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In the sweltering embrace of a Houston summer, the scent of smoldering charcoal and sizzling meats danced through the air, beckoning the curious and eager souls of the affluent subdivision of Willow Creek. The promise of a BBQ and pool party at the Roames' estate had stirred a quiet fervor, the whispers of excitement carrying from porch to porch like a tantalizing siren's song. The star of the impromptu gathering was none other than the enigmatic new neighbor, Byron Claxton, a chiseled defensive back for the Houston Texans. His mere presence had transformed a casual get-together into an event.

Gary Roames, the proud host, had meticulously prepared for the occasion, his heart pounding with the thrill of bridging social divides. His meticulously manicured lawn gleamed like a lush carpet, begging to be trodden upon by the bare feet of the neighborhood's elite. The pool, a shimmering turquoise jewel, rippled with the soft whispers of the summer breeze, a silent invitation to cool off in that Texas heat.  The BBQ grill, a monument to testosterone and friendship, smoked and crackled with the promise of tender steaks and sizzling secrets, the scent of marinated desires wafting through the air.

The wives, a coterie of sun-kissed blondes and brunettes, clad in barely-there bikinis and cover-ups, fluttered about the kitchen, exchanging hushed whispers and furtive glances. Each woman had her own motive for attending: to ogle the celebrity athlete, to flaunt their own well-maintained figures, or boast about their upcoming vacation plans around the globe.

The men, a collection of self-important CEOs and doctors, gathered around the makeshift bar, beers in hand, trading tales of past sporting glory and business acumen. Their conversation, a blend of bravado and envy, swirled around Byron's impending arrival like sharks circling a fresh kill. They spoke in hushed tones, sharing stories of football triumphs and fantasy leagues.

As the final preparations were made, the anticipation grew.  The guys were amped up to ask their new neighbor all sorts of questions about other players, coaches, and game situations. The women sort of rolling their eyes at the men's giddiness.

Bryon arrived and was greeted with a chorus of "Hey Byron!" and "Welcome to the neighborhood!" The men's eyes widened with admiration as they took in his powerful physique, the kind that could only be sculpted by relentless hours in the gym and a lifetime of playing football. They eagerly crowded around him, giving him a cold beer and trying to make him feel like one of them.

The wives, on the other hand, approached with a mix of shyness and brazenness, their eyes unabashedly sweeping over his muscular form. Some of the more audacious ones had already slipped into their swimsuits, their actions seemingly innocent yet undeniably calculated. It was a silent competition, each woman hoping to be the one to capture the fleeting gaze of the handsome stranger, the one whose smile would be the ultimate prize.

The whispers grew into a murmur as Byron moved through the crowd, his every step echoing with the weight of a hundred stares. The women's eyes were drawn to the way his t-shirt clung to his broad shoulders, the fabric stretched taut over his pectorals, hinting at the raw power beneath. The air grew thick with the scent of coconut sunscreen and the subtle musk of desire, as the wives grew bolder, their laughter a little louder, their smiles a little wider, each vying for a place in his line of sight.

The taboo whispers grew to a crescendo as Byron approached the pool's edge. The water's surface shimmered with the reflected light of the setting sun, casting a golden glow over the taut, bare skin. A few of the bolder women had already ditched their cover-ups, the fabric pooling at their feet like discarded shields of modesty. They dipped their toes in the water, their bodies language speaking volumes as they leaned in, allowing the strings of their bikinis to slack just enough to hint at the treasures beneath. It was a silent auction of flesh, each one hoping to be the winning bid for his attention.

The men, still caught up in the excitement of finding out about different players and coaches hadn't even realized a few of the women eyeing him up like a piece of meat.  Gary's sister-in-law, Carey, had only come along to appease her husband Brendon who was excited to talk football with a real player, did a double take when Byron took his shirt off to get ready to jump in the pool.  

A few of the guys were hanging around the pool's shallow part of the pool with beers and said, "Come on in and cool off"  When Byron took his shorts off and had a speedo on, Carey spit her drink out thinking 'Jesus, his dick is massive!' She had heard all the sayings about black men and their dicks, but had never been up close to know if it was true or not.

They guys were a bit shocked he was wearing that sort of swim gear, but none dared to make a fuss. It was clear from their stiffened postures and the way their eyes kept darting back to the waterline that Byron's physique was having an effect on them. The sight of his tightly packed speedo caused more than a few throats to clear and drinks to be hastily gulped. 

After Byron began to answer their questions about different players and tell stories about games the guys forgot or didn't care anymore about his swim gear.  A couple of the women stole glances of him, and when people started getting out of the pool to eat some of the food and snacks, Carey grabbed a couple of towels.  She tossed one to her husband, Brendon, who was running over to the grill but gently handed one to Byron "Here, to dry yourself. If you need anything inside or the bathroom just let me know." and her hand glanced over his body as she passed. She couldn't help but act a little flirty.

None of the men were paying any attention, still wrapped up in what stories he shared with them and recalling the games he talked about.  Most of the women were now making more drinks and talking amongst themselves now.  

While Byron went to grab another beer out of the ice chest, Carey beat him to it. 'Here let me get that for you.' he thanked her and she quickly said, "I bet you'd like a cold mug, come inside and I'll get it for you."  He looked at her slightly puzzled and she took his hand leading him into the house towards the kitchen.

As they got away from the window that looked out onto the pool area, she reached down and grabbed his cock through his speedo.  It was definitely not small.  He tensed up and she said, "I'm sorry..I just figured I needed to confirm the rumors."  and she began rubbing it.  He looked around in shock moving her behind a wall in case anyone might see.

Her hand moved over his cock, feeling the heat and the power beneath the fabric.  She felt his cock thicken and grow in her palm, his breath hitching in his throat.  She could feel the veins pulsing with blood, a testament to his growing arousal.  Byron looked down at her, his eyes surprised, "What are you doing, Carey right?" he whispered.

"Just confirming the rumors," she said with a wicked smile, her eyes locked onto his, filled with a hunger she had never felt before.  She had always been the "good wife," the one who didn't cause trouble, who didn't stir the pot.  But the taboo nature, the fact he was black, she just hadn't ever been to any social outing with someone who was black before.

"Quick, come with me." she grabbed his hand, leading him down the hallway and into a secluded bathroom. Her heart raced as she pushed him against the cool tiles, her eyes devouring his body, the speedo now tented with his swollen cock. The sound of the party grew faint, the only music to their dance of desire was the muffled laughter and sizzle of the BBQ outside.

She began unzipping her jean shorts, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps. She bent down to push the shorts to her ankles, she flung her top to the ground and turned around to lean on the bathroom vanity, "Do it! Do it now!" she begged, her voice commanding.  He was taken aback, "Carey, what are you..." and she interrupted him, "Shut up, they only want you here because you play football, doesn't that piss you off?!" she said wanting to goad him on.

Byron's eyes narrowed, his desire mixing with a hint of anger. He stepped closer to her, his speedo straining against his hardened cock.  He grabbed her by the waist and bent her over the sink, her breasts pressing into the cold marble. Her panties were already soaked with anticipation, the fabric sticking to her skin like a second layer. He didn't bother to remove them, instead, he tore them aside, exposing her wet pussy to the cool bathroom air.

"You're just a mascot they can brag to their other friends about." Carey's words were like a spark to dry kindling, igniting a fierce passion in Byron. He yanked her hips back, the sound of her panties ripping echoing through the bathroom. He stepped out of his own shorts, his cock standing tall and proud, the speedo now a forgotten piece of clothing on the floor.

She looked in the mirror to see how big his cock was, her jaw dropped, "Oh my god...wait...that's gonna.." but before she could even finish her thought he pushed into her with a force that made her scream out. She felt herself stretch around him, her body trying to adjust to the sheer size of him. The pain was intense, but it was mixed with a pleasure she had never felt before. Her eyes rolled back in her head as he filled her up.

"You like that huh?!  I'm just a what to them?!  I'm gonna fuck the whiteness out of you." he said with a grin that was both fierce and filled with lust.  He began pumping into her hard and fast, his grip on her hips bruising.  She could feel his cockhead slamming against her cervix, the pain
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