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For his entire life, Cole had grown up right next to paradise.

Of course, in the sprawling farmlands in Northwest Texas, paradise was acres away from his window, and for most of his life, he didn't even realize there was anything special over at Ms. Tucker's Ranch. In fact, he didn't think about it for the most part. He knew that the farm to the left of his home belonged to Mr. and Mrs. Garfield, and they used it to grow fields of vegetables that they sold at the local farmer's market and gave out to family. They were older and retired, and they didn't depend on their small farm to make a living. It was more of a hobby for them, a way to pass the time and keep active as they grew older. Cole knew the couple well, because he was over there helping at least once a month and sometimes more depending on the season, helping them to do the more difficult back-breaking work that was better suited to a young man like him. He was always glad to help, and he was always rewarded with an armful of fresh vegetables and a bouquet of flowers - which he always gave to his mama. As he grew older, the Garfields needed more and more help, and he was always there to give it to them.

On the right side of his father's ranch, however, was Ms. Tucker. She was a nice older lady, quite beautiful if Cole was being honest, but she kept mostly to herself. There was always something mysterious about her, though Cole had learned from the way people looked at her and talked about her that she wasn't completely a welcome part of the community. Whenever he helped out with the Garfields at the farmer's market, however, Ms. Tucker would stop by with a warm smile and a soft voice and a good eye for the tastiest cucumbers and tomatoes. Although the Garfields were cold to her, Cole always gave her a bit more customer service to make up for it. He always had a few questions in the back of his mind about Ms. Tucker and her ranch, but his parents had always avoided the topic when he brought it up, and so he stayed away from it.

Eventually, Cole went from being a teenage ranch hand helping out with his father's land to an adult that was an equal partner, who put in as much or more work into the ranch as his dad did. Every day, he went out and earned his rent and food, and any profits they made from their steer, his father would split with Cole. Of course, Cole was a man of simple tastes. He never bought anything extravagant. Their town was too small to have any fancy, expensive restaurants or clubs to blow his money on. He was happy with the hand-me-down truck that he had bought for a few thousand bucks from a cousin when he had first gotten his driver's license. He kept his money saved up and didn't go out most nights, choosing instead to stay in and rest after working his body hard every day. Whenever he reflected on his life, he decided that he was a good man, and that he was doing his best to make his parents proud. However, that one tiny question still lingered in his mind when he was alone in his room at night.

Why didn't anyone like Ms. Tucker? What kind of farm did she have?

When he first started pondering the question, his mind went to drugs. Of course, he quickly realized that was silly. The town sheriffs would have caught her years ago, even with her private farm. He then took it a step down and considered tobacco. Maybe she was making moonshine. Or maybe she had some organic farm that was putting the rest of the farms in the area out of business. His mind worked at the problem through the day and into the night, and each suggestion seemed more outlandish than the rest.

Then one night, lying in bed with nothing to occupy his bored mind, a thought came to him. He was an adult now. He could go over to the edge of his father's land and look over at Ms. Tucker's land. All his life, his father had ordered him never to go to that east side fence, and all his life, he had followed those orders. But now, there didn't seem to be anything stopping him. He was old enough to know the truth, he thought. And so, he got up from his bed and put on his boots and his denim jacket.  He got a flashlight and a pair of binoculars, and he snuck out of his house for the first time in his life. He wondered if it could even be considered sneaking out, as he was already twenty years old. Still, his heart hadn't pounded so hard in a long time as he crept out through the front door while his parents were back in their bedroom, hopefully asleep.

As soon as he was out and into the yard, he jumped into the air and pumped his fist in victory. Then he stopped and stood in place. He looked around, his face flushing at the thought of someone having seen him, though of course there was no one around.

"This is ridiculous," he said to himself. "You're an adult now, Cole. You're not doing anything wrong."

Cole made his way around the house, turning on his flashlight as soon as he was a few yards away. Most of the land to the east was simple grazing land for the livestock that they raised.  There was something strangely exciting about disobeying the old rules that his father had set up. It made his feet move faster. He was finally going to solve the mystery.

By the time he reached the fence between their properties, he had started in on a full jog. His breath was coming fast. He propped himself up on the chain link fence and squinted his eyes, trying to get a look of Ms. Tucker's farm in the dark. As far as he could tell, there was only an empty field of grass that stretched on all the way to her house and the barn. His heart sank. There didn't seem to be anything illicit at all. Just to be safe, he lifted up his binoculars and looked over at the two structures. He stood there for a long time, catching his breath as he tried to find anything out of place. The curtains were all drawn on the windows, but there was still a warm glow coming from them. The flood light on top of the barn was still on, and Cole was wondering if it was a motion sensor that turned it on. If it was, that would mean someone or something was moving out there. He waited patiently as the minutes stretched on. His curiosity was burning now. 

He let the binoculars fall down against his chest. He used his naked eyes to scope the place out one more time before he made the boldest decision of his life. He braced his hands on the fence and kicked off the ground, jumping over the barrier with only a soft thud and the rattle of the chain links. He crouched down on the other side, breathing fast and hard from the nerves that were overtaking him now. He was trespassing. He could get into serious trouble over this - if he got caught. He would have to make sure he wasn't caught.

Cole laid low, making his way across the empty field until he was just on the edge of where the light from the barn touched the ground. His hands were shaking. The barn door was ajar, and there was a light on inside, but Cole couldn't see into it from so far away. He walked around the perimeter, sticking to the darkness, doing his best not to make any noise or stick out too much. However, he quickly realized he couldn't see anything.

It didn't seem that Ms. Tucker was outside, and so he went to the side of the barn and pressed himself against its wall. He crept to the front corner of it, peering around for any sign of human presence. He turned the corner to the front of the barn, where he was completely exposed. The light above the door was like a spotlight on him, and it almost made him slink back. However, strange sounds from the barns like he had never heard before were coming out of the door. He listened in, trying to figure out what kind of animals could be in there. He could hear machinery running, and then soft mewls. He wondered if it was sheep or alpacas or some other animals he had never had before on his ranch. The only way to know for sure, of course, was to look inside and see for himself.

Cole took a few quiet steps to the side until he was finally in the doorway. Although it was only a matter of feet, it felt like a mile under the pressure of the situation. He pivoted his body on his heel to look inside. Holding onto the edge of the door, he stuck his head in through the small opening and looked in.

Cole's mind was working too fast under nerve-wracking stress, and so it took a few moments for himself to calm his brain down enough to even be able to see. His vision was oddly blurred as he was unable to focus on any one thing. His mind took in the general layout. To the left were large pens, all in a row and private except for a small window at the front. In the back of the barn was a large metal machine attached to a rafter that was humming now. There were clear tubes that went into the machine. He didn't have much time to look into how it worked, however, as something much more pressing caught his attention.

There were women all standing in front of the machine. Though it was only their backs facing Cole, he could tell immediately that they were completely naked. He looked at six round, perfect asses, and then looked at them again just to be sure. He realized then that these women were the sources of the moans.

Cole had never seen anything like it in his life, and so he stared like his mom had always told him not to. His mouth was open, his eyes were wide, and he was gawking in the rudest way possible. Cole had been pretty popular in his high school days, and he had had a girlfriend or two in his time, but that was nothing like this.

"Enjoying the show?"

The voice startled Cole enough to make him step backwards and trip over his own boots. He fell on his ass in the dirt in front of the barn door, and then he scrambled to get up, ignoring his aching backside and ego.

"I'm sorry, ma'am," he said immediately. Ms. Tucker opened the door more to look out at him. He was slightly relieved to see amusement and pity on her face, but it still didn't help with the huge amount of burning shame that was making his cheeks painfully hot.

"How many times have you been here?" Ms. Tucker asked, her lips curving downward in vague annoyance.

Cole glanced down at her body, just to make certain she was dressed.  It would have been far too difficult to concentrate on conversation if she had been nude. 

"Excuse me?" he asked.

"Oh, the boys around the area always come down here to try and get a peek of my girls. You're not the first to be caught. I just wondered how long you've
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