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Praxton 3: The Proposal 

By N. S. Howard 
 

Prologue 

 
With the spread of humanity through the galaxy came a series of more or less independent planetary 

societies. This had been made possible by the discovery of a method of space warping which allowed 

instant travel, but at great cost. The need for trade led to the formation of the Sol Alliance, at first only 

within the solar system, but later, under the title of the Alliance, throughout the known Galaxy. 

 

The Charter of Conduct 
The Charter of Conduct, heavily promoted by Earth, but widely accepted among the planets adhering 

to the Alliance, spelled out what constituted acceptable society in terms of laws and social behaviour. 

Besides the Charter of Conduct, each Associated World was allowed to send in a number of members to 

the Alliance’s elected legislature, which was determined by population and gross trade with Sol. There 

was also a cost to join the Alliance, and some worlds felt that it was unreasonably high. However, to 

agree to the Charter of Conduct and not join the Alliance was risky as everyone wanted a say in the 

Charter. To not sign the Charter was akin to saying the world was hiding a dark secret. 

Eventually, the overwhelming number of inhabited planets signed up to join the Alliance. The 

alternative was to be taken over by force. 

The Charter of Conduct Office became a large organization that forced even the Alliance 

government to change its laws to suit the huge bureaucracy. Very few people claimed to understand every 

aspect of the complex Charter, and many of its clauses had to be argued out in court for exact 

interpretation of what was and wasn’t allowed. The Charter of Conduct Office employed more people 

than the total population of some of the smaller worlds and its influence was felt everywhere. 

 

Praxton 
Praxton is slightly larger than Earth and resides in an orbit around a star that is larger than the Earth’s 

sun and slightly reddish in colour. To compensate for this it is slightly further away from its star than the 

Earth is from the Sun. 

Praxton is almost half land mass versus water and much of the world consists of large desert areas. 

The soil is reddish in colour, but has enough nutrients to support agriculture. Overall, the temperature on 

the planet is warm, with only small, cool Polar Regions. From a distance, Praxton looks like an oversized 

Mars with oceans. 

Two separate groups arrived at planetary orbit within days of each other and founded Praxton in the 

year 2315 CE. One group was a Ukrainian consortium interested in developing Praxton for farming and 

mining of minerals. Most of this group were military personnel. The second group was a privately owned 

pilgrim ship financed by the Arab-Christian Council. The council was initially put together to promote 

harmony between people living in the middle east of old Earth. Over the years, the organization became 

involved in financing pilgrim ships, specifically ones that promoted their cultural beliefs. 

The Arab and Christian components were wealthy, had conservative viewpoints and wanted to 

export those beliefs. There was a trade off on some beliefs between the two factions, though both groups 

believed the male to be head of the household. The Arabs accepted that women could wear as much or as 

little as they chose, while the Christians accepted the Arab premise that they could have more than one 

wife. 

The Ukrainian group discovered quickly that the Arab-Christian group had an abundance of women. 

It put the Ukrainian’s at a disadvantage as far as trying to increase the population of Praxton, but being 



military people, they decided it might not be too difficult to take over Praxton and have all the women for 

themselves. There were a number of skirmishes, most of them initiated by the Ukrainian group. The war 

didn’t last long; neither group could afford the resources for sustained conflict. The two factions came to 

an agreement and decided on a combination of an elected military style of government. 

That did not end the lawlessness on Praxton, however. The population was spread over a large area 

and consisted of farms and small towns, making it possible for raiders to operate freely. Raiders were 

small, organized groups of men with occasional female members that would attack wealthy landowners. 

Their objective was to hit hard and fast, capturing some of the landowner’s females and departing with a 

minimum of destruction. The females were taken to a distant town and then sold to new owners. 

A significant holdover from that era is that males are the ones in control and power. Females are now 

expected to wear collars or restraining devices to show they are protected by a male guardian. The collars 

are designed as jewellery, as well as, being functional. A female does not have to have a guardian, but 

under Praxton law, she does not have a lot of legal rights or protection. As far as not wearing a restraining 

device and in particular a collar, a woman on Praxton would rather be seen naked. The collar is a symbol 

of being a woman on Praxton; young girls look forward to being given their first collar and being 

considered grown up. 

Praxton was one of the worlds rebuffing the overtures to join the Alliance worlds and to comply with 

the Charter of Conduct laws. The world was near the outskirts of human worlds, but did a profitable 

business in trade with Alliance worlds. Larger than most habitable worlds, Praxton was ruled by a 

military style government that was secretive about its military, population and wealth. What was known 

to the Charter of Conduct Offices was that they needed more information about Praxton and its decadent 

culture. 

Terri Baxter was assigned to spy on Praxton by Charter of Conduct Office, first by visiting their 

tourist zone and then immigrating to the planet. She became seduced by the culture on Praxton and the 

wearing of collar and cuffs. Terri later fell in love with Romie, whom she had accepted as her guardian in 

order to infiltrate Praxton society. She later resigned from the Charter of Conduct Office. 

The Alliance Forces, acting on the premise Charter of Conduct laws were being broken and that 

females were enslaved, attacked Praxton. Initially, the Alliance Worlds’ population supported the 

intervention into Praxton, but as the conflict extended longer than what was expected, unrest about the 

military action was questioned. Terri Baxter managed to send an encrypted video to the media of Alliance 

Worlds explaining why they were resisting the Alliance Forces. With the help of Ambassador to Praxton 

Troy LeBlanc and Charter of Conduct Office representative Diane Fulton, a negotiated settlement stopped 

the hostilities. 

For the Charter of Conduct Office and the Alliance Worlds, it was a minor victory. While Praxton 

was allowed to keep its independence, it was also required to change some of its laws to meet Charter of 

Conduct requirements. It was hoped that eventually Praxton would conform to the Charter’s ideal world. 

The settlement also allowed for increased trade with Praxton and tourism increased to the rebel 

world. Months after the settlement, Alliance Words and the Charter of Conduct Office noticed a troubling 

trend as the Praxton culture began to influence the rest of the human worlds, including the immigration of 

women to Praxton.   

  



 

Chapter One 
 

Melvin Taylor crossed the living room and into the kitchen, yawning. He still needed to finish 

dressing, wearing only a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, but needed a coffee before he did much more to get 

ready for the day. 

Helena looked at him as he grunted, “Good morning,” and quickly moved to pour him a cup of 

coffee. 

“Good morning, Master Melvin. How are you today?” She gazed at him with a small smile. 

Unlike him, she was wide-awake and fully dressed in her black dress uniform. While her uniform 

wasn’t as revealing as most Praxton dresses, it was still short. In keeping with Praxton customs she was 

also braless and wore high heels. Although she was employed as a housekeeper, her collar indicated she 

had Melvin as a guardian. Helena looked thirty by using therapy drugs, but she was almost twice that age 

and had decided she would rather do housekeeping duties than be a Master’s female. 

“Tired...” He realized the smile may be due to his lack of underwear and the partially open fly of 

Praxton style pants. He took the cup of coffee from her and looked at the kitchen table and chairs. He 

heard her give the slightest clearing of her throat and walked out to the dining room with his coffee to sit. 

Melvin was still learning how to act on Praxton and Helena gave him the hint he needed that the Master 

did not normally sit in the kitchen. When he became a Praxton citizen, he selected two females to live 

with him, believing they could take care of his home while he was away and provide companionship 

when he was home. He quickly learned it was more complicated than that. He followed the advice of his 

friends and hired a housekeeper who had taught him what he should and should not be doing as a Master. 

A minute later Helena brought him toast. 

“The females should be getting up soon, Master Melvin. Would you like me to set out some clothes 

for you to wear before they come downstairs?” 

Melvin gave a grin. “In other words, I better be suitably dressed before they see me.” 

“It is the Praxton way.” 

He nodded. “Thanks for your help.” He recalled some of her other advice that she had quietly given 

him over the past few months, and some of the more direct advice she had told him. 

“The females need discipline, Master Melvin. They must have boundaries and know there are 

consequences of not behaving.” Later she insisted he set up a discipline room, and though it was rarely 

used, it had stopped much of their poor behaviour. Helena had asked permission to administer discipline 

as she saw fit. After he granted her that additional responsibility, he saw a marked improvement in the 

household. 

He finished his toast, and after Helena refilled his coffee, headed upstairs to his room to get dressed, 

passing the glass walled shower room for the females. He looked in and saw Celestia. The tall blonde was 

slowly massaging soap over her body. Melvin watched as she slowly turned to face him. She gave him a 

smile as the soap dripped off her medium sized breasts. 

Melvin raised his eyebrows and continued on to his room. He sighed and wondered if leaving today 

was such a good idea after all. He opened the door to the master bedroom and saw Aatun sitting up in his 

bed, the bed covers concealing only her knees. The brunette was shorter than Celestia, but still had a 

curvy body with slightly larger breasts. 

“Hi, Aatun.” 

“Good morning, Master Melvin.” 

“I guess I better let you get up.” He reached the foot of the bed and unlatched the chain to her ankle 

cuff holding her captive to the bed. 

“Thank you. I want to look good before you leave.” She gave him a kiss and walked slowly out of 

the room, her hips gently swaying. 

He looked at the door several seconds after she had left and began to get ready. Melvin was born on 

Earth; was average in height but muscular, partly due to his work as a geologist. His friends nicknamed 



him Hairy Hercules. He walked to his washroom and stood in front of the viewscreen, dragging a comb 

through his black hair. “Last shave for a few days.” 

He picked up the electric razor, mentally listing the things he had to do today, knowing he wouldn’t 

have a second chance to do things out in the Keswick region of Praxton. After he finished dressing he 

headed downstairs, satisfied he hadn’t forgotten anything. 

* * * * 

Melvin relaxed in the living room, checking the latest weather reports on his handheld when first 

Aatun, and then Celestia came to him after walking downstairs. 

Aatun was wearing a skirt and an open cloth vest. A chain dangled in the opening that Melvin 

surmised was attached to a pair of nipple jewellery. Celestia was wearing a dress made of a soft white 

material that made it obvious she was not wearing anything else. Both women wore a collar that matched 

their ankle and wrist cuffs, although Aatun left her black metal restraints unattached. Celestia wore blue 

faux-leather restraints, plus a waist chain where five gold chains went to each cuff and the collar. 

“Hello, Celestia, Aatun.” 

“Hello, Master Melvin,” they replied in unison. They approached him slowly and knelt in front of 

him. 

Melvin looked at them and then at Helena and raised his eyebrows. “I’m going to miss you two.” 

* * * * 

The transport arrived in front of his home at the appointed time. The driver, a small, older man 

helped him haul his belongings to the back of the bus size vehicle. He tightened the straps holding the 

cartons in place and looked at Melvin. 

“Is that all there is?” 

“Nope, one more item.” He walked to side of the house where a tool shed was attached. A minute 

later, he drove a six wheel ATV to the transport. “I think this will use up most of the remaining space.” 

The driver nodded. “Looks like you’re planning to head out of civilization. Nice little machine you 

have there.” 

“It has served me well so far.” 

The transport lifted off silently, but Melvin felt a vibration through his chair. He sat next to the driver 

in the cockpit with the eight other seats behind him empty. “Melvin’s my name.” He stuck out his hand. 

“Steve.” He shook the offered hand. “I was wondering about one passenger wanting a one ton lift 

transport. You do this often?” 

“No, maybe two or three times a year. You can plan as much as you want in an office, read charts, do 

analysis and get test results from surveys, but sooner or later you have to get your hands dirty.” 

“Gives you a chance for fresh air anyway. You need to make a stop at the Praxton Government 

Resources and Licensing Building next. It says on the documentation.” 

“Yeah, one more item to pick up.” 

“Okay, I can land on the roof.” 

Melvin took the elevator down to the main floor. A female clerk, wearing the collar of her guardian, 

greeted him at a reception desk. He signed in and she directed him to the correct office. He took the 

elevator back up to the thirty-third floor and entered the Office of Licensed Weapons. 

“Mr. Taylor, I see you have the necessary documents in order.” The older man with a small beard 

slid across a long rectangular black case. “Please be advised that you may not open this case until you 

arrive at your destination. There are two magazine clips inside the case and the memory chip inside the 

gun will record when each one is inserted. In addition, each round that is fired is recorded as to the exact 

time, and the orientation of the gun, as well as its location, is also preserved. Each bullet that is fired must 

be recorded as to the reason in a report. If you were to kill or injure any animal, you must also report why 

you chose to do so.” 

“I understand. It is to be used for protection only.” 

“Good. I would rather avoid the reports when guns are fired. In fact, the reports are less complicated 

if you were to die rather than shoot.” 

Melvin chuckled. “I’ll try to keep that in mind.” 



He carried the gun case to the waiting transport. “Okay Steve, next stop is the Keswick region.” 

“No problem. Can you tell me what’s with all the supplies? Seems like a lot of stuff for a camping 

trip.” 

Melvin laughed. “It wouldn’t be a lot of fun camping out there. I’m a rock hound and doing some 

exploratory work.” 

“Okay, but that’s something I know nothing about, other than rocks are hard when you’re crawling 

over them.” 

“You used to be in the armed forces?” 

“Yeah, I retired after the big battle with the Alliance forces.” 

“You guys did a hell of a job standing up to them.” 

Steve looked over at Melvin. “Well, I have to admit I was old school when it came to military 

battles. I always thought you hit the enemy as soon as they made an appearance and killed as many as you 

could. As a soldier, I thought we also had to protect our cities and civilians. But I was wrong.” 

“How so?” 

“The new commander told us not to engage the enemy in the skies, but wait for them to land first. So 

we ambushed them when they were on the ground, but we didn’t try to kill them. Commander Jacobs told 

us to injure them, not to kill them because it took two more soldiers to help carry out the injured. He also 

told us Alliance forces would only enter the cities if we were there and so we stayed out. Apparently, the 

Alliance forces were not allowed to attack civilian areas without due cause, so we didn’t give them that. 

Those buggers sure hated fighting in the desert.” He laughed. “We knew we couldn’t beat them, but if we 

slowed them down long enough they’d get frustrated, and eventually their leaders would make a 

compromise.” 

“But you left the armed forces afterwards?” 

Yeah, got a pension and the new army wasn’t for me. They got females in the army now, and it was 

time for this old soldier to go away.” 

Melvin looked out the front windows at the rolling hills with of clumps of trees and vegetation. 

“Looks rather peaceful down there.” 

“It is, though there are few cuttus to watch out for, as well as, the lupus which travel in packs. But I 

understand its pretty safe out there if you take a few precautions.” He looked at a monitor. “Odd, another 

air vehicle in the area. What are the odds of two transports being in this remote area?” 

Melvin looked over at the monitor but saw only a small white dot in the blue sky. Numbers next to 

the dot identified it as privately owned, its present speed and course. “Odds are it’s not a coincidence.” 

The transport landed with a jolt in a clearing near a small river. Melvin climbed out and stretched his 

limbs. “Good to be out in the open again.” 

“Yeah, but they’re no females out here.” Steve grinned. “Want some help unloading the supplies?” 

Melvin was impressed with the stamina of the older man and decided his armed forces training had 

made him used to hard work. After they unloaded, they stood watching as an air pump began to lift up the 

shelter that would serve as a home for Melvin. 

“Want a drink?” Melvin offered him a canister of water. 

“No thanks, you may need it later. I’ll take off as soon as you declare the shelter is okay and test 

your radio. Better to make sure you’re safe now than to have a panic later on.” 

Melvin carried the last of the supplies through the open door of the shelter. The dome shaped shelter 

consisted of hard plastic plates that interlocked as the air tubes filled to form a frame. He flicked the main 

power switch on and checked to see that lights and power were available. He finally tested the emergency 

radio, in case the normal communications did not work. 

“Looks like everything is working...” 

“Good. I’ll be off then. If you like, you can ask for me, Steve McKee, to pick you up. I’d like to hear 

how you made out.” 

“Sure. Do me a favour though. If you find anything out about that other flyer, let me know.” 

* * * * 

Melvin pounded in the stake that held last leg of the tripod in place. He wiped the sweat off his brow 



with the sleeve of his shirt and then attached the connectors to the laser mounted at the top of the five-foot 

high tripod. He turned on the power from the controller and set the rest of the controls to “Auto”. Within a 

few minutes, smoke and steam emerged from the hole in the ground. Sensors detected the different 

components of the smoke and sent the information to a hand held device attached to his belt. 

He took a long drink of water and waited for the laser and the sensors to do their work. He had done 

his, using a powered auger to dig past the soil until he had reached a solid rock base. Now he needed the 

laser to go into that rock and find out exactly what was underneath. 

The process was slow, hard work. It would also be entirely fruitless if homework and planning 

weren’t done before to determine where to dig. It was the fourth hole he had dug and he hoped that he had 

guessed correctly. Despite all the computations he had done, it would still take luck to hit pay dirt. Now 

he waited under the blazing sun for the laser to slowly push deep into the rock. 

An hour later, he looked at the sensors readings and grinned. “Well, how about that? Just what I 

needed to see.” 

He tore apart the tripod, stored it in the bed of his ATV and returned with a small canister. Carefully, 

he set the timer on it and dropped it in the hole. He hopped into the ATV and drove a short distance away. 

The concussion device served two purposes. The first was, when it went off, it destroyed the hole, 

preventing others from having an easy time of taking readings, and second, it sent off vibrations that 

reflected off the deeper layers in the ground to other sensors he had planted in various locations. 

The sensors sent the information to his hand held device and a minute later, it had calculated a result 

from inputs he had given it. “This just keeps getting better and better.” 

He inspected the ground before he left to make sure he left nothing behind and the landscape looked 

natural. Then he headed back to his camp, guiding the ATV carefully around the rocks and the trees. 

Once he got to an open area he accelerated, the whine of the six motors increasing as clouds of dirt rose 

behind him. 

His camp looked the same and didn’t show any physical signs of disturbance, but when he checked 

the perimeter detector it showed that several objects had invaded the security area. That was not 

unexpected as he was near the river where creatures were likely to migrate to, but he decided he would 

check the visual later and see who his guests were. 

Melvin did his routine check of the equipment and decided he wasn’t hungry yet for dinner. After a 

long drink of water, he headed to the river with his gun, in case of unexpected wildlife showing up. He 

stripped off his clothes and plunged into the river. For a few minutes, he dived under the water and swam 

the width. The water was slow moving and he wasn’t worried about losing his location where he entered 

from the river bank. 

Dripping wet he gathered up his clothes and walked back to his shelter. 

Melvin sat naked in front of computer eating a bowl of stew as he studied the graphs and then the 

computer analysis of the results. 

The perimeter alarm beeped. He touched the keyboard and saw a ghostly grey image of a creature 

lurking near the shelter. It was the height of a bear, but looked like a wolf with a long snout. He hesitated 

a moment and then grabbed his gun and stepped outside. 

“Hey!” he shouted at the beast as he levelled his gun. 

The creature took one look at him and bounded off. 

Melvin lowered his gun and went back inside. “Damn cuttus. At least I might have scared him off 

from returning.” He put down his gun and pulled on a pair of jeans and then a T-shirt. 

The next morning he headed east to do another series of tests. The work was slow partially due to the 

environment and partly because he didn’t want to make a mistake and have to do it over. 

He did finish sooner than he expected and headed back to the camp, pleased he had only one more 

site to do. As was becoming his custom, he up loaded the data and checked the perimeter alarm, which 

showed only the usual small creatures had come through the area, except one. The video showed that, as 

well as the four-legged creatures, a human on an ATV had come within range of the sensors. The ATV, 

like his own unit, had a roof that supported a solar collection plate for the batteries. The image didn’t 

show much detail and the head was cut off by the roof, but showed the intruder was on the smaller size 



wearing nondescript coveralls. He decided it was likely another exploration team that happened across his 

campsite, but had not invaded his area when it was clear he was not around. He supposed that, since he 

had figured this was a good area to investigate, maybe someone else had come to same conclusion. Still, 

it was an odd coincidence that bothered him. 

He pushed it from his mind and stripped down for a swim in the river, again taking his gun with him. 

The cool water felt good and he decided to linger a bit longer in the water. He floated on his back and let 

the minutes seep away from him. 

“Are you going to stay in there all evening?” 

Melvin dropped under water and came back out sputtering as he trod water. He looked at the shore 

and saw a woman with long dark hair smiling at him. She was wearing coveralls with a crest on the upper 

left pocket. 

“Where the hell did you come from?” He looked at the slim woman. She had an oval face with 

mischievous blue eyes. 

She pointed behind her. “Somewhere from over there. I was wondering if we can talk.” 

“Sure.” He began to swim his way to the shore and stopped when his feet found the sandy bottom of 

the river. He stood up in the river with the water up to his waist. 

“What did you want to talk about?” 

“I think it’s better if we talk inside your shelter rather than shouting back and forth.” 

He shrugged. “Sure. How about if you go away for a bit so I can get out of the water, and put some 

clothes on?” 

She crossed her arms and pursed her lips as if in thought. “No, I don’t think so. I spied on you last 

evening so you’re not going to show me anything new. All the same I want to wait here.” She grinned. 

Melvin sighed and then muttered to himself “You’re obviously not a Praxton female, absolutely no 

obedience.” He began to walk out of the water and hesitated as the water reached his groin. 

“Don’t be shy. I know what being in the water does to the male ego.” 

“Funny.” He walked out of the water and looked closer at her. She looked amused as he picked up 

his rifle. 

“Can I say: my, what a big gun you have?” 

“No, you can say nothing.” He walked away. 

“Is that a Praxton male order?” She laughed as she followed him. 

Feeling annoyed Melvin quickly put on a pair of pants and a shirt in the shelter, noting she followed 

him inside without asking. 

“Okay, now tell me what you want.” He looked at her again. She was wearing a collar, but he knew 

that was probably because it was difficult for a woman to travel around Praxton without one. She was 

without cuffs or the usual chains that most women on Praxton wore as fashion accessories, which 

confirmed to him she was not from Praxton nor had even been on the planet long. 

“What I want to do, Mr. Taylor, is to make you a very generous offer for the mineral rights you hold 

in this area.” She gave him a friendly smile. 

“Really now?” He looked at the crest on her pocket. “Now what would Provost Minerals and 

Resources consider a very generous offer?” 

“You have the rights to almost five hundred square kilometres. We would be willing to pay you eight 

hundred Alliance standard dollars per square kilometre.” 

“What is your name?” 

“Donna Straus, I’m the executive director of resource acquirements.” 

“Well Donna, and since you got to see me naked, I feel we can be a bit more personal here, your 

definition of a very generous offer is not the same as mine.” 

“Melvin, I would be open to a counter offer of course. I have the power to negotiate a fair value for 

the rights. Please make me an offer and let’s see if we can conclude the transaction right now.” 

“Twenty million dollars.” 

She opened her mouth in surprise. “You can’t be serious.” 

“As serious as you were with your low ball offer. Now why don’t you run along and talk it over with 



your boss?” 

Her jaw clenched. “You’re acting this way because I’m a woman.” 

“No, I’m acting this way because you’re acting like an arrogate jerk. You thought by catching me 

nude I’d be at a disadvantage and more receptive to accept your offer. You enter my campsite without an 

invitation and now you think I’m this way because you’re a female? No, I treat all assholes this way. 

Gender doesn’t matter.” 

She stood several seconds without replying. “I apologize if I upset you then. Perhaps I acted too 

aggressively. I understand that Praxton males prefer the females to be a little more reserved and I’m sorry 

I didn’t follow the customs here.” She smiled. “But you’re a good looking man and I couldn’t resist 

meeting you this way.” 

“Okay, apology accepted. But your offer isn’t. I suggest, strongly suggest, that you come up with an 

offer that I can seriously look at. I don’t like my time being wasted by a conglomerate that believes it can 

get something for nothing from some poor sap.” 

“Very well, you have made your point. I will be in touch later.” 

He watched her leave and drive off on an ATV. A second person, also wearing coveralls sat next to 

her. That passenger was much bigger than she was and Melvin assumed he was there for her protection in 

case the Praxton male got too aggressive. Melvin shook his head and went back inside the shelter. 

The next day he completed his survey and tests. Once again, he came back to his camp feeling dirty. 

He thought it was likely they were observing him, but decided he was not going to change his ways 

because of their intrusion. He stripped drown and had his usual end of the day swim. Then he returned to 

his shelter and requested a pickup for the following morning, specifically to be piloted by Steve. 

* * * * 

The transport arrived on schedule, and with Steve’s help, Melvin was able to quickly load up 

everything. He was careful not to leave any traces behind in case an environment official checked 

afterwards for any disturbance to the local fauna. 

“So was your work successful?” 

“Yup, found what I hoped to see, even had a visitor from Provost Minerals.” 

“Yeah, that reminds me. I did some checks and found that flyer was owned by the Seaview Group. 

They’re also into minerals.” 

“Interesting... Well, it’s good to be going home. I’ve had enough of reheated packages for food and 

swimming in the river to bathe.” 

Steve chuckled. “Yeah, but in a few months you’ll probably be longing to go camping again.” 

Melvin laughed. “You know, you’ve got a good point there.” 

* * * * 

When Melvin entered the front door, Celestia and Aatun hurried from the living room to greet him, 

showering him with hugs and kisses. Helena stood behind them smiling, but with her hands on her hips. 

Melvin noticed both were wearing dresses and a full compliment of cuffs and collars on with various 

light chains. Celestia was wearing a thick belt around her waist where the various chains were attached, 

while Aatun had the chains joining her cuffs together. 

“You both look beautiful. I hope you didn’t cause Helena any trouble?” 

Helena answered for them. “Only the first evening, after that they didn’t dare misbehave.” 

“Good. I’m hungry for some real food. Let me wash up and we can talk over dinner.” 

Later, at the dining room table, Melvin told his tale. “So, I look up from the river and there is this off 

world woman staring at me from the shore.” 

Aatun listened to Melvin relate the events and then put down her fork with a clatter. “What a rude, 

rude female. Doesn’t she have any manners? She isn’t supposed to look at you naked unless she’s 

wearing your collar. She was wearing a collar wasn’t she?” 

“Yeah, but I suspect it was only so she could do business on Praxton.” 

“She might as well be a freelancer then.” 

Celestia agreed. “These off world females don’t understand what is to be civilized. They should all 

take lessons on how to properly act.” 



Helena cleared her throat. “I’m glad you two now recognize that.” She stood up. “Dessert 

everyone...?” 

Melvin grinned. “Man it’s good to be back home.” 

Celestia smiled. “It’s good to have you back. Helena really punished us for past indiscretions. I could 

hardly sit the next day, and poor Aatun was put in the cage overnight.” 

“Maybe you needed that.” 

Celestia pouted for a moment and then grinned. “I know we did. Helena told us we had taken 

advantage of your kindness and that was to stop.” 

Aatun agreed. “We’ll be better behaved, though it would be nice if you would take the time to 

discipline us a bit now and then anyway. We like to have your attention.” 

Helena brought in a tray holding four bowls of a brown and yellow mixture. She placed a bowl for 

Melvin first and then the others. 

Celestia looked at Melvin. “Master Melvin, may I ask how your exploration trip went?” 

“Of course, it went very well. The readings confirm there are considerable deposits underneath.” 

“So what do you do now?” 

“Probably sell the rights to some big exploration company.” 

“Can I ask why exploration companies didn’t do what you did and find the deposits themselves? 

That way they wouldn’t have to pay you.” 

“Couple of reasons... One, they didn’t look or do enough work to find out which parcel of land to 

buy the rights for. It’s expensive to buy the rights to a piece of land, and the requirement is to actively 

survey the land. That adds even more expense. So, the result is exploration is done conservatively. Two, 

once I obtain the rights to a parcel of land, they can’t use invasive methods to find out where and what the 

deposits are, such as drilling or setting off explosives. So they can’t find out how big the deposit is and if 

it extends into neighbouring parcels of land. The Ministry of Environment and Resource Management is 

unlikely to grant permits on the surrounding the area. They don’t want to cause excessive disturbance of 

the natural environment, especially since the Alliance Worlds are carefully monitoring what we do.” 

“So they’re handcuffed what they can do.” 

“Yup, I’m holding all the cards as far as what’s down there.” 

Aatun took a final bite of her desert. “But why that parcel of land? It sounds like they were following 

you.” 

“They were.” He frowned. “I don’t want to sound like I’m bragging, but the fact is I have a 

reputation for finding areas worth digging for. When they got wind that I bought the rights to it, they 

decided to follow me. They think it will be cheaper to buy the rights from me than to have their own 

crews do a hit and miss.” 

“So are you going to sell to them?” 

“I will sell, but maybe not to them. They’ve got to ante up the offer a whole bunch first.” 

Celestia stood and reached for his hand. “May I ask you to sit with us in the entertainment room? 

One of our favourite programs is on.” 

“Sure. What show is it?” 

“Fashion Time and Places...” 

He groaned. “I’m here only a few hours and you’ve already tricked me.” 

Aatun giggled. “Oh come on. There’s lots of nudity in the show. I’m sure you can survive that.” 

“Nudity? Now that’s a fashion statement I like. 

  



 

Chapter Two 
 

Melvin sat down on the couch with Celestia and Aatun on either side of him. He didn’t mind part of 

the show as it did a tour of different worlds and the latest fashion craze there. It even had a short clip on 

Praxton, showing a stiletto with a built in ankle cuff. 

“I like those.” Celestia turned to Melvin. I saw them when I was shopping last week and thought 

they looked pretty nice. They didn’t have my size left, so I’ll check again later.” 

He nodded. “Sure, they look good.” The screen changed to Ceuta Prime, where a new men’s fashion 

was to wear a backless shirt. 

Melvin groaned. “They gotta be kidding.” 

Celestia laughed. “Come on. We females like to see some skin too.” She gave him a kiss on his lips 

and then his neck. She lowered her head and kissed his chest through his open shirt. She continued to 

lower her head and then dropped her shoulders, sliding down over his lap and over Aatun’s. 

Melvin looked down at her backside, and then where Aatun was slowly running her hands over her 

back and neck. He lifted up her dress and wasn’t surprised to see she wasn’t wearing any underwear. 

Celestia gave off a small moan as he rested his hand on her bare cheek. 

Melvin raised his hand and gave her ass a smack and then a second one. Celestia reacted by wiggling 

her hips and lifting them up slightly. 

As Melvin slowly spanked her with light hits, Aatun began to undo the back of her dress. Most of 

Praxton style dresses had extra closures that allowed a garment to be removed even if the female was 

wearing restraints. 

Celestia was moaning aloud as he spanked her, her hips rising and falling rhythmically. 

Aatun undid the last button and spread open the back of her dress. “Why don’t you roll over now?” 

Celestia complied and stretched out naked, her arms resting above her head. Aatun began to rub her 

hands over the revealed breasts, pausing to remove the nipple jewellery. 

Melvin looked at the form twisting below him, and carefully rested his hand on her pussy. On most 

Alliance worlds, women removed all of their pubic hair but Celestia, as it was more common on Praxton, 

left a thin band of hair. He gradually inserted two fingers inside her, getting a soft cry from her. She 

arched her back and Aatun bent down to suck on one of her nipples, then raised her head. 

“Master Melvin, I think she is very close now. Perhaps you may want to carry her to your room and 

finish her there.” 

“I think that would be a good plan.” He lifted her up in his arms and carried her out of the room. 

“I wait for you here, Master Melvin,” Aatun called out. 

Celestia was breathing heavily in his arms and was completely relaxed as he made his way upstairs. 

He thought to himself that it was good thing he was in good shape carrying up a limp body in his arms. 

He gently placed her on the bed and secured her hands above her head to the headboard. She moaned 

aloud again and spread her legs. 

Melvin quickly undressed, kissed her on her mouth and worked his way slowly down. He stopped to 

work on her breasts and then put his head between her legs. She was wet and as her legs began to kick, he 

hoisted himself on her and eased his cock inside her. Immediately, her legs wrapped around his waist as 

she cried out. 

He wasn’t sure when she came or how many times before he exploded inside her, but afterwards she 

simply rested with a smile on her lips and her eyes closed. 

“I was waiting so long for you Master Melvin,” she whispered. 

“You rest now. I’ll be back later.” 

“With Aatun I hope. She deserves some attention too.” 

Melvin dressed again. He found it annoying males were suppose to be fully dressed outside of their 

bedrooms and wear heavy boots. Still, that same custom had women barefoot and partially undressed if 

not naked, so he didn’t want to change things. 



When he returned to the entertainment room, he found Aatun with the top of her dress down, 

hanging from her belt. As she lay on the couch a movie played on the viewscreen of a naked woman 

being disciplined by a male and another woman. 

Aatun was slowly masturbating as she looked up at him. “Master Melvin, I hope you don’t mind, but 

I got so excited thinking of what you were doing to Celestia, I just couldn’t resist.” 

“Not at all...” 

She removed her hand and pushed down her dress. 

“No, please continue. I want to watch you.” He sat at the far end of the couch. 

“Yes, Master Melvin.” She lifted up her dress and pushed her fingers just inside her lips while her 

other hand massaged her breasts. 

He noted that she didn’t speed up towards the end, though her body moved more expressively. 

Occasionally, she switched hands and sometimes used her free hand to squeeze her ass. When she did 

come, she closed her eyes tight and whispered words  that didn’t seem connected to each other. 

Then she opened her eyes, smiling at him. “Thank you for letting me masturbate.” 

“Thanks for letting me watch.” 

“I wanted you to see me. I was going as slow as I could as I waited for you to come back here and 

catch me in the act. I wanted you to know there is nothing I won’t do for you.” She blushed. 

Melvin grinned back at her. “You and Celestia give me so much. He rested his hand on her foot, his 

thumb rubbing the sole. “Come here. Let me hold you while we see the rest of the show.” 

She grinned and slid next to him, her head resting on his shoulder. “This is so nice. We really missed 

you.” 

His arm went around her, his fingers occasionally touching her breast. “I hope you didn’t get into too 

much trouble with Helena.” 

Aatun rested her hand on his stomach. “No, not really... Master Melvin I know you’re still learning 

some of the customs of Praxton, and I don’t want to sound forward, but it is expected for the male to be 

aggressive in dealing with his females.” She licked her lips, but remained silent. 

“Go on. Do you mean giving you orders?” 

“Yes, that’s part of it. But I also mean more discipline.” 

“Alright, but I rarely see anything to punish you or Celestia for.” 

“But actually the male normally punishes the female when he sees fit to do so, or just to show her he 

is in control. She doesn’t have to do something wrong to get his attention.” She lifted her head to look at 

him. “Sometimes I have this fantasy that you have me naked, with my hands held above my head, as you 

walk around with a whip in your hand. I would like that, because it shows you care enough about me to 

discipline me.” 

“I can do that, but I don’t want to hurt you.” 

“Praxton females are tough. I wouldn’t want to be whipped hard, but I like the thought you could do 

that to me, that you would grab me by my hair and lead me to the discipline room.” 

“Okay, I understand.” He kissed her. “But maybe I want you for something else tonight.” He took 

her by her hand. “I think it’s time for bed.” 

“Oh, Can I assume Celestia will be waiting for us there?” 

“Yes, I left her there restrained.” 

“That’s good. I think it will be a very fun evening.” 

* * * * 

Melvin quietly slipped out of bed and looked back at the sleeping women he was between a minute 

earlier. He tried to quietly get dressed, but as he slipped on his boots, Celestia woke up. She lifted up her 

head and smiled at him. 

“Good morning,” he whispered. “Do you want me to uncuff you?” He looked at her ankle in the 

wide metal cuff chained to the foot of the bed. 

“No, I think I’ll sleep in a bit more.” She slid over to Aatun and cuddled up to her, pulling the covers 

around them. 

Melvin sighed and left the room. He wondered why his mind kept going back to a woman on Earth 



when he had two females to share his bed when he wanted. 

“Good morning, Master Melvin.” Helena spoke as she poured him a cup of coffee “I don’t 

understand how you can drink that stuff plain.” 

He noticed she had checked to see if he was dressed appropriately. He didn’t like wearing boots all 

the time, but had learned it was something he had to do. “It’s an acquired taste. The females are still 

sleeping in my bed by the way.” 

“I know. I checked their bed last night to secure them and assumed they were with you. I’ll make 

sure they get up within the hour. I don’t want them to get in a habit of sleeping in, and today they have to 

do their exercises.” 

He nodded, knowing part of being a Praxton female was to look as good as they could, which 

included regular exercise. “I may be going to Earth and have to leave here for a couple of weeks. I feel 

the only way I can get a fair price for my land is to go to where there are more corporations that will pay 

for what its worth.” 

“When would this be?” 

“I might leave next week. Depends on the final offer I get from Provost Minerals. My visit to Earth 

might spur them into being serious.” 

“The females will miss you very much.” 

“Well, I was thinking about taking them and you along. But I’m not sure how well they would be 

received when they enter Alliance territory.” 

“It would be difficult, as they know nothing about life outside of Praxton, other than the occasional 

viewscreen show. They also are not well enough behaved yet to be rewarded for such a trip. I do believe 

you are still too soft with them, and they think they can get away with too much.” 

“I’ll take your word for it, but I honestly don’t see the problem.” 

“It’s the little things I’m talking about, stuff they know about. For example, they have a tendency to 

not always sit properly with their back straight. They look at your face too often to see what you want 

instead of instinctively doing it. And I really wish they would kneel in front of you more often when you 

sit down, instead of remaining in their chairs. That’s being just plain lazy.” 

“Well I guess I have learning to do and so do they.” 

“Don’t worry Master Melvin. I guarantee you will see a change in them when you return from Earth. 

I will not spare the whip on them.” 

* * * * 

Melvin sat in his office and booked his flight to Earth, deciding he could cancel if Provost Minerals 

came through with a better offer. He hoped they didn’t so he would have an excuse to visit his home 

world, though he realized if they did pay up, he could go there anyway. The problem was departing 

Praxton and leaving Helena in charge of the household again so soon after his last trip. His tablet, a 

computer the size of a thin book, showed him the confirmation booking of his flight. Satisfied, he decided 

to send a letter to one of the explorations companies on Earth. He switched the computer to dictate mode. 

“Send a letter to Richardson and Partners, requesting a meeting regarding the deposits found on 

Praxton.” 

He read the draft letter. “Increase the urgency of the request by five points.” 

The software program adjusted the wording of the letter. Satisfied, he decided to add another 

paragraph. “I want a one hundred word summary of the data obtained from Keswick file, sheet seven 

added as the next paragraph.” 

He looked at the finished letter and turned on the keyboard. A glowing, holographic keyboard sprung 

out from the computer. He typed in a few sentences, saved the document and then instructed the computer 

to send it. 

He had hoped the Seaview Group would make an offer, but he knew they had a tendency to make 

last minute offers after finding out what the competition proposed. They liked to do things as cheaply as 

possible and didn’t have a good name in the exploration field. 

He was interrupted by Helena as he contemplated about Earth. 

“Master Melvin, there is a call for you. She identified herself as Donna Straus of Provost Minerals.” 



“Forward the call to here, please.” 

Helena smiled and he knew that was his tendency to use the word please, when most males on 

Praxton simply gave out an order. 

“Ms. Straus, what can I do for you?” He noticed the background showed her hotel room and she was 

without a collar. 

She peered back at him through the small viewscreen of his tablet. “Please call me Donna. Ms. 

Straus is a bit formal. I would like to meet with you to discuss our final offer for the rights of the land you 

surveyed.” 

“Sure, fine with me.” 

“Melvin, how about coming to the hotel where I’m staying? I can arrange for one of the meeting 

rooms.” 

“No, I don’t think so, Donna. You wasted my time the last meeting with a very low offer. If you 

have a decent offer, you can come to my place and present it to me.” 

Her face dropped the smile for a moment, but then returned. “Certainly Melvin, if that is your 

preference, tomorrow morning at ten?” 

“Fine, I’ll have the coffee on.” He broke the call and leaned back in his chair with his hands behind 

his head. “Well Donna, let’s see how you handle yourself in a Praxton home.” 

He wandered back into the living room to find Aatun sitting in a plain chair wearing a very wide 

collar that was holding her neck straight. Wide cuffs were on her arms just above her elbows and were 

pulled back by a chain that went between them and behind the back of the chair. She was also only 

wearing a skirt, and Melvin looked at her breasts that were thrust forward. 

“Hello, Master Melvin.” She tried to smile but her collar restricted her jaw movement. 

“Hello Aatun. Posture training?” 

“Yes, Master Melvin. I need to remember posture is part of looking attractive to you. I am sorry I 

wasn’t better behaved before.” 

He nodded. “Where is Celestia?” 

“She is in the discipline room with Helena, Master Melvin.” 

He went upstairs, thinking he had never been called Master Melvin so many times in such a brief 

conversation. He went into the discipline room just as Helena was leaving. 

“Master Melvin, I have left Celestia in there until lunch time. I thought she and Aatun needed a little 

talk on what was expected during the next few days before you go to Earth. I hope that meets with your 

approval.” 

“Of course.” 

He entered the room and saw a nude Celestia cuffed spread-eagle to a wall. A dark device, shaped 

like a large umbrella, pushed the middle of her back away from the wall, bending her into a curve. Her 

hair had been wrapped around a rope and tied to the ceiling. Soft red marks showed on her legs and 

breasts where she had been whipped. A metal leash hung from her collar to between her legs. 

“Master Melvin, I am sorry for not being more obedient to your needs. Please forgive me.” 

“I forgive you. Are you okay?” 

“I am fine, Master Melvin. Are you going to whip me some more? I do deserve it.” 

He remembered his conversation last night with Aatun, implying they wanted more discipline. He 

picked up a multi-stranded whip and looked at her. She was staring at the whip as she took in a deep 

breath. 

Melvin took several long, slow swings across her breasts and heard her gasp. Then he turned the 

whip to her lower legs and feet. He knew Helena would have struck her harder, but he didn’t want to risk 

damaging her skin that was already red. 

“Next time I will whip you harder, but on your back.” 

“Yes Master Melvin. Thank you Master Melvin.” 

He left the room and went downstairs, seeing Helena was busy setting the dining room table for 

lunch. 

“The females will be having lunch later, after they have had a chance to think about what they have 



done wrong.” 

“Alright, I need them to look proper for our visit tomorrow morning.” 

“Master Melvin, they will be on their best behaviour and looking their best.” 

“I know I can count on you.” 

She blushed. “Thank you Master Melvin. You are so nice to work under.” 

 

  



 

Chapter Three 
 

Donna sat across from Elizabeth in the Shadows Lounge, located in the hotel where Donna was 

staying. She gave their order to a topless waitress wearing a short skirt, collar, and four cuffs linked by 

chains to a belt around her waist. In addition, she wore nipple jewellery shaped like butterflies. Along 

with the high heels, it looked like the typical apparel worn by females on Praxton. Elizabeth also wore 

something similar but was also wearing a shirt, even it was rather transparent. 

“So Ms. Reynolds, can you give me some advice on what to expect when I go to the home of a 

Praxton male, and what I should do to not offend him? I think I already managed that.” She looked at the 

multi-coloured hair, admiring the effect on an already gorgeous woman. 

“Call me Lizzy. I can try.” 

“For a thousand dollars, I expect more than I can try.” 

“So, for a thousand dollars you want to know everything about Praxton culture. Good luck in 

understanding that in an hour.” 

“Do your best.” 

“Very well, I’ll do what I can. Give me a question.” 

“First, what is a freelancer?” 

“I work for money, and on Alliance worlds, that would be the equivalent of a prostitute. A male will 

hire me for services, and I do what they want.” 

“But don’t all men already have women under them?” 

“Yes, but men are men. Even if they have females sometimes, they want something different. I 

generally get hired by males with only one or two females.” 

“Don’t the females resent you? 

“Of course they do. I have stayed in a household for a week and it wasn’t always pleasant. But if the 

male wants me in the household, there is little the other females can do about it.” 

“You’re wearing a collar. Doesn’t that mean you have a guardian?” 

She shrugged. “Technically, yes. A female on Praxton needs a guardian to make life easier, though 

some freelancers will go without a collar. To me, that is advertising their services a bit too much. But the 

guardian I serve has an arrangement with me. He lets me offer my services for a percentage of what I 

make. He’s gay so he really doesn’t care to have females, but on Praxton it is expected that males are a 

guardian to at least one female.” She took a drink of her highball. “Now why are you so worried about 

meeting this male?” 

“I managed to offend him, when we first met.” 

“How so?” 

“It was out in a wilderness area where he was doing exploratory work. I came across him washing up 

in the river. He was naked and wasn’t happy I was there.” 

Lizzy covered her face with her hands for a moment. “Oh my God, you approached a male who 

wasn’t your guardian when he was naked? What did he do?” 

“He acted rather rudely and went past me to his shelter. I tried to flirt with him to relieve the tension, 

but that seemed to make matters worse.” 

“You’re very lucky. Most Praxton males would have ripped off your clothes and tethered you the 

nearest post with chain to your collar. Then he would have demanded to know who your guardian was. 

Your guardian and he would have come to a settlement over what to do about you. It would have been a 

difficult time for you and very painful.” 

“I don’t have a guardian.” 

“Then he would have been within his rights to punish you right there and then. That would have 

likely included a spanking or a whipping. He likely would have taken you to his home and cage you, 

while he decided what else to do with you. If he had turned you over to the authorities, you would have 

been charged and likely been imprisoned.” 



“But I’m an Alliance citizen.” 

“You’re on Praxton and have to obey our laws. I doubt any Alliance authority would make a big fuss 

over what happens to a citizen who breaks the local laws, as long as you’re not unduly punished.” 

“I didn’t realize what I did was wrong.” 

“Then you should have talked to me before you stepped outside the tourist zone.” 

“You’re right. Now what do I need to know when I step inside his home?” 

“Well make sure you are wearing Praxton fashions. That includes a collar and at least one set of 

cuffs, preferably on your wrists. Have a chain run between the cuffs or to your collar. Make sure your 

collar and cuffs are locked, otherwise it appears you don’t have a guardian, which makes you a freelancer. 

Also do not wear bra, no matter how revealing the dress is.” 

“Alright.” 

Now are you going to have a male companion with you?” 

“Yes, an associate.” 

“When you arrive at the house, he is to enter first. Remember, males always take the lead. That’s 

very important.” 

“Okay.” 

“When you enter the home, you must remove your shoes, and he is to keep his on. The only women 

that normally wear shoes in the home are the housekeepers. After you arrive in the living room or 

wherever you are meeting, wait for the males to sit first. When you sit, do so slowly and gracefully. If 

your skirt is tight fitting, do not tug it down as you sit. Allow it to ride up as high as it wants, even if that 

means your ass is exposed. If it is loose fitting, lift up the back and allow it to drape around you. When 

you are sitting, do not press your knees together, keep them about a hand’s width apart. You must not 

cross your legs, not even at the ankles. That would be an insult to every male in the room. If your legs get 

tired, you may slide one foot slightly forward.” 

“Those Praxton dresses and skirts are awfully short.” 

“Yes, it is acceptable for a female to allow the top of her legs and underwear, if she decides to wear 

any, to be seen. Don’t act embarrassed by what is shown. All Praxton females are seen naked in a lot of 

different circumstances. We do not consider that to be embarrassing and are proud of our bodies.” 

“Okay. I think I understand what you’re saying.” 

“Good. There is one other thing, though I doubt you’ll have to worry about it. If two females like 

each other as friends, they will sometimes hug each other and pat the other on their ass. So, if another 

female pats you on the ass, it will likely be just a sign of friendship or that they like you as a person, 

though as I mentioned before, that will be unlikely.” 

“Okay, I heard you, although, I still find this Praxton female sexuality with each other troubling.” 

“Don’t jump to conclusions. Praxton females favour men, but because there is a shortage of males, 

they end up spending a lot of time together. The females do have a lot of physical contact, but that doesn’t 

mean they have sex with each other all the time. It’s more touching and exchange of kisses.” 

“I see. Anything else?” 

“Yeah, when you are talking to a Praxton male, do not assume you are his equal. Show respect and 

avoid eye contact. Look at his chest and listen attentively. It is important to show respect, something 

you’ll find helpful even off Praxton.” 

Donna blinked before she answered, choosing her words and tone of voice carefully. “Thank you, 

you have been most helpful.” 

* * * * 

Donna locked the collar around her neck and then attached the chains from her wrist cuffs to the ring 

in the collar. The metal collar felt restricting and she sighed as she looked in the full-length viewscreen. 

“Great, I look like a proper slave girl.” She tried to adjust her dress, but the clingy blue fabric showed off 

her bust readily, and there was no doubt that her nipples were slightly erect. “Damn it, stay down.” The 

dress had large buttons at the back that went from the waist to the top and then continued along the 

sleeves. “What kind of society designs dresses that can be undone even when the woman is tied up?” Her 

hands reached behind the dress and she found she could just reach the hem. She walked over to a chair 



and practiced lifting up her skirt behind her as she sat. Donna tried sitting up straight and keeping her 

knees slightly apart. “It’s going to be a long morning.” 

She met with her associate in the hotel lobby and noticed his long stare at her. 

“Don’t you dare say a word, I’m doing this to try to land a contract, and if you do any blabbing about 

this when we get home, I’ll have your balls. Understand?” 

“Absolutely.” Ken Thompson looked torn between continuing to look at her and the exit doors. He 

wore a Praxton style shirt, but had kept on Alliance pants and shoes. 

“Then let’s get this over with.” 

The transport dropped them in front of a home that had Donna dropping her jaw in surprise. The 

two-story home had a stone wall protecting a treed front yard. She followed Ken slowly up the brick 

walkway, astonished that dwellings like this were not unusual on Praxton. On Earth, like most habitable 

planets, most people lived in apartments contained within larger superstructures. Single-family homes 

were reserved for only the very wealthy and where permitted by law. 

A housekeeper greeted them at the door, and after Donna removed her shoes, they were led to the 

living room. Donna looked around at the spacious décor and then up to where the stairs went to the 

second floor. One of the upper walls was made of glass where she saw a shower and bath. She continued 

to look around, noticing that there were hooks in the wall at different intervals. Her attention turned to the 

arrival of Melvin, with two female companions. 

She stammered out an introduction. “Mr. Taylor, this is Ken Thompson.” 

He grinned and stuck out his hand. “Call me Melvin.” 

Donna waited until the men sat first and then sat on a couch next to Ken, carefully opening her dress 

behind her. She noticed the female companions knelt on either side of Melvin’s armchair. One was 

wearing a thin dress, while the other had on a short top and even shorter skirt. The dress was thin enough 

to show she was without any underwear, and when the other female allowed the tight skirt to rise, she 

could see a glimpse of her panties there as well. Both wore a full complement of cuffs and chains. 

Donna spoke carefully and slowly, answering a few questions and then asking minor questions on 

how his survey went. Refreshments arrived and like Lizzy said, the men were served first. She observed 

Melvin and thought back to their encounter at the lake. He looked big, powerful, and with his open shirt, 

rather intimidating. She stole a glance at Ken and decided he would not have been any match against 

Melvin, as far as any protection was concerned. She had a vision of Melvin subduing her back at the lake, 

removing her clothes and then chaining her up to a tree. She swallowed, knowing it was something that 

could have happened. She would have been his prisoner and he could have exacted all the punishment he 

desired on her. 

“So do you have a new offer for me to consider?” He was looking at her and she realized she was 

staring. 

She took a deep breath to compose herself. “I hope you understand that I had to go out on a limb to 

make this proposition. However, I am pleased to offer you two million dollars for the five hundred square 

kilometres.” 

Melvin sat quietly and then took a drink. “Is that your final offer?” 

“Well, we are open to a counter proposal.” 

“Seeing that you did raise your first offer, I will lower mine. “Ten million dollars...” 

Donna shook her head. “I’m sorry but that is just not reasonable. What other company that invests in 

this region of space is willing to pay that sum?” 

“None that I’m aware of, but that is what the mineral rights are worth as far as I’m concerned. If you 

are not willing to pay, then I will find someone who will.” 

* * * * 

Donna opened the link to Provost Minerals as she sat in her hotel room. She first took off the collar 

and cuffs and then talked to her superior. The thin, older man always seemed to be in a state of a 

perpetual frown. 

“I gave him the offer, but he turned it down flat. He seems to know exactly what those rights are 

worth and implied he will try to find someone who will pay it.” 



“Who else is there?” 

“Not any corporations around here, but he was originally from Earth. If he decides to go there, then 

he will find a lot of companies that have the resources to pay close to what he wants.” 

“Damn. I want you to see what he does next. If he goes to Earth, I want you to be on the same ship. 

You can make another offer before he arrives there and hopefully secure a deal.” 

“Yes sir.” 

“Ms. Straus, I do not like to hear of failures. Provost Minerals prides itself on successful people 

working for a successful company. Have a good evening.” 

* * * * 

Melvin Taylor waited until the green light flashed on, and then proceeded through the gate. The 

process of checking into the interstellar flight so far took only a minute, including his luggage. He had 

already declared the drugs in his suitcase and now proceeded to the counter. 

The smiling brunette looked at his documentation on her screen. Next to her there were three other 

plastic and metal counters with female clerks. Behind them patrolled a male guard, frowning as he looked 

on. 

“Mr. Taylor, welcome aboard StarWave Passenger Lines. Do you have other items to declare?” 

Melvin looked back at her. Like all of the women working at the Praxton Space Terminal, she wore a 

collar, a wide metal style with an embedded green coloured ring. The collar matched her cuffs, though the 

cuffs were without the usual chains. He knew she was being friendly as part of her job, and like most 

females on Praxton usually showed immediate respect to men. The guard behind her was there to make 

sure the men didn’t try to take advantage of her submissive nature. 

“No, nothing else.” He saw her eyes flick to the monitor. As he stood in front of her, sensors 

measured his heart rate, eye dilation and voice pitch. She would immediately know if he was telling the 

truth. 

“The drugs are for your own use?” 

“No, I intend to give them as a gift.” 

“Very good, Mr. Taylor, you are free to board.” 

Melvin eased his body into one of the cloth-covered seats of the shuttle. He was average in height 

but with a barrel chest and thick limbs. His muscle came honestly from work, and not from the use of 

pills and electronic stimulation. His occupation of looking for minerals in the deserts of Praxton had paid 

off handsomely, and he struck it rich. That meant he could travel to Earth to raise more capital for another 

exploration dig. It didn’t mean he looked comfortable in his expensive clothes, but at least he was noticed 

in a better light than when he first arrived on Praxton five years ago. 

Melvin, like all passengers, wasn’t fond of the shuttle that took him to the starship. The small ships 

normally shook and shuddered during lift-off, then vibrated on its journey to space. Despite 

soundproofing and the input of white noise, the trip could also be noisy from the power thrusters. He 

didn’t mind when the young man sat next to him, clutching his fingers together. He glanced at the tall, 

long-haired stranger. 

“First space flight?” 

“Yeah...” The skinny man gave a short smile. “I’m wondering what it’s going to feel like and what 

the Alliance Worlds are about.” 

Melvin grinned. “The shuttle ride is the shits. Bumpy and you hear this constant humming sound. 

But the starship is smooth and quiet. My name is Mel.” 

“James. What is the pilot doing?” He pointed at the clear plastic partition that separated the pilot 

from the passengers. 

“Just flight checks, but this thing flies pretty much on autopilot. He can override and go on manual, 

but I never heard of that happening.” 

“So what’s with all the security?” 

“About five years ago the Mita Rebels, who were fighting to free the planet Trojan, blew up a cargo 

transport. No one was on board, but now they use these electronic sniffers for explosives, and check all 

the passengers in case they want to destroy a spaceship.” 



“Sounds like they are a bit paranoid with the security.” 

“Yeah, but it makes it safe.” 

With a jerk, the shuttle lifted off the landing pad and rumbled in a spiral away from Praxton’s 

surface. Melvin looked out the small port window and saw the red desert planet drop away. 

“I heard Mars is red too.” 

“It is, but it’s a lot smaller and doesn’t have big oceans. Everyone on Mars lives inside one of the 

four bubble cities. Are you going there?” 

“Yeah, practical reasons, I’m going to learn about the phasmatis virus. It’s part of my university 

studies, and may have practical applications here on Praxton.” 

Melvin nodded. Ever since Praxton became an associate member of the Alliance Worlds there was 

an increase in the visits to the outside worlds by the Praxton population. Some of it was for business and 

trade, but there was also an increase in tourism and education. “You should have fun on Mars, it’s known 

for its party atmosphere.” 

“So I heard. What are the females like there?” 

Melvin chuckled. “Well, for one they don’t always like to be referred to as females. Try women or 

ladies instead. For another, try to remember these ladies have a mind of their own and won’t submit to a 

man automatically. You won’t see many women wear collars on Mars, and the ones that do, are wearing 

them for the sake of fashion, not because they belong to a male.” 

James looked worried. “How does a male keep his females in line then?” 

“They don’t. And as far as females are concerned, forget that too. The percentage of males is higher 

than females on Mars, around fifty five percent.” 

“Mars doesn’t sound so much fun.” 

“Life is what you make it. If I have a chance to stop in at Mars during the next few months, I’ll look 

you up and we can go for a beer. I’ll bet you’ll be doing fine.” 

* * * * 

Melvin exited the shuttle and entered the enormous starship, a long oval shaped tube with bulge on 

the front that held piloting and ship operations and a second larger bulge at the back that held engines and 

power engineering. In the middle of the ship, a transport ship was attached that held the luggage and 

cargo. 

He went to his cabin, a small room with viewscreens covering two walls and the ceiling, and views 

offering the illusion of a larger room with views of a beach. Melvin typed in a command at the small desk 

and changed the view to that of a cabin in the mountains. He stretched and headed out to the promenade. 

The promenade of the Hidden Gem was not biggest of the starships, but the three levels of shopping, 

bars and entertainment allowed him to pass the time away easily. He looked at people strolling by, and 

there were two distinct groups. One, much smaller in numbers, were people on business. They looked 

space weary, like they had been on too many ships and the promenade looked the same to them as any 

other starship. 

The other group were tourists, both returning home and those leaving Praxton to visit Alliance 

worlds. 

Melvin stared at a small group that were obviously from Praxton and going on their first excursion to 

another world. For most of the history of Praxton, the population could not visit other worlds except with 

special permits for business reasons. The permits had to be issued by Praxton authorities and then there 

was the even more difficult approval by Alliance authorities, including the Charter of Conduct Office, 

which was worried about cultural contamination. Now tourists were allowed to travel to other worlds, and 

the excitement Melvin saw in their eyes was contagious. 

He deduced one group were from Praxton, because there was one male among three females and the 

females not only wore collars, but also had an assortment of chains attached to their cuffs. While tourists 

often tried to copy the fashions of Praxton, the women on Praxton made the restraints look normal. They 

also were able to walk in the higher heels easily, not concerned about how short their skirts were or the 

fact none of them wore a bra. 

Tourists on Praxton looked nervous in the revealing fashions of Praxton. However, the women 



visiting Praxton didn’t go there to just observe, and would soon try the normal wear of the Praxton 

women. The men also would copy the Praxton fashions, which consisted of shirts open at the front, pants 

with a decorated fly that sometimes revealed what was underneath and heavy boots. 

Praxton fashions were having an influence on the rest of the Alliance Worlds, and much to the 

annoyance of the Charter of Conduct Office, women throughout the human worlds were occasionally 

wearing collars and cuffs. The fashion conscious women apparently did not care they represented what 

the Charter called enslavement. Now that there was greater movement of people between the Praxton and 

the Alliance Worlds, Praxton had become the vacation destination of choice for adults. 

Melvin tried his luck at the gambling tables, and after he managed to almost break even, decided to 

move on. He went to Free Movement Lounge on the upper floor that currently was giving a real view of 

the space around them as the Hidden Gem moved away from the gravity influence of Praxton. 

The Free Movement Lounge was named because the soft cushioned, large chairs seemed to float 

across the floor. The slightest push would send the chair slowly over the floor. It was an interesting way 

to meet new people, and Melvin let the chair slowly orientate in a new direction as he sipped on his drink. 

He bumped into a loveseat holding a couple that appeared to have just visited Praxton as tourists. The 

male wore an open blue stripe shirt, green plastic pants with an open weave fly showing black underwear 

and brown boots. 

The short blonde haired woman was the first to give Melvin a smile. “Hi, this is Garth and I’m 

Karen.” 

“Melvin.” He took in her long legs, the top of them barely covered by a tight red skirt. She sat with 

her legs slightly turned to gain a degree of modesty, but she didn’t look uncomfortable wearing the 

Praxton fashions, which included a pink top that showed off butterfly nipple jewellery. She also was 

wearing a dark metal collar with a padlock and thin black chains that ran to her matching wrist cuffs. 

“Are you returning to the Alliance worlds?” Garth placed a hand on Karen’s leg. 

“No, I live on Praxton. I’m going to do business on Earth.” 

Karen’s smile brightened. “Earth? That’s where I was born. I’m sure you’ll love visiting there.” 

“I’m sure too. How was your vacation on Praxton?” 

She looked at Garth, still smiling. “It was fantastic. Like a second honeymoon. We want to go back 

in a few years. It’s a pretty wild place. We went to this bar where just about every woman ended up 

naked.” 

Melvin laughed. “It can get a little crazy at the nightclubs. I see you’re still wearing the Praxton 

female attire, including the collar and cuffs.” 

Karen blushed slightly. “I don’t have much of a choice. Garth put the collar and cuffs on me this 

morning, locked them, and then pocketed the key. He said the collar stays on until he decides otherwise.” 

She grinned. “I guess I’m his slave girl.” 

Garth nodded. “I didn’t hear her objecting at any time.” 

“So did you two buy a suitcase full of clothes and accessories?” 

Karen laughed. “I had to buy another suitcase. Garth bought stuff too. In fact, he still wants to buy 

one of those portable cages. He saw one that has just two sides to it and attaches to the walls and sits in a 

corner of the room. It opens in the top so you stand in this mini cell with two walls and two doors. I can’t 

believe he wants to cage me too.” 

“I saw one in Praxton and there’s this store here that has a catalogue of stuff like that. I guess they 

just ship it on the next flight. I’m trying to convince Karen it would be fun to have and it would not take 

up much space.” 

Melvin noticed their chairs were now slowly drifting apart. “Well, for what it’s worth I find that 

unless you try something you don’t always know what it’s like. Garth, you have collared her so I think 

you should just buy the darn thing. If she gives you any grief over it, just spank her.” He raised his glass 

in a salute as the chairs separated. 

Karen opened her mouth in a mock surprise. “Another spanking? I was never spanked ever until we 

arrived in Praxton and now it has become almost a ritual. When he cages me I’ll be blaming you.” She 

then raised her glass back at him and then began to talk to Garth, raising a finger as she made a point and 



gave him a kiss. 

Melvin talked to two other strangers in single chairs, enjoying the short conversation and then he 

came across another couple as his chair floated to a new position. Like the first couple, they were tourists 

returning home and wearing Praxton fashions. Melissa was not acting submissive to her husband Craig, 

despite wearing a collar. 

“How did you two enjoy your stay at Praxton?” 

She answered quickly. “For him it must have been great, all those half naked women obeying their 

men. I found it a bit silly.” 

“But you’re still wearing Praxton clothes, so you must have enjoyed part of it.” 

She gave a partial smile. “Most women like trying on different clothes, and for a change I could wear 

revealing clothes that are not socially permitted in the world I came from, Regis.” She touched her red 

collar. “This is an item I don’t expect to wear again, so I wanted to put it on once more.” 

Craig, a big man that looked a lot older than his red-haired partner, sighed. “She talks tough, but she 

was the one who suggested we come here and she will wear that collar and others she bought again.” He 

held up a red chain leash that was folded in his hand. “Make no mistake about it. She will listen to me.” 

Melissa rolled her eyes upward. “That leash has yet to be attached to my collar. I bought the extra 

collars for my girlfriends, so they could see what they were like.” 

“Tell me, did I tell you to leave your panties off this morning?” Craig asked with a smile on his face. 

She crossed her arms. “You asked me to.” 

“And did you?” 

“Only because I felt like it.” 

Craig looked at Melvin. “You see what I have to put with?” 

Melvin laughed a deep resonating laugh. “She is a warrior. You have to earn her, I see.” His chair 

began to pivot in another direction, but he saw Craig reach over and began to try to attach the leash to her 

collar. She raised her hands in protest and then they were out his sight. 

He wondered how the waitresses kept track of the customers, but his drink was refreshed on time. 

The waitresses were wore short black skirts and a white blouses, meeting Alliance Worlds acceptable 

fashions, and not topless like in many Praxton bars. Melvin left the lounge and wandered around the ship, 

envisioning Jennifer’s reaction when he contacted her after his arrival on Earth. 

* * * * 

Melvin went to one more lounge, this one with fixed chairs and showing reruns of greatest sport 

moments. Bored, he cut across the promenade to where the movies were shown. He could select the same 

movies from his cabin, but the three dimensional effects were much better on the larger screens. 

Walking towards him and in quiet conversation, he saw Melissa and Craig. They didn’t notice him at 

first, but he saw she was walking barefoot and had the leash attached to her collar. 

Craig saw him first and they crossed over to him. “Hello, just wandering around Melvin?” 

“Yeah, I'm going to take in a show: The Yacht Race of Timora.” 

“I hear that’s pretty good. There’s a fight scene between two boats that’s something else.” 

“Special effects award, I heard.” He pointed at her collar. “So, you did end up with the leash on.” 

“I never should have said that it had yet to be attached. It became a point of honour for him, I 

suppose. He threatened to spank me if I didn’t give in, and so I relented. He also made me leave my shoes 

and purse in the cabin. So, I guess I’m at his mercy.” She rolled her eyes upward.  

Melvin looked back at her. “As long as you’re enjoying yourselves...” 

She gave him a flash of a smile. “We are.” 

 


