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THE RULES OF CONDUCT INSIDE THE DOLLHOUSE 

(Failure to comply with these rules shall result in immediate expulsion from the Dollhouse.)  

- No gentleman/lady under the age of thirty shall be permitted to enter the Dollhouse. 

Gentlemen/Ladies desiring permanent membership within the Society shall be subject to a trial 

period lasting no less than one year, after which he will be reviewed for possible permanent 

inclusion in the Society.  

- A gentleman/lady and his/her courtesan/courtier may do anything they wish, so long as it is 

consensual, tasteful and entertaining. Consensual acts of entertainment within the Dollhouse are 

hitherto referred to as “plays”.  

- “Plays” between a gentleman/lady and his courtesan/courtier may not be interrupted in any 

way or for any reason by a third party. “Play” can only be begun or ended by the parties 

involved. 



- “Plays” shall be conducted only in a designated playroom of the Dollhouse. The only time this 

rule shall not apply is for a new courtesan’s debutante party, in which “play” shall be conducted 

in the great room.  

- A gentleman/lady is not permitted to touch, address or otherwise acknowledge another 

gentleman’s or lady’s courtesan or courtier while in the Dollhouse. 

-  Proper decorum must be observed at all times.  

- Courtesans/courtiers shall not be allowed to imbibe any kind of alcoholic beverages while in 

the Dollhouse. 

- Courtesans/courtiers shall be shown the utmost respect while in the Dollhouse.  

- A new safe word shall be issued at each gathering. When a safe word is used by a 

gentleman/lady or his/her courtesan/courtier, all “play” shall immediately cease between all the 

parties involved. 

*  *  * 

HIS TO TAME 

by Eden Myles 

 

Chapter One 

Half a minute after I finished explaining everything, Jason threw the bundle of roses he’d gotten 

me against the wall beside me. Petals fluttered everywhere and the roses slid moist and 

despondent down the wall, leaving a snail-trail behind them that was going to play havoc with 

the moiré wallpaper I’d picked out for our condo. 

I gave him a steady look and crossed my arms over my ample bosom. “That’s real adult, Jason.” 

Jason stomped around in a circle before giving me an angry look. “Don’t give me that shit, 

Morgan. I’m tired of hearing it!” 

“Hearing what?” I spread my hands. “You know I have to do this!” 



“Erica is twenty-four-fucking-years-old! She doesn’t need you mommying her because she broke 

up with her latest burnout of a boyfriend!” 

I could almost feel the steam pouring out of my ears, cartoon-style. Jason knew family was 

important to me. “Erica is my fucking sister!” I retaliated, struggling not to ball my fists up 

childishly at my sides. “The only family I have, and she’s in trouble! I have to take care of her! 

It’s my job!” 

After Mommy and Daddy died, I was put in charge of Erica’s welfare. Even though she was 

technically an adult, she still needed me. 

 Jason gave me narrow green eyes. I used to love those eyes, and the way a lock of his hair 

always fell boyishly across his forehead. I used to love everything about Jason. Then we moved 

in together and I realized he was seriously flawed. He was a slob, for one thing. I tried my best to 

ignore it, and I reminded myself every day that I loved him despite those flaws, but I couldn’t 

forgive him this. He was crossing the line. “Erica is always in trouble,” he said. “You’re always 

riding off to save her ass!” 

“Well, what would you do?” I cried, realizing that our romantic night out was about to devolve 

into one of the worst fights we’d ever had—and not for the first time. It seemed lately we were 

fighting about everything. When we’d get married. How we’d spend our money. Vacations. 

Kids.  Erica… 

Jason continued to stomp around, stopping by the black leather sectional furniture we’d bought 

together. He grabbed a pillow and twisted it as he glared at me. A part of me wanted to tell him 

to put the pillow down, to stop messing up my living room arrangement, but I held myself back. 

See, I can be reasonable. “This isn’t about Erica. Or all of it isn’t,” he finally admitted. 

I uncrossed my arms and pulled at my suit, A-line straight and winkle-free, unlike his. “Well, 

then, what is it about?” 

He threw the pillow down and it tumbled to the floor, distracting me. I thought about picking it 

up, but he wasn’t done with his childish tirade. He ticked points off on his fingers. “For one 

thing, I set a reservation a month in advance and you go and re-arrange it behind my back…!” 



“It’s Friday. That place will be packed…” 

He ignored me and went on. “I order red roses, but I can tell you don’t like them because they 

aren’t the right color…!” 

I eyed the roses lying on the floor. When Jason and I moved in, we’d decorated in black, white 

and orange, my favorite colors. Red roses were going to clash with the décor and he damned well 

knew it. 

Still, he wasn’t done. “And now this?” He spread his arms. “You’re going to cancel the whole 

weekend for Erica? Because Erica called you?” 

“She’s my sister!” 

“Morgan, you’re a control freak! You have to control everything! Work! Erica! Me!” 

I shook my head. I didn’t understand. I wasn’t undermining him, just tweaking his plans, the way 

I’d always done to make them picture perfect. I worked the same way at the office. That way, 

everything ran smoothly. There were no bumps in the road. After all, someone had to take care 

of things… 

“I don’t understand…” I said. 

“That’s just it! You don’t! Everything has to be Morgan’s way!” 

“Now, come on…” I barked, getting angrier by the moment. I went to the galley kitchen to 

retrieve the dustpan for the roses, but he caught up to me, grabbed my arm. 

“Where does it end, Morgan? Why don’t you just move Erica into the apartment? That way, you 

can keep an eye on both of us twenty-four-seven!” 

For a moment, I thought he was being serious.  

His eyes widened. “Oh my God. You’ve really thought about it, haven’t you?” 

“The place is half mine!” I retorted, pointing at the floor. “I pay for half of everything!” 



“And it’s half mine!” Jason shouted back, making the crystal in the room sing. “That means I 

have half say—but around you I never have any say on anything!” He snorted through his nose. 

Normally, Jason was an extremely mild-mannered man. It was what had attracted me to him in 

the first place. Laid back and flexible. Or he had been, anyway. This whole blow-up was coming 

as a shock to me. “You have to micro-manage every single last detail, including everyone in 

your life! Well, I’ve had it, Morgan! I can’t do this anymore!” 

Boiling, I chopped at the air in front of my face. “Fine. You know what? You don’t have to.” I 

threw the dustpan at him. The pain of his words vibrated through my heart. “This? It’s all yours, 

Jason. Every inch of it! Have fun!” I started marching toward our bedroom to pack. 

“Morgan, for heaven’s sake…” He tried to grab at me, but I jerked away from him. I micro-

managed everyone? Well, we’ll just see how he did without me around to make sure he got to 

work on time and his dry-cleaning was picked up! Let him take care of the messes he made all 

over the condo. I gave him a week at most and he’d come crawling back to me! 

I started throwing clothes into the suitcase I kept in the closet. I realized I couldn’t spend another 

night under this roof, not with him. 

From the doorway, Jason barked, “That’s right, Morgan. Just run away. That’s what you do 

whenever you don’t get your way! You run like a snotty little girl!” 

I slammed the bedroom door as hard as I could in his face and something in the living room fell 

over and crashed to the floor. For once, I didn’t give a shit.  

*  *  * 

Chapter Two 

Erica was more than happy to let me room with her in her tiny, decrepit Soho studio apartment 

with its sad brownstone walls and mismatched furnishings. We had a girls’ night in, ate take-out 

Thai, indulged in chocolate sundaes, talked shit about our exes, and binge-watched Charmed the 

way we used to do when we were kids.  

Later, lying on the cot in the dark of my sister’s guest bedroom, I replayed my fight with Jason 

over and over in my head. I knew I wasn’t going to get much sleep tonight. I got up, watched 



some women’s porn on my laptop, pretended Jason was inside of me instead of my own fingers, 

and got myself off. After that, I feel into a fitful, if troubled, sleep. 

I was a natural morning person. I got up early the next day and cleaned up the living room and 

loaded the dishwasher. Since it was a Saturday, I had to have something to do—something to 

keep my mind off Jason—so I picked up laundry, cleaned Erica’s kitchen and one tiny bathroom, 

then rearranged some of the furniture in the great room to add space, since it seemed I would be 

staying for a while. 

I was vacuuming the carpet when I spotted a sleepy, bedheaded Erica shambling toward the 

galley kitchen. She was wearing a Ren & Stimpy T-shirt, men’s boxers and socks. She stopped 

to squint at me, her face pale and puffy. I could tell she’d been crying over her boyfriend Matt 

leaving her. You and me both, I thought. Spinsters- in-arms were what we were now. “What are 

you doing?” she said in a dry, squeaky voice. 

I shut off the vacuum and started coiling up the cord. In years past, I’d often do a little light 

housework before I made breakfast for us both. “I figured I’d let you sleep in while I tidied up.” 

She looked around the studio with wide eyes. “Jesus, Morgan. You didn’t tidy up. You changed 

everything around!” 

“Not true. I made you more space,” I told her triumphantly, then I indicated the kitchen. “The 

Kuerig is on, if you want coffee. I’ll pop out today and get a regular coffee pot so we don’t have 

to do the one-cup juggle. By the way, your microwave acts a little weird…” 

“It does that…” 

“I’ll make sure to replace that, too.” 

She held up a hand. “Stop. Just stop, Morgan. All right?” 

I didn’t much appreciate her tone. I put my hands on my hips. “I want to help out.” 

Erica shook her head. “I don’t need you helping out, Morgan. I don’t need that anymore than I 

needed you cancelling your plans last night with Jason…” 

“You called me last night!” I shouted.  



She rubbed at her eyes with her knuckles. “Yeah, just to talk a few minutes. Vent. That isn’t code 

for you to drop everything and run over here.”  

I felt a spike of anger—I had ruined a six-month relationship because of Erica!—but before I 

could say anything, she held up both hands. “Look, I gotta cover that big modern art exhibit 

down at Battery Park, so I’ll be out of your hair today.” Erica worked for a popular Ne w York 

City tourist site, taking photographs of famous landmarks while she built up her portfolio. Her 

studio was filled with oversized prints, mostly architecture and cityscapes. She was very good at 

what she did. She looked around. “I know you want to help, but don’t change anything else, all 

right? Morgan?” 

I blinked dumbly at her words. I couldn’t understand why she was so angry. I’d been raising 

Erica single-handedly since she was nine years old, after our parents were killed in a freak car 

crash. I acted more like her mother than her sister. “I don’t understand,” I said. “I’m just trying to 

take care of you, sweetie.” 

“Well, don’t. I’m okay. I’m a grown woman.” 

She headed for the kitchen. I trailed after her. She rooted around in the ancient cupboards before 

saying, “Where’s my favorite mug? The one I made in Art Class?” 

“That old, misshapen thing? I threw it out.” 

She looked at me and I could see the tension building in her face. “Oh my God, you’re such a 

control freak!” She turned on her heels and stomped back to her bedroom. 

After she went off to work, I finished the housework, put some food into the crock-pot for dinner 

tonight, then took a long, hot shower. I tried singing with the radio, but I was hopelessly tone 

deaf. After blasting the suds out of my hair, I slid down the tiled wall and just sat there, the suds 

washing off me, and wept. 

*  *  * 

Chapter Three 



“Morgan, do you have a minute?” my boss Malcolm Sloan asked the following Monday, rapping 

his knuckles on the inside of my open office door. 

I looked up from the pile of manuscript submissions sitting in orderly stacks on my desk, put on 

an appropriate smile, and said, “Yes, of course, Malcolm. Come in.” I slid my glasses to the top 

of my head.  

“I brought some lattes,” he said, carrying them in a carton. Malcolm Sloan was, beyond doubt, 

the best boss I’d ever had. He was VP of Harper House, the second largest publishing house in 

the United States, and the man who had hired me as Acquisitions Editor of their romance 

imprint. And yes, the fact that I ran the romance department but had never had a romance that 

had lasted more than six months was not lost on me. Talk about cosmic irony. 

“You shouldn’t have. You’re making me fat,” I said, carefully shifting my stacks to make room 

for him.  

“You’re not fat. You’re deliciously curvy,” he said, setting the lattes down. Had any other man 

said such a thing to me, I would have slapped him with a sexual harassment suit, but that was 

just Malcolm’s style. He looked and acted like someone from another century and was given to 

such observations. Plus, he was gay and quite happily married. I had nothing to fear from him. 

He was smirking as he sat down in my guest chair, tucking his cravat into his suit jacket. 

Malcolm had hired me two years ago. At the time, I was young and green by publishing industry 

standards. Even now, I remained the youngest acquisition editor on staff. Still, he’d given me a 

lot of responsibility, and I took such things very seriously. 

Malcolm wasn’t at all extraordinary, at least on the outside. Middle aged, with a medium build, 

medium brown eyes and hair. Ordinary and unassuming, and yet he threw off such a raw aura of 

sensuality that most men and women were rendered damned near speechless when he walked 

into a room. A true alpha dog, Malcolm reveled in his power over others, yet he was also 

extremely even-handed and fair. Alpha dog charm, I called it. 

I took a sip of the delicious drink and raised an eyebrow. “You’re not here to fire me, are you?” I 

half joked. Despite his easy nature, I’d seen him chop down men twice his size with a flourish of 

a pen or his rapier-like wit and observations. 



His smirk saddened. “If that were true, would I waste a latte?” He sipped his drink, then set it 

aside. “Actually, I need a favor. Bella Dalton is flying into the city tonight for a book signing at 

The Crossroads Bookstore. I know she isn’t a romance writer, per say, but she is one of our 

bestselling authors. Could you be there tonight to keep the wheels from falling off? I’d go, but 

I’m indisposed.” 

Bella Dalton was a big deal. A retired professional dominatrix, she had written our current 

bestseller, Learning the Ropes, recounting her years in a business very few ordinary people even 

knew existed. I’d read it, but, personally, I couldn’t understand what all the fuss was about. Still, 

that didn’t mean I wouldn’t do my best. “Ah, a bribe then.” I saluted him with my latte.  

He smirked at that. Malcolm was one of the very few who got my quirky sense of humor.  

A thought occurred to me. “You’re not ill?” 

“It’s Devon. I promised him I’d take him to the Dollhouse a couple of weeks ago for our bi-

monthly Society meet-up, but we had that late night contract negotiation, if you remember, so I 

had to cancel. I want to make it up to him.” 

Devon was Malcolm’s husband, and the Society one of his pet interests outside work. He’d 

always been very candid about the Society, who they were and what they did at the Dollhouse. 

I’d found it odd and maybe a little questionable in the beginning, but there never seemed to be 

any scandal, and it didn’t interfere with Malcolm’s work, so who was I to judge a group of kinky 

men and women who met up twice a month to have public sex for the entertainment of their 

friends?  

I sat back in my seat, fixed my paper stacks so they were geometrically aligned on my desktop, 

and said, “It doesn’t bother you, does it?” 

“What’s that?” 

“Subjecting Devon to public humiliation.” I’d met Devon on several occasions. As far as I could 

tell, he was a very sweet man, playful but submissive. I wasn’t sure what he was doing with the 

likes of Malcolm Sloan. Opposites attract, I guess. 



Malcolm smirked in that way he did that said nothing and everything at the same time. “I think 

you have the wrong impression of the Society. Any humiliation exists entirely for the pleasure of 

the gentlemen and courtesans or courtiers who have gathered. Why not join us some night?” 

I crossed my arms across my chest, taken aback by his invitation. “Why would I do that?” 

Malcolm reached out and pushed one of my stacks out of alignment. I reached out and 

straightened it. He maintained his smirk. “A woman like yourself might find it very…liberating.” 

“I’d rather not humiliate some man, thank you very much.” 

“I wasn’t suggesting you join us as a lady, Morgan.” 

A “lady” was a female dominant in Malcolm’s little Dollhouse world. That meant he was 

suggesting I join as a courtesan—a submissive, like Devon. “Excuse me?” I thought maybe I 

hadn’t heard right. 

He looked me over, not in some sexual way, but like he was judging a fine piece of art. “You’d 

make a lovely courtesan. I know several gentlemen who would jump at the chance to tame an 

alpha like you.” 

I blinked. Tame me? “I’m a feminist, Malcolm. I wouldn’t enjoy it.” 

“You never know until you try. Alphas often make the most interesting courtesans.”  

Before I could react, he got to his feet and deliberately pushed one of my paper stacks out of 

sync with the others. I had the feeling he was playing with me and worked at not touching it, not 

putting it back in place. “In any event, you’re always welcomed at the Dollhouse—If you’re ever 

interested.” 

I tried not to let my lips twist into a sneer as I said, “Thanks for the offer, Malcolm, but I think 

I’ll pass.” I was hardly sub material. 

As soon as Malcolm was out of the office, I pushed my paper stack back in line with the others. 

A courtesan, I thought, rolling my eyes. “Sure, Malcolm,” I said as sarcastically as possible. “I’ll 

get right on that.” 
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