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Part One

The Tour
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Chapter 1

Honeysuckle Farm
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Embry Kastel pulled off the two-lane highway as her GPS chimed, “Turn right now.” The crunch of gravel filled the cabin of her sensible compact sedan as she passed under a deceptively innocent hand-painted sign that read Honeysuckle Farm. Embry turned up the radio to hum along to an overplayed pop song—anything to distract from the jitters zipping through her veins.

Trees lined the unpaved road, thick with summer foliage. A quarter mile later, the trunks parted to reveal a long, low red barn and miles of wood-fenced fields beyond. Sun rippled across the rolling greens, trimmed by wildflower pinks.

The gravel road splayed out into a parking lot, which was surprisingly full for a farm with no storefront, and Embry parked between two pickup trucks. She shut off the engine, grabbed her notebook from the passenger seat, and took a deep breath.

Embry hadn’t been this nervous about a story since her first assignment for the Teraton Tribune, nearly a decade prior. For the past two years, she’d been covering women-owned businesses in the Greater Teraton Metropolitan Area, and Honeysuckle Farm would be the latest installment.

Embry had hardly batted an eye interviewing tech magnates and Hollywood darlings, but Honeysuckle Farm was something else entirely. It wasn’t a... usual sort of farm.

Embry willed herself out of the car, which chirped and locked behind her. She cracked open her notebook and ensured that her tour ticket was still tucked between the pages.

She approached a nondescript door with a sign that read Please ring bell and have ID and ticket ready. A high-tech video doorbell stared out from the doorframe with a vacant, glassy eye.

It reminded Embry of a cannabis dispensary. She followed the instructions.

“Well hello there,” a voice called over the speaker with a light southern drawl. “C’mon in.”

The electronic lock on the door clicked, and Embry pushed inside. Someone had gone to great lengths to make the little room as cheery as possible. The walls were sunny yellow and a large painting of an idyllic meadow full of cows hung across from a reception desk.

Embry slid her ID and ticket through the gap in the glass to a young woman in a red gingham shirt and overalls. Her name tag read ‘Dorothy’, and Embry doubted it was her legal name.

Despite her cheerful, relaxed demeanor, Dorothy carefully checked Embry’s documents.

“Alright, yer all set. You can head on through this door and you’ll be in the waitin’ room. The tour guide’ll be in to begin orientation in about five minutes. If you need restrooms or refreshments, those are on the right-hand side as you walk into the waitin’ room.”

“Got it. Thank you, Dorothy.”

“Have a lovely tour!”

The door ahead of Embry thunked as its electronic lock disengaged, and Embry proceeded through to the waiting room. It looked like a country cafe, with a drip coffee pot on a counter to the right and a cluster of half-occupied tables straight ahead. A window on the far side let the afternoon light stream in and provided a view of the fields out back. The slight rumble of an AC unit kept the air pleasantly neutral despite the summer heat.

There was an open table in front of the window, and Embry beelined it for that chair, passing a dozen other patrons in the waiting room. There were mostly humans—or people who looked human, anyway—though there was a pair of satyrs near the coffee. She wondered what it would be like to run into someone you knew at a place like this. For the non-humans, it was probably not all that different from seeing an acquaintance at spin class. 

Embry was once again glad to be unremarkable in every sense: brown hair in a ponytail, brown eyes, lightly tanned, white t-shirt, and jeans. Even people who knew her had trouble picking her from a crowd. It was great for snooping and had served Embry well in her years as a journalist.

She jotted down her observations thus far until the door to the rest of the barn swung open. A short, plump ewe satyr in her mid thirties with curved horns, a frizz of blonde curls, and a button nose emerged. She wore a floral blouse, but her woolly hooved legs were bare.

“Well, hello everyone,” she said. “I’m Brooke and I’ll be your tour guide today. Before we head in, I’ll give you a bit of an introduction to Honeysuckle Farm. And thanks to the regulars for bearing with me, I know you’ve heard this a thousand times before. The mission of Honeysuckle Farm is to promote the health, wellness, and well-being of non-humans—also known as exo-sapiens or just exos—by providing a safe, sanitary, and curated experience for sexual wellness. Even though Teraton has one of the best health care networks in the country, there are glaring gaps in sexual and reproductive wellness support. Everyone you’ll see on tour today is a staff performer here at Honeysuckle Farm. The price of your ticket goes towards their salaries, as well as subsidizing farm services for low-income patrons. What you’ll see today represents just a few of the services that we provide for our patrons. Are there any questions about Honeysuckle Farm overall?”

A few heads shook.

Embry’s mind was uncharacteristically blank—maybe because of Brooke’s thoroughness, or the enchanting, unassuming warmth of her personality. 

“Alright, feel free to ask questions at any point. Once we start on our tour, keep an eye out for the yellow hoofprints on the floor. If at any time you feel uncomfortable or overwhelmed...” Brooke winked, and someone who seemed to be a regular chuckled. “Then follow those hoofprints and you’ll find your way out into the cafeteria, gift shop, and additional restroom facilities. Any other questions? ... No? Alright, then follow me.”
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Chapter 2

Old Faithful


[image: ]




Brooke held open the door and the tour group shuffled through. Embry remained at the rear to better watch the other attendees. There were maybe three or four others whose eyes scanned the room, and the rest, including the two satyrs, seemed to be regulars.

The group paused in an airlock between the cafe and the barn. As Brooke opened the next door, the smell of hay and sex washed over Embry, accompanied by a braying moan and the clicking and whirring of equipment, both near and far.

They stepped out of the finished part of the barn and into a more classic arrangement. To the left, the wooden wall was solid and Embry guessed that the road-facing side of the barn was probably all climate-controlled offices.

To the right was an oversized barn stall, open to the field on the far side. But Embry could hardly take in anything else from the scene as her eyes locked on the stall’s singular occupant—a minotaur. 

His horns were nearly as broad as his shoulders, which were at least four feet across. He wore an unbuttoned red plaid shirt that revealed firm pecs and a padded stomach—the build of a creature who ate what he wanted and could lift a truck.

But try as Embry might to focus his soft-brown eyes or cow’s muzzle, or to catch if his hooves were shod, she could not pry her eyes away from his massive, erect cock, which throbbed inside the clear glass tube of a milking machine.

With every whir of the motor sitting next to the minotaur, his cock lengthened slightly. It was long and cylindrical with a medial ring and flared end. Embry realized she’d been naïve to assume that exos would have the same shape as a human would, and it underscored the importance of the farm’s mission.

Embry had almost convinced herself that her interest in the minotaur’s cock was purely academic until his eyes fluttered and he let out another braying moan and heat tingled between her legs.

“This is Alexander,” Brooke said, waving a pale hand towards the minotaur. “He was one of our first performers. Not only do minotaurs face difficulty finding employment because of prejudices around their size and supposed temperament, but they also often suffer from lack of sexual wellness support during rut, which worsens temperament stereotypes. During his rut cycles, Alexander may spend as long as four hours a day on the milking machine.”

Alexander’s hips twitched forward, one of his hooves pawing into the hay on the floor of the stall. He looked up at the ceiling, too lost in pleasure to pay much mind to the tour group.

“Alexander has a well-earned nickname here—‘Old Faithful’. Just like the geyser, he erupts in nearly exact fifteen-minute intervals. We’re about two minutes out from his next eruption.”

Embry blinked as she did the math. Four orgasms an hour for four hours was sixteen orgasms in a single day. If that’s what it took to support a minotaur in rut, then no wonder they found Teraton’s accommodations lacking.

Alexander moaned again, louder this time, his grip tightening around the handles of his rocking chair. As the milking machine sucked at his cock, clear pre-cum dripped from his slit, sliding down the collecting tube and into the clear glass chamber of the machine. Embry was no expert on industrial milking equipment, but this contraption seemed custom-built to enhance viewing pleasure.

She forced herself to scan the room. Some had averted their eyes, while others were glued onto Alexander, leaning against the half-height stall door. Everywhere she looked, the tips of ears and planes of cheeks were flushed pink—except for Brooke, who stood calmly at the far end of the stall. She watched Alexander, but not with the same intensity—more with an amicable fondness.

Alexander gasped and his hips bucked hard, sending a stream of clear pre-cum down the collection tube.

“About a minute to go,” Brooke said.

The head of Alexander’s cock flared even more, forming a tight seal with the glass of the milking device. His tail lashed violently behind him, fingers gripping the arms of the chair so hard that Embry wondered how the wood didn’t shatter.

“Thirty seconds...” Brooke said.

Alexander took short, heaving breaths, every exhale a moan, every beat of his heart throbbing in his cock. His balls tensed, pulling up towards his base as his hips twitched again.

“Ten... nine...” Brooke said.

“Oh yeah,” Alexander moaned, “That’s the spot...”

“Six... five...”

Alexander squirmed, his breath catching.

“Four... three...”

Alexander’s back arched, his balls tensing hard.

“Two... One...”

The minotaur’s whole body shuddered as thick white cum filled the clear collection tube, the force of Alexander’s orgasm driving it into the collection tank. Alexander lowed with the next pulse, his cock throbbing in time as his body emptied into the milking machine. After the first few pulses, Alexander heaved a sigh and relaxed, but continued to drain cum down the tube with every pulse of suction from the machine.

Finally, the collection tube was empty again, and Alexander settled back as if on the verge of taking a nap—and apparently would do the whole thing over again in fifteen minutes.

Embry eyed the collection tank, which must have had more than a gallon of fresh cum. A gallon! She wondered how he ate enough, let alone drank enough, to keep up with it.

Embry literally pinched herself in a half-hearted effort to bring her mind back from the cloud of heat that had risen around her, and she looked around to find the rest of the tour group with similarly dilated eyes and heated cheeks.

She put her pen to her notebook and stared blankly at the page for a moment, her attempt to find words devolving into re-playing the memory of the minotaur’s eruption. 

Embry didn’t realize Brooke had spoken again until the rest of the group started moving, so she jotted down minotaur, old faithful, GALLON and hurried after them.
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Chapter 3

Shadow Mare
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In the next stall, a fawn satyr fiddled an armature that looked vaguely like a pommel horse. A pinto centaur watched the satyr intently, their skin patched dark and light like their fur, their tail thrashing behind them, weight shifting between their hooves, and fully erect cock hanging between their legs.

Embry had been to a few rodeos as a child, and the stallions’ equipment did occasionally make an appearance, but the centaur’s cock was thicker than she’d remembered a horse’s being.

“Centaurs are where we got our start,” Brooke said. “Our co-founder, Leonard Macintosh, identified a lack of affordable, sanitary options for centaur masturbation. Anatomically, it’s particularly difficult for centaurs to masturbate, creating a large inequity in sexual wellness. Here, Sebastian and Nori demonstrate the assisted shadow mare option.”

“Almost there...” the fawn satyr, Nori, said. “You ready?”

“I’ve been ready for days,” Sebastian said, tail flicking emphatically. “Business trips are the worst...”

Nori patted the padded structure of the phantom mare and Sebastian eagerly reared up, hooking his forehooves over the phantom mare. An iron bar mounted on the ceiling gave his hands something to steady against as his hindquarters bucked instinctively forward.

“Fuck, I need this,” Sebastian said.

As Sebastian humped the phantom mare, grimacing with urgency, Nori turned and grabbed a large translucent tube with a clear bag affixed to one end. As with the milking machine, Embry guessed that such a device was inspired by the livestock trade, but optimized for comfort and viewing enjoyment.

Brooke explained, “Hot water fills the sleeve to provide a warm squeeze, and the inner opening has already been lubricated.”

Nori lined up the sleeve with Sebastian’s thrusting cock and the centaur plunged inside.

Sebastian’s resulting moan sent a ripple of heat down Embry’s spine.

“S-so hot and tight...” Sebastian said, breath now coming in ragged gasps. “As usual...”

Sebastian’s heavy balls slapped against Nori’s arms as the satyr diligently held the sleeve in place.

“Oh god,” Sebastian gasped. “Yes, yes!” Sebastian thrust hard as he climaxed, the bag at the end of the sleeve swelling with his cum, his face contorted in a grimace of pleasure. Sebastian groaned and huffed, and though his cum slowed after several spurts, his thrusting didn’t. His forelegs readjusted on the phantom mare, affording him some additional leverage.

“S-stay right there,” Sebastian said. “There’s more where that came from...”

“Must have been quite the business trip,” Nori quipped.

“Heh, you have no idea... There was this mare I could smell the entire time...”

For the next several minutes, the tour group watched Sebastian hump the phantom mare. Embry forced herself to scan the group again and noticed one of the regulars silently rubbing against the stall door where they leaned against it. Another had their arms crossed, appearing casual at first glance, but they pinched their nipples with each hand.

Embry swallowed hard, wishing she’d brought her water bottle—or better yet, a bucket of cold water to dump on her head. She’d been worried about being uncomfortable at the farm, but what she hadn’t counted on was being so... well, aroused.

“Ohhh...” Sebastian moaned. “Oh, here it comes... here it comes! Fuck!” Sebastian erupted again and the bag at the end of the sleeve swelled even further. Nori was only barely able to keep the sleeve aligned with Sebastian’s wild bucking. This time, Sebastian’s hindquarters gradually stilled, though his cock and balls continued throbbing for several more pulses. Finally, Sebastian heaved a sigh and Nori expertly withdrew the sleeve and jumped away before Sebastian stumbled off of the phantom mare.

“Feeling better?” Nori asked.

“Phew... you know it, champ.” Sebastian ruffled the satyr’s hair. “See you next week.”

“See you next week,” Nori said, winking at the satyr regulars before hauling off the heavy bag of cum.

Sebastian departed in the opposite direction.

A tiny whimper behind Embry pulled her eyes in that direction just in time to see one of the humans dashing away along the trail of yellow painted hoofprints.

Embry took a deep breath and jotted down centaurs, husbandry similarities, cock sleeves, lost a group member as Brooke led them to the next stall.
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Chapter 4

Milk Maid
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Here was a female cow satyr. As part of her pre-research, Embry had learned that it was common, though incorrect, to refer to cow satyrs as half-minotaurs. Her facial features, currently a picture of bliss, were mostly human except for the dark shade of her upturned nose, her long furry ears, and short horns. Like any satyr, her plush torso was human but her ample lower half was digitigrade, ending in hooves and covered with fine black-spotted fur. Her tufted tail swung behind her as she sat in what looked like a massage chair, which allowed her massive tits to hang in front of her, each nipple hooked up to a tube from a milking machine.

Milk drained steadily from each of her tits as the machine rattled. The milk sloshing in the glass tank was just past the two gallon mark.

Brooke said, “It’s important to remember that sexual health is just as important for female exos as for males. Females are too often either left out of the conversation or inappropriately stripped of their sexuality. While milk production is indeed part of child rearing, it’s also highly erotic for many satyr females—especially cows. Though pumping clinics exist, cows can be banned from them for not sufficiently masking their erotic sensations. And tragically, the females with the highest production rate who are in the greatest need of pumping support tend to experience the strongest erotic sensations, as Bessie here can attest.”

The cow-woman sat forward and shifted her position, revealing a thick dildo mounted in the chair’s seat. As her ass thudded back onto the chair, she whimpered with pleasure.

“Mmmhmm,” Bessie said. “I got ban-listed from every pumping clinic in the city...” There was pride in her voice as she wiggled on the dildo, sending her ass quivering. “Ohhh, and I think you’re about to see why... This is one lucky tour group, Brooke. Of course, it helps when you bring me such a large group—you know how I like an audience...” As if to underscore her point, a gush of milk washed down the clear tubes.
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