you’d like to, you can learn how to control it better.” 

	Francesco’s expression clouded again. “I guess you don’t like me how I am. I’m sorry. I wish I was an educated fella, but if a dirty rag stuffed in my mouth for hours at a time couldn’t fix it, I doubt you can get me to change.” 

	“Oh, Francesco.” Theo wasn’t sure how much more he could stand hearing about the events from Francesco’s horrid life before he really did break down into tears. “I don’t want to change you. You’re a very special man all on your own, and I do like you. I only thought that since you seemed unhappy with how you carry on when you speak, if it’s something that makes you feel self-conscious, or bad about yourself in some way, that maybe I could help with that.”

	What was he thinking? Francesco was a stranger, a street hustler who would probably rob him given half the chance. He had no idea why he felt compelled to offer him any assistance.

	Francesco chuckled. “Boy, you really must be lonely, mister. Helping me to talk better sounds boring as well as impossible.”

	Theo barked out a laugh. “You might be right, Francesco. Maybe I’m quite lonely after all. Would you give it a try? You don’t have to, I won’t be angry with you if you’re not interested.”

	Francesco tilted his head from side to side, his gaze traveling upward as if he were giving Theo’s request some serious consideration. At last, he returned his attention to him. “Would it make you happy if I gave it a try?”

	“Yes.” Theo cleared his throat. “Yes, it would.”

	“Okay. I’ll do it for you. I’d like to make it so you’re not sad.”

	Theo cleared his throat again and absent-mindedly smoothed his thin moustache with thumb and forefinger. “And why is that, Francesco? What difference does it make to you whether or not I’m unhappy?”

	Francesco shook his head slowly. “I’m not sure I understand you very well. Don’t you know it’s not nice when people are sad?”

	Theo inhaled deeply as he became more desperate to control his feelings of despair over Francesco’s plight. He couldn’t fathom how such a sweet and gentle person could remain so cheerful.

	“You’re right, Francesco. Forgive my thoughtless question.” He offered him a smile. “But that was very good what you just did.”

	Francesco’s eyes widened. “What did I do?”

	“You asked me a question, then let me answer it without carrying on and on.”

	Francesco’s grin lit up his face, and other than one crooked tooth which overlapped the other on the bottom, he had a lovely, perfect smile. “Are you proud of me? And see? I didn’t ask another question then either.” He straightened up, his posture almost regal with his shoulders back and chest puffed out. “Hey, I’m getting good at this.”

	Theo didn’t want to take Francesco’s victory away by pointing out that he’d asked another question, nor did he wish to indulge the urge to take Francesco under his wing as a submissive, due to the young man’s behavior. It
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