
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	Morticia Knight

	Begging to Serve 

	(The Hampton Road Club 5)

	 

	Copyright ©2020 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

	 

	This book was previously published under the same title with a different publisher. It has been reedited, revised and expanded. Begging to Serve is Book 5 in The Hampton Road Club series and comes with a satisfying HEA and no cliffhanger. While this book focuses on one couple, it is best enjoyed after the first four books in the series: Hesitant Heart, Rules of Love, Fear of Surrender and Mastering Love.

	 

	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 me at www.morticiaknight.com

	 

	



	


Table of Contents

	Book Description

	Chapter One

	Chapter Two

	Chapter Three

	Chapter Four

	Chapter Five

	Chapter Six

	Chapter Seven

	Chapter Eight

	Chapter Nine

	Chapter Ten

	Chapter Eleven

	Chapter Twelve

	Chapter Thirteen

	Chapter Fourteen

	Epilogue

	Also by Morticia

	About the Author

	 

	



	


Serving is what Colin desires and Roddy seeks to dominate. But is the carefree Master a fraud about to shatter Colin’s heart? 

	 

	The Hampton Road Club has become young Colin’s sanctuary. He’s been assured he can find the right man at the private gentleman’s establishment, but the perfect dominant partner eludes him. In addition, he’s rebuffed the advances of so many frustrated Masters, he’s terrified he’ll be tossed into the streets.

	 

	Roddy’s been in a tussle or two after his attempts to show his lovers who’s boss. An invitation to Hampton Road might just be the salvation he seeks. When he lays eyes on the sweet, compliant Colin, he jumps at the chance to claim the innocent man. Why wouldn’t he when Colin is such an eager pupil?

	 

	Yet, how can love survive when there are secrets tearing them apart? If Roddy doesn’t confess all, Colin will be left heartbroken and alone. 

	 

	Is their bond real, or does Roddy have a devious agenda he’s kept hidden all along?

	 

	Note: This book was previously published under the same title with a different publisher. It has been reedited, revised and expanded. Begging to Serve is Book 5 in The Hampton Road Club and features total power exchange, a sweet boy experiencing his first time, and a steamy romance with no cliffhangers. While this book focuses on one couple, it is best enjoyed after reading the first four books in the series: Hesitant Heart, Rules of Love, Fear of Surrender and Mastering Love.

	



	


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“I’m sorry.” 

	Colin glanced up at Javier, the Hampton Road Club manager. The tall, lean man gazed down at him, his face a mask of disapproval. His brow held tension and his lips were pressed in a thin line. Javier had caught Colin reorganizing the shelves in the pantry after he’d already been warned not to numerous times. 

	He’d only been trying to help.

	“You’ve been asked over and over not to fiddle with things in Jean’s pantry. Not to mention his cupboards and ice box and cutlery and…” Javier took a deep breath followed by an exasperated sigh. “Your job is to obey his instructions in regards to the upkeep of the kitchen, and to help with food prep. That’s all. I’m afraid I need to bring this to Saul’s attention.”

	Colin’s eyes watered. He didn’t want Saul to be mad at him. The older gentleman who owned Hampton Road had been so very kind to him ever since Master Ned had brought him to the club. The men of Hampton Road were the only family he had left in the world, since his grandmother had died right when he’d barely turned eighteen. Then, he’d been so fortunate to get a job at Saul’s bathhouse from almost the moment he’d set foot in Los Angeles. 

	That’s where he’d met Ned, who’d then brought him to the sadomasochism club—even if he hadn’t known what that long word had meant at the time. He’d been relieved when Ned had suggested he come work for Saul instead of the bathhouse, assuring him that less salacious employment would be available at Hampton Road, that he’d be safe there.

	Javier shook his head as if in resignation. “Crying won’t solve your dilemma. Come along, Colin. It’s best I take you out of here anyway. Jean is having fits as it is.”

	Colin had always carried himself with proper posture and kept his chin up. His grandmother had taught him that presentation was everything, that it was vital he project to the world he was strong and full of confidence. That wasn’t all she’d taught him, however. She’d explained the ways of the world to him, had helped him to understand that while there was nothing wrong with wanting a man over a woman, he had to keep himself safe by not revealing that fact to most people. She’d also advised him to wait before he had relations, to save it for the right man. 

	He missed her so much.

	Trailing behind Javier left Colin with the impression he was being marched to his doom. In his mind, the worst thing that could happen would be Saul becoming angry or disappointed in him. Even if the board members threw him out in the streets for being disobedient, it wouldn’t matter as long as Saul wasn’t mad. He owed the kind, older gentleman so much for not only giving him a new job, but for taking him in as a resident at Hampton Road.

	They ascended to the second floor of the three-story, Tudor Revival mansion located in the most beautiful neighborhood Colin had ever seen. He’d been told it was San Marino, a very exclusive area south of Pasadena. The locale was much nicer than any of the places he’d lived near in Reno, Nevada. So far, California seemed much more interesting.

	Javier abruptly halted in front of one of the imposing mahogany doors and Colin tried to hide behind the tall, club manager. Everything in the large home was elegant and masculine. There was a strength in the décor—the woods were dark and solid, the carpets thick, the objects ‘d art made of bronze and heavy crystal.

	Javier gave the door a light knock. “Master Saul. It’s Javier, sir. There’s an issue regarding Colin that needs to be addressed.”

	The lock clicked, the knob turning right as the door swung wide. Saul grumbled, “What has the little dickens gotten up to this t—“ He stopped short, his eyebrows shooting up. “Ah. Colin.” Saul chuckled. “Since Javier saw fit to bring you personally to my study door, I imagine something very dire has occurred. Come inside then.”

	Saul stood to the side, gesturing to the interior of the room before regarding Javier.

	“Thank you, Javier. I’ll take it from here.”

	“Very good, sir.”

	Colin’s shoulders drooped as he advanced into Saul’s study. His grandmother wouldn’t be very proud of him at all. But his heart hurt so much in his chest that his shoulders were too heavy for him to hold up anymore.

	“There, there, boy. Have a seat and we’ll figure things out, hmm?”

	Colin chanced a peek at Saul, surprised to see the hint of a smile on his lips and a twinkle in his eye. He couldn’t imagine why the club owner wasn’t scowling instead. As Colin lowered himself onto one of the velvet cushioned side chairs, he ruminated over how many times he’d needed to be reprimanded. In every single instance when he’d promised not to touch or interfere with things at Hampton Road—then did anyway—he’d let Saul down. 

	But he just couldn’t help it. He was compelled to keep everything around him in a perfectly organized manner, the way he thought they should be arranged. But instead, all he did was upset everyone who didn’t view things the way he did. His actions weren’t anything he did maliciously, he only wanted to contribute, do his part. 

	Back at his home, he’d not only cared for his grandmother personally, she’d also allowed him to maintain the house to his standards. Never once had she complained that she didn’t care for his methods. On the contrary, she’d praised him for his hard work, and he’d gone out of his way to bring the smile to her face that his meticulous efforts had inspired.

	Saul handed him a glass of water he’d been pouring as Colin had settled himself on the chair. After giving Colin the tumbler, he ambled over to a humidor then proceeded to cut, light then take a strong puff of a thick cigar. Colin shifted uncomfortably. The only time he ever saw Saul smoke was when they were having one of their little ‘chats’. At last, Saul sat on the love seat across from him. He leaned back, draped his arm across the top of the small sofa then crossed his legs.

	“Would you like to tell me why Javier brought you up here? Or would you rather I discuss that with him first?”

	Colin attempted to straighten himself in his seat the best he could. He cleared his throat so he wouldn’t mumble or sound mousey, and he made sure he held Saul’s gaze. Grandmother had practiced with him so he’d never give the impression that he was weak. It was yet another warning from her. She’d explained that he’d need to offset his smaller stature by projecting strength, and that he must always be honest and own up to his mistakes. 

	“No, sir. I can do it.” He cleared his throat. “I didn’t listen to Chef Jean when he warned me not to interfere with his pantry. I was wrong and I wish to beg for your forgiveness.”

	Saul took a puff of his cigar then blew the smoke out in round circles. He’d considered Colin the entire time as if he were a puzzle peg board and Saul was deciding which wooden peg needed to be jumped to win. 

	“It’s not my pantry, boy. Perhaps asking Chef Jean’s forgiveness would be more appropriate?”

	“Oh. Of course, but…” 

	Colin pressed his lips together to keep from chewing them. He’d heard Sam, one of the submissives who was close to him in age, explain that the Masters didn’t like it.

	“But?” Saul lifted his eyebrows.

	Colin’s next battle was to keep his lip from trembling. “He said he didn’t want to hear anything from me anymore, that he’d had enough of my nonsense.”

	Saul’s expression clouded and Colin knew he’d truly upset the club owner. 

	“And when did Chef Jean say this?”

	Colin finally dropped his gaze. He’d really balled everything up, but good. 

	“The last time he yelled at me when I restacked the potatoes, so the bigger ones were on the bottom.”

	A sputtering snort caused him to glance up. Saul’s hand covered his mouth and he seemed to be attempting to control his laughter. He finally wiped a finger under his eye then snubbed out his cigar in a large glass ashtray.

	“I’m not mocking you, boy. I was merely picturing the expression on Jean’s face when he caught you rearranging his precious potatoes. I’ll have a talk with him about how he speaks to the submissives.”

	Colin didn’t want to correct Master Saul, but he was horrified that he might’ve caused the chef to get into trouble because of something Colin had done wrong. Saul uncrossed his legs then leaned forward, squinting his eyes as he regarded Colin. 

	“Are you happy here?”

	Colin’s gut clenched. Please don’t send me away. “Yes, sir. Very, very happy. And I want to make everyone here happy, too.”

	“Ah.” Saul leaned back again. “I’d suspected as much.”

	“Sir?”

	“Have you noticed that most of the young men you’re friends with have Masters to whom they belong? Masters they cater to?”

	Colin tilted his head in confusion. How could he not have noticed such a thing? Of course he realized that. “Yes, Sir.” It would be impolite to question Master Saul, though.

	“When Master Ned brought you here three months ago, what were you expecting might happen? What had you hoped for?”

	Colin’s cheeks heated furiously from the memories of meeting the young, handsome Ned as the Master had reclined in the nude at the bathhouse. That, coupled with his first time witnessing men performing sex acts right in front of him at the club, had been quite the revelation. He’d seen much more since that time, learned a lot of delightfully interesting things men could do with one another. But, he’d never let any of the men do those things to him. Not because he wasn’t dreadfully curious or excited at the thought of enjoying such activities, but he simply hadn’t yet found the right man to do them with.

	“Well, I hoped, I mean I still hope, that I’ll find the man who was meant for me here, Sir.”

	“And if you found that man, then what?”

	“I, uh…” He couldn’t talk about naughty things with Master Saul. Even that was something he should save for whoever he eventually had relations with.

	“Let me word it another way, young Colin.” Saul readjusted himself in the chair, his brow furrowed as if in contemplation. “I don’t need to hear any personal details you might wish to share with your ideal man, but let’s say you found someone whom you finally allowed to get close to you in that way. Would you then desire to restack his potatoes?”

	Colin blinked at Saul a few times then caught the mischievous grin the older man seemed to be holding at bay. It was the first time that day Colin had felt like smiling.

	“Yes, Master Saul.” He grinned back. “I would.”

	“Then the answer to your troubles—and Jean’s, for that matter—is a Master of your very own whom you can serve and please.”

	His shoulders stooped again. He’d tried for three months to find a Master. He’d hoped the motion picture star handsome Ned might be interested when they’d first met, but he’d told Colin he already had a boy named Evan. The week before, they’d branded each other at the club to show everyone they’d be together forever. There wasn’t anyone like that at Hampton Road for him.

	“There’s no one here you’ve taken a shine to?”

	Colin glanced up, Saul’s compassionate gaze only depressing him further. “I’m sorry, Sir. There’ve been a few nice men at the mixers who wanted to neck, but I don’t do that with just anyone. Plus…” 

	He lowered his eyes again. Saul would think he was being mean, but he really wasn’t. It was just that after an elderly neighbor man had touched him somewhere he shouldn’t have when he was a child, the thought of anyone being intimate with him who wasn’t at least somewhat near his age, wasn’t exciting. He found the idea nauseating.

	“Boy. Don’t hide from me. If you truly want a Master, he’ll never tolerate such behavior. There’s more to what you’ll share with your mysterious ‘right man’ than sex.”

	“Yes, Sir. Uh, please don’t take this the wrong way.” He squirmed. “There aren’t any available Masters who appeal to me, uh, in terms of their age.”

	Saul considered him, his eyes narrowed. His expression wasn’t angry, more as if he was running through some files in his mind.

	“Hmm. Interesting.” Saul seemed lost in his own reverie, talking out loud to himself as opposed to Colin. “Now that I think about it, I believe Master Ned and Master Thomas are the youngest members here, and even they’re both nearing thirty…” He rubbed his chin, his brow creasing. “From what I recall, anyway. At least Ned is.”

	Saul remained in contemplation and Colin patiently waited until the Master was ready to speak. Some of his most cherished moments at Hampton Road had been when one of the Masters had complimented him on his manners. Most of his other favorite moments revolved around the live shows. He clasped his hands tighter in his lap. If Master Saul dismissed him, he didn’t want his arousal to be noticeable.

	“Well, young Colin. I think I have a clearer understanding of your dilemma. What do you say to helping Sam and Aaron at their nursery this week? It’s time to begin composting and they mentioned they could use the extra help. You can even stay at their guesthouse if you’d like, instead of in the staff quarters.” Saul chuckled. “That’ll give Jean a chance to get over his big huff as well.”

	Colin swallowed down the tears forming. “You don’t want me here anymore?”

	“Boy, what did I say to you?”

	“You said this week, Sir.”

	“And that’s what I meant. When you find your ideal Master, he won’t tolerate you putting words in his mouth. You might not want anyone touching you right now, but it’s still appropriate to learn other methods of submitting to a Master, correct?”

	Colin straightened, his shoulders not as heavy as before. Saul’s firm tone conveyed there was nothing to worry about. Saul was in charge. The club owner would come up with a solution to make things better. He was so very relieved.

	“Correct, Master Saul. Thank you.”

	“All I meant is it will give you the opportunity to help Aaron and Sam without worrying about stepping on anyone’s toes here. Plus, this will be a chance for you to observe how a boy spends time with his Master at home.”

	“Oh. Well, that seems like a grand idea then.”

	Saul winked at him. “That’s a good boy. You’ll find someone soon, I’m sure of it.”

	He let out a sigh. Soon. I’ll be someone’s good boy soon.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“I thought a new Master joined this past week?” 

	Aaron swirled the brandy in his snifter before taking a mouthful, letting the warm liquid trickle down his throat. He’d already had a wonderful evening with Sam. Aaron never shared their sexuality with other men, but he did enjoy tying Sam up in one of the several kinbaku patterns he’d learned over the years. Not many of the club members were familiar with the Japanese method of binding, so his demonstrations were in high demand. Of course, once their show had concluded, they’d scurried to a private room to take their own completion.

	Saul was at his desk in the library, bent over an open drawer, shuffling through files. He plucked one out then straightened. His frown when he flipped through the pages of the folder indicated to Aaron he hadn’t been pleased with whatever it was he’d found.

	“Yes, one did. Some director fellow from Global Studios.” Saul glanced over at Aaron. “His name is Arthur, and I’m afraid he’s thirty-six.”

	“Drat. I’d hoped he’d be a possibility.”

	Saul shoved the file back in the drawer then kicked it closed. Clearly, his good friend was frustrated over the whole situation with Colin. The dark haired, brown eyed Colin was a kind, sweet young man and he and Sam had become good friends. But Aaron did have to admit it was the oddest situation he’d ever come across. Despite running around in what seemed like a constant state of arousal while surrounded by naked men, along with the ones performing erotic acts on stage, he still refused to let them anywhere near him.  

	Saul slumped onto the love seat. He reached over to pick up his own glass of brandy then took a healthy swallow, grimacing as he did. “Have you inquired of any of the members, seen if they know of anyone whom they could recommend for a membership?”

	“Unfortunately, there hasn’t been a one who had any suggestions. Other than this Arthur fellow, Ned’s the most recent member.”

	Saul slapped the armrest of the sofa. “This poor boy. You should see him, Aaron. When he’s not wandering about with a prominent stiffy, he’s rearranging all the cupboards, closets and damnable books in my library, because he wants to make everyone happy.”

	Aaron chuckled. “Oh dear. Yes. His obvious erections have been a source of ongoing confusion to the Masters who’ve wished for the pleasure of his company, then had their advances rebuffed. But now that we know his disinterest relates to the age of the men who’ve approached him, it makes much more sense.”

	“Yes, but how does that help us? Why in heaven’s name don’t we have any younger Masters here?”

	“I’d say that makes sense as well.”

	Saul lifted his eyebrows. “How so, old sport?”

	“The art of properly mastering another man takes time. Patience. I started young, but it was many years before I’d perfected my methods. Why, even with Sam I learned. I’d never tried using daily discipline before. When I first brought Sam home with me, I’d only just heard of someone who touted its effectiveness in dealing with an energetic submissive.”

	Saul held his gaze pointedly. “And prior to that, many years had to pass before you accepted your own true nature as not being aberrated.”

	Aaron sighed. If Saul hadn’t intervened, he might have let his little Sam slip away forever. He’d agonized for years under the belief there was something wrong with him because of his strong desire to restrain and whip men for pleasure. 

	“Yes. But that only reinforces my point. There might be other men out there who would be ideal Masters, but who haven’t the foggiest idea how to go about it. Or, that such a thing even exists beyond what they’ve experienced in their own perverted imaginations.”

	Saul grunted before draining his snifter. “Or tried with the wrong men and suffered the consequences.”

	Aaron nodded. He’d certainly had some unwelcome moments in that regard—more than one fellow had wanted to beat him bloody for even suggesting such a tryst. 

	He searched through his mind for some answer to their dilemma. Many of the submissives had been discovered at the bathhouse. Then there was Thomas’ boy Linus. He’d been brought to the club by Ned as well, but he hadn’t found him at the bathhouse the way he’d found Evan.

	Aaron gasped. “Good gracious. Why didn’t I think of this before? Walter’s Speakeasy!”

	Saul stared at him for a moment before his eyes widened. “I do believe you’ve struck gold, old sport. It’s still early enough. You could head over there tonight.”

	Aaron arched an eyebrow. “I most certainly cannot. I have a slumbering boy in one of the private rooms who needs me to take him home, and besides, I don’t want to show up anywhere alone. It might seem as if I’m merely looking for an evening’s dalliance.”

	“You should take Ned with you.”

	“Oh?” Aaron chuckled. “You’re bored with my company?”

	“Hardly, old sport. But two younger gentlemen might have a better chance at finding what Colin needs.”

	“Hmm. Perhaps Thomas could accompany him.”

	“You don’t care for Ned?”

	Aaron shook his head. “That’s not it at all. It’s merely that they’re the only two Masters in their twenties. I’m on my way to forty at this point.”

	Saul snorted. “That’s considerably younger than some of us who are nearing their mid-fifties. But ages aside, didn’t you once tell me that Thomas isn’t much of a gin joint fellow?”

	“Damn. That’s right. Before we each had a boy, he always preferred visiting me at home if we didn’t patronize a club.”

	“I’ve noticed what a private couple he and Linus are.”

	“Hmm. Well, Ned it is. It might actually be a good opportunity for me to get to know him better.”

	Saul clapped his hands together. “Splendid! So, if not tonight, then tomorrow night? Afterwards, you can bring Colin to your guesthouse for the week like we discussed.”

	It was apparent that Saul was on a mission and would stop at nothing until it had been completed. “Let me at least give Ned a call? I’m sure he’d appreciate being informed as to what his plans are that he hadn’t realized he’d made.”

	Saul leaned over and patted Aaron’s knee before leaning back again. “Young Colin thanks you in advance.”

	Aaron smiled fondly at his longtime friend. He wondered if the members of Hampton Road truly appreciated how much Saul cared about their wellbeing. 

	



	


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Aaron glanced at Ned who sat next to him in the motorcar. He’d picked Ned up at his home in Pasadena, and had also left Sam there to keep Ned’s boy, Evan, company. They had then taken off for Hollywood in Aaron’s red Stutz Bearcat. On their way back, he’d swing by Hampton Road to retrieve Colin. 

	Ned spoke up. “It’s been a while since I’ve been out to Hollywood. You?” 

	Aaron chuckled, glancing over at Ned before returning his eyes to the road.

	“Same here. Having my own boy makes such outings unnecessary. Whenever Sam and I feel social, Hampton Road more than makes up for that need.”

	Ned let out an easy laugh. “With much better sights to see.”

	“Indeed.”

	Their destination didn’t have an official name, but everyone knew it as Walter’s Speakeasy. Aaron had experienced plenty of desperately lonely nights at the gin joint before he’d had the good fortune to meet Sam. On the surface, it was a fashionable haberdashery in central Hollywood. But below it was one of the largest and most popular pansy clubs in the Los Angeles area. If they were going to find Colin a Master, the nightspot would be their best chance.

	They parked on the main boulevard so as not to attract undue attention to the location. One of Walter and his partner’s rules involved keeping a wide radius of open parking around the establishment. It wouldn’t do to call attention to the shop with an overabundance of vehicles late at night. There were many dancehalls and restaurants nearby, and the patrons of the speakeasy were asked to park in those areas.

	Aaron led the way, both men dressed to the nines in the hopes of attracting a quality dominant. He wore a suit with a matching waistcoat and sported his finest silk fedora. Ned was decked out in a snappy pinstriped ensemble and cut a striking figure. He could easily be mistaken for a screen idol with his honey colored waves swept back in the latest hairstyle, along with his pencil thin moustache.

	But the one thing they both wore that wasn’t a staple of a fashionable man was a leather cuff bracelet. They were of a generic variety, held onto their wrists by leather ties. Aaron had seen variations of it over the years in his travels. When he and Ned had been discussing their mission on behalf of Colin, they’d shared some of their previous encounters in public places, and how they’d telegraphed to a potential sexual partner what sort of activities they enjoyed. 

	When they reached the back door of the haberdashery, Aaron located the hidden buzzer. After a few moments, a small peephole door slid open. Walter’s cautious stare locked on him and he raised his eyebrows. The corners of his eyes crinkled, and Aaron was relieved that Walter seemed to still remember him. His gaze flitted to Ned and his joy was even more apparent. The door was quickly opened, Walter gesturing for them to come inside. Once they’d stepped across the threshold, he just as hurriedly closed the door and latched it.

	“Aaron!” He held open his arms, and Aaron stepped into his embrace to give him a hug. Walter gave him a few sharp pats on the back before releasing him. Walter turned to Ned. “And it’s Ned, isn’t it?”

	Ned had removed his hat and was smoothing his hair. “Yes, Walter. Great to see you again.”

	Walter glanced back and forth between them. “I didn’t know the two of you were acquainted.”

	Aaron was glad that Walter was in charge of the door for the evening. His partner was less accepting of certain expressions of love than Walter was, so he wouldn’t be the best source of information to help them out with their evening’s task.

	“We met through Saul’s establishment.” 

	Aaron arched one eyebrow in emphasis. Walter was discreet and accepting, but not one who partook in their lifestyle. Walter clapped his hands.

	“I see.” He winked at Ned. “Have you always been an adherent, or did Aaron introduce you to a new way of life?”

	Ned let out an easy chuckle. “No, I was introduced quite a number of years ago. Long before I patronized Saul’s wonderful club.”

	Aaron interjected, “Actually, Walter. Perhaps you could help us out?”

	Walter gave a light shrug of his shoulders. “Of course. If I can, I will.”

	Aaron held up one arm, allowing his shirt cuff to slide down and reveal the leather bracelet. “We’ve discussed these in the past. Have you noticed any younger men wearing one like this recently? Someone who comes in here often—preferably alone?”

	Walter furrowed his brow, rubbing his chin as he did. “Hmm. I assume you’re looking for someone who would enjoy more than one partner at a time?”

	Aaron was taken aback for a few seconds before he realized how his inquiry might’ve been interpreted.

	“Oh! No. I suppose I should clarify. Ned and I are here to help out a young submissive man from the club who wishes to find a more dominant partner. We already have our own boys who we left at home this evening. However, the submissive from Saul’s club isn’t interested in anyone too much older than him.” Aaron gave Walter a tight smile. “There isn’t a member, or even a recent guest at Saul’s establishment, who meets his requirements.”

	Walter nodded, his expression serious. Aaron had always appreciated that the hatter didn’t merely take the profits from his illegal club, but that he genuinely cared about the needs of his clientele. 

	“How old is this young man?”

	Aaron glanced at Ned, seeing as he was the one who’d found him at the bathhouse. 

	Ned supplied the answer. “He’ll be nineteen soon.”

	Walter’s frown deepened. “I do allow them in here as young as eighteen. Younger than that is too risky. They’re too feisty, continuously getting into fights.” He grunted. “At least more than the usual mugs. Attracts too much attention to the joint.”

	“I imagine our young man would find someone up to their mid-twenties appealing?” Aaron chuckled. “We’re stumbling about on this one. We figured we’d come out tonight and see if anyone might find Hampton Road of any interest.”

	Walter scratched his ear. “I don’t mean to criticize your methods, but wouldn’t it be simpler to bring the young man in question with you, so he could choose his own partner?”

	Ned shook his head with great emphasis. “Heavens no. He’s very uncomfortable when men approach him with sexual interest. As pretty as he is, he’d be the proverbial flame that all the moths would rush to.”
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