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I couldn’t stop thinking about what Argus said last night. When we returned home, my husband was more than mad. He didn’t say a word this morning as he left for work.

Argus was one of the few men that could ruffle Logan’s feathers.

Logan was a good husband and father to our kids. He never got too mad at me, and he did not raise a hand to our children, even when they pushed the big red button.

Argus Pierce knew precisely how to press the button, and last night, he didn’t just push it; he stomped on it.

Bruce, the bartender and Logan’s good friend, pointed out many times after Argus left that Logan started the discussion and pushed Argus’s button first.

Logan’s one bad trait was starting many arguments and fist fights that his mind and body couldn’t finish. That was how Bruce and he became friends.

We lived in a small town, one of those towns that was dying because of all the technological advances. The only thing we had going for us was the big meat plant near the highway; everyone knew it by the smell and what we called the Red River; a small stream of blood still poured down the length of the dirt road leading to the plant.

Other than the plant and the logging industry on the other side of town, there were only retail stores and truck stops. All the other big stores were moving out and going somewhere else.

I worked for the feed store and sometimes helped Bruce at the bar. Bruce and I dated in high school, and that was how Logan and I met. Bruce introduced us, and from there, our relationship blossomed.

One night, Bruce came to our house, and we discussed the old times during high school. Logan was dating Carlie, and I was with Bruce then.

Bruce told the story about how we first kissed and the first time my father caught us. Logan didn’t like how he was looking at me and started an argument.

Bruce is a big man, so most people know to stay clear of him, but Logan thought he could put him in his place. He was wrong. Since then, they have been best friends.

“Helen?” one of the customers brought me back to reality.

“Tracy,” I smiled.

The other thing about being in a small town like this one is everybody knew everybody.

I went back to work and put last night’s events behind me. At least I was the only one who could.

“That asshole!” Logan said as we climbed into bed.

“Like Bruce said you brought it up,” I pulled the covers over me.

Logan and I had gone to the bar to get a few drinks. Logan started talking about our new rack and how he couldn’t wait to put me in it.

I loved being tied up and used for his pleasure. Since we started getting into the lifestyle, we couldn’t stop.

It started one afternoon before we hosted a few friends for a college basketball game. Bruce began to tie me to the bed. I was hoping for a good fuck and more, but after he tied me to the bed, he got up.

He left me there, tied to the bed naked for all to see. Bruce laughed as he got ready for our guests.

I was sprawled out and as naked as the day I was born. I heard the doorbell ring, and guests arrived. Anyone of them could come upstairs and see me as Bruce left the door wide open. I couldn’t call for him with the ball gag in my mouth.

Hearing everyone downstairs cheering and yelling at the game made me hot. I was squirming on the bed, begging for one of them to come up and satisfy my burning need for attention.

Then it happened: My boss came up the stairs. I heard him go to the bathroom, and he passed the door.

I remember the look on his face. He smiled and stared at me, leaning against the door jam. He was impressed at Logan’s knots. He walked into the room and around the bed, touching the rope holding me in place.

Even the memory made me hot and bothered. A man so close but not touching me, not staring at my breasts or my glistening hot box, he was more impressed at the damn knots than me.

He smiled and then exited. Two more men came into the room; one even sat on the bed and talked to his wife; they ignored me like I wasn’t even there. It was driving me crazy. I yelled and pulled on my restraints, begging them to touch me, feel me, talk to me!

I knew Logan was behind it. He was sending these men up to drive me crazy.

It wasn’t until late at night that Logan came into the room. With a single touch to my skin, he made me spasm uncontrollably. I had never experienced such a back-breaking orgasm before, but after that night, the both of us experienced multiple moments of pure bliss.

I even got to peg Logan on many occasions, bending him over the old rack in our basement, tying him to it so he couldn’t move as I rammed my fake twelve-inch cock into his ass and made him beg for more.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The new direction in our sex life had brought something new and exciting to our relationship; before that, we were heading nowhere; sex was boring and became mundane, even planned. We were in a bind, which caused a rift in our marriage.

We loved it and bought many things, and even though, compared to many people, we were relatively new, we were learning and growing.

Bruce took it much more seriously than I did; that night, he took it way too far.

Argus came to the bar to get a drink from Bruce while Logan was bragging about the new rack with the attachments he wanted.

Bruce told Argus about it, and as usual, Argus just shrugged. Argus hardly ever got excited about anything, so Bruce had to rub it in that we weren’t vanilla and not normies, as some people called the people who liked the casual way of doing sex.

Argus ignored him for a while until Bruce said that Argus knew nothing about doing anything taboo.

Argus, who was a black man that dated purely white women, went off on him. He told Bruce we weren’t doing anything taboo; we were just an ordinary white couple adding sprinkles to our vanilla ice cream. He told us if we wanted to do something taboo that, we should date, marry, or even have kids with someone of a different ethnicity.

Bruce agreed with him. I never thought Bruce would be one to agree with interracial dating as he was a prominent person who agreed that the races should never mix, but he did agree it was taboo and more risqué than what we were doing.

This rubbed Logan the wrong way. It made me rethink my thoughts.

Logan and I spent another night without even touching each other.

~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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Bruce had to work on Saturdays. The kids were doing their usual thing, and I took the opportunity to look online. I had never been big into porn. I thought it was more for men to watch than for women.

I made sure to lock the door so if the kids wanted me, they would have to knock. I looked up interracial porn, something I had never looked at, never thought of a black man other than they were males that I worked with, knew from being around town, or just people I talked to randomly.

I watched one and then another; I didn’t see the big deal; it was just like regular porn, except the male had black skin.

None of them had inhumanly-sized cocks; I had seen bigger ones in real life as many of the bar patrons loved to send dick pictures to my social website that was linked to the bar’s online page. Logan was almost eight inches thick, which was good enough for me.

The more I watched, the less I felt I was missing anything. It was the same: fake moans, talking dirty to please the man’s ego. That was something I never did with Logan; I never faked it. I never told him he was doing well if he wasn’t, which brought on the new change.

‘I know it’s your day off, but can you come in?’ Bruce texted.

‘Sure,’ I replied.

My oldest son could watch the others, so I could go to the bar for a few hours and get my mind off things.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Thanks!” Bruce said as I walked in and lifted the partition to go behind the bar.

“Needed a break,” I smiled.

I went about my things, and then I saw him.

Argus was drinking at one of the tables with a few friends.

I stepped from behind the bar and approached him.

“Sorry,” I said as I interrupted their talk. I looked at Argus and smiled. “When you get a chance can, I talk to you?”

“Sure, Helen, give me a minute?” Argus politely replied.

“Of course,” I smiled and apologized to the others.

I went outside and waited.

Argus came out and approached me. “What can I do for you?”

“First I want to apologize for Bruce’s behavior the other night,” I stared up at the giant of a man.

Bruce was the giant before Argus came into town; he had won the bare-knuckle amateur boxing championship four years in a row. Then Argus came to town; he was a friend of a long-haul trucker and decided to put down roots.

Argus entered the championship the following year because some friends at the truck stop told him he should. He knocked every opponent out, including Bruce. I remember that night, like yesterday. Bruce swung and missed, and with one punch, Argus turned his lights off, as people called it.

It took the paramedics over an hour to wake Bruce up.

Since then, the two had a mutual respect for each other.

“No need,” Argus said. “I am used to it.”

“Thanks,” I smiled.

Unlike Bruce, who had all the stickers of those championships still posted on the back of his truck and boasted about those wins every year until he lost, Argus never bragged about his victory.

Still, to this day, he didn’t enter the championship again. Everyone said he had proved his point. He wasn’t to be messed with.

“I feel like there is something else?” Argus said.

“Yes,” I cleared my throat. “We aren’t racist,” I said as I looked at Argus. “Prejudice maybe, a little close-minded, but not racist.”

“I know,” Argus responded. “I never meant what I said to be considered racist, or disrespectful, I just meant most people of all ethnicity including black don’t like the idea of one of theirs dating, marrying or having kids with another outside their ethnic group.”

“You can say race,” I smiled. “Believe me under this cowboy hat and blonde hair there is tough skin, I can take it.”

“Okay,” Argus smiled. “Can I ask a question?”

“Absolutely, I started the conversation, I am a big enough gal to take what’s coming to me,” I said.

I was the daughter of a rodeo family. My mother and father drove around the South for competitions with me in the back seat, so there wasn’t much I hadn’t heard or seen.

“How would you feel if Collin brought home one of those Hispanic girls he goes to school with?” Argus asked.

“Wow, straight for the jugular,” I smiled. “Phew.”

I stopped and honestly thought about it. “I don’t know,” I stared back at him.

“He is dating one and is hiding it from you,” Argus said. “As well as other people.”

“What!” I yelled.

“Ask him about it, then we will talk,” Argus bowed his head, and I nodded.

Argus might be blunt, but he was polite.

I raced home without telling Bruce that I had left.

“Collin Daniels get down here!” I threw my hat onto the couch and paced back and forth.

“What happened?” Logan came out from the kitchen.

“Our son is dating someone,” I said.

“Good for him,” Logan smiled.

“A Hispanic girl,” I told him. Instantly, the smile dropped from his face.

“Collin!” Logan yelled.

It felt like the whole house shook.

Collin came down with his earbuds in his ears and walked toward us. The fourteen-year-old didn’t know what he was in for.

“Are you dating someone?” I asked as I pointed to the couch.

“Oh,” Collin said as he stared at us with those blue eyes.

“Oh?” Logan said, his fists balled up.

I knew he wouldn’t hit Collin for anything, but it was how he kept his anger in check.

“We aren’t mad,” I said as I sat on another couch.

“Seem like it,” Collin said.

“Mad that you didn’t tell us,” I said. “So, we could talk about it.”

“Talk?” Collin grinned. “You mean talk me out of it.”

Logan and I looked at each other. “There are things you don
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