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It happened again. 

Failure in the bedroom. 

And now their home was heavy with tension, the kind that lingers after another marital argument no one wants to revisit. 

Miserably, Neil Griffin sat on the edge of the couch, his shoulders slumped, his hands clasped tightly together. He stared at the floor, avoiding his wife's gaze. Faith Griffin stood by the kitchen island, her arms crossed over her full chest, her expression a mix of frustration and hurt. Her curves were accentuated by her silk nightgown, which was soft and wine-colored, clinging to the generous curve of her hips and the plush swell of her breasts. She was, by any sane measure, breathtaking.

And Neil, as always, felt painfully inadequate. Especially now. Being unable to fulfill his husbandly duties was becoming all too common for the couple.

“Neil, again?” Faith began her voice steady but laced with emotion. "We need to talk about this. I'm sorry; I'm not trying to hurt your feelings.”

He flinched at the sharpness of her tone.  

“I know,” he mumbled, his voice barely audible. He hated how high-pitched it sounded, how it betrayed his insecurities. He hated how small he felt next to her, how pale and thin he looked in contrast to her radiant beauty, the generous curves of her body, the confidence she wore tailored business attire to work, sundresses on the weekends, lingerie at night, and string bikinis on vacations. She was too good for him. And he hated everything about himself in that moment.

“Do you?” she challenged, stepping closer.  “Because I’ve tried to be understanding. I’ve tried to give you space. But this... this isn’t working. We’re supposed to be trying for a baby, Neil. A family. But how can we do that when you’re... when you’re not even...” She trailed off, her voice cracking.

Neil’s cheeks burned. 

He knew what she was going to say. When you’re not even interested in me. He couldn’t blame her for thinking it. It had been weeks—months, even—since he’d initiated anything intimate. He’d blamed it on stress, on exhaustion, on anything but the truth. But Faith wasn’t stupid. She’d noticed. And now, it was all coming to a head.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered, his eyes still fixed on the floor. “I just... I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Faith sighed, her shoulders sagging. “That’s the thing, Neil. I don’t think there’s anything wrong with you..."  

He ran a hand through his limp blond hair, then let it fall, watching his reflection with the quiet disgust of someone too familiar with his own... shortcomings.

"Don't you want a family?" she asked, her big eyes pleading. "I thought we were on the same page, babe?"

Still avoiding eye contact with his wife, he said, "Yes, yes, yes, of course, Faith!"

She sighed. They’d been trying to have their first baby for six months now. Ovulation windows, temperature tracking, late-night whispering of “Now, babe... it’s time...” But nothing.

Nothing at all.

And it wasn’t her. Faith's OB-GYN had confirmed what she already knew: Faith was healthy, fertile, and ready. 

It was him. Neil. Hubby.

Her voice was calm. But beneath it, something churned. "Is there anything you need to tell me, Neil?"

He shook his head, got off the couch, and joined his wife in the kitchen. There were dishes in the sink from the past couple of days. "Here, let me help, babe."

She watched him with eyes narrowed—not in anger, but in cold calculation. Faith was loving. Patient. Loyal. But she wasn’t a fool.

Neil was halfway through loading the dishwasher when Faith spoke.

“Neil,” she said – too calmly.

He froze with a dinner plate still in his hand. The rinse water dripped from his fingers, quiet but thunderous in the space between them.

He turned his head slowly. “Yeah, babe?”

Faith stood at the stove, her wild hair pinned up in a messy bun that made her green eyes look even more arresting, almost glowing. Her hourglass silhouette defied modesty even when she tried—soft, full curves that stretched fabric at every point, especially when she reached for the top shelf, the silk robe riding up the back of her thighs, revealing the bottom two globes of her perfectly shaped buttocks.

Neil tried not to look. Or rather, he tried not to want. What if he failed again? Twice in one night? 

Now she was standing behind him, arms folded across her chest, her silk robe cinched tightly at the waist. Her eyes were sharp—wide and dark and unblinking. “Dear... I went through your hard drive.”

He blinked. “What?”

“I said,” she repeated, enunciating the words, “I went through your hard drive. The external one. The silver one in the office drawer you never let me touch.”

The plate slipped from his hands and clattered into the sink.

“I know what’s on it,” she said.

He opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Just a flutter of breath and panic behind his teeth.

She waited, letting the deadly silence stretch and tighten until he felt like he might pass out.

“I didn’t mean for you to find that,” he whispered, his face beet red.

“That’s not the problem,” Faith said, stepping closer. “The problem is why it’s there at all. You’ve downloaded hours of...questionable content, Neil. Not just random clips. Whole libraries. Full movies. Not megabytes. Gigabytes of galleries.”

Her husband, wishing that the earth would swallow him whole now, rubbed the soft features of his face with trembling hands. “I... I don’t watch it all the time—”

“Don’t lie.” Her voice cut across him, sharper now. “It’s organized. Labeled. You have folders. You have favorites. You’ve got tags like PAWG, bikini girls, thongs, D cups, blondes, brunettes, redheads, and all of those entire subfolders of.... um, interracial stuff."

Interracial stuff? The phrase hit Neil like a gut punch—sharp, sickening, undeniable. His stomach churned, his knees went weak. Hearing his own wife say it out loud in their kitchen dragged his secret obsession into the daylight, transforming a hidden, shame-laced fantasy into something raw and terrifyingly real.

She didn't relent. "What am I supposed to think, dear?”

Neil’s face burned hotter than the sun. His voice cracked. “I, I, I don’t know. It’s just... um, well, it’s what’s out there.”

“No,” she snapped. “It’s what you chose. You’re not just watching porn, Neil—you’re obsessed with this fantasy. Big-hipped, oversexualized women. Beach girls in thongs. Black guys with—” she stopped herself, nostrils flaring, “—with everything I’m not.”

“That’s not fair,” he said. “It doesn’t mean I don’t want you, Faith.”

“But you don’t touch me anymore,” she said, stepping closer now, voice low. “We’re trying to have a baby, and I have to beg for your attention while you’re getting off to digital women with breasts and asses the size of beach balls and guys who could break you in half.”

He flinched. Her words weren’t cruel—they were honest. And somehow that was worse.

“I didn’t know how to stop,” he murmured. “It’s... easier that way. No one’s judging me. No one’s expecting anything."

“I’m not judging you,” Faith hissed. “I’ve been waiting for you. Wanting you. Wondering if I was too much, or not enough, or just wrong. But now I know: I was competing with a fantasy you never told me about.”

His wife's voice finally cracked there. Just a little. Enough to pierce through his cowardice.

“I love you, Neil. But I’m not going to fight for space in your head if I’ve already lost.”

He looked at her—really looked. Her curves were lush, her face a storm of emotion. She was everything he used to dream about having, and everything he no longer felt worthy of.  “I want to fix it,” he said, barely audible. “I don’t want to lose you.”

She nodded, slowly. “Then you have to be honest with me,” she said. “And with yourself. Because this? This isn’t just a habit. It’s a wall. And if you don’t tear it down, I will walk away.”

Neil stood frozen, the words still echoing between them. The air felt thick, pressing against his lungs, making it hard to breathe. Faith’s face was impassive now—not angry, not even hurt. Just done. He recognized that look. It wasn’t fury that scared him—it was resolve. She wasn’t bluffing. She wasn’t trying to scare him. She was giving him a way out, but only one.

“I’m serious, Neil,” she said, voice steady. “Either we go to counseling—real counseling, with someone trained to deal with this—or we start talking about what splitting up looks like. I can’t do this with you like this. I won’t raise a child with a man who hides in shame and pixels instead of facing the woman who loves him.”

He swallowed hard. A part of him wanted to run, to shut down, to deny. But something in Faith’s eyes pinned him in place—something fierce and bright and oddly loving. She wasn’t giving up on him, not yet. But she was drawing a line in the sand. And he had to decide which side he was willing to stand on.

“Okay,” he whispered, barely able to look at her. “Okay. I’ll go. I’ll do it.”

Faith’s face lit up instantly. 

She clapped her hands together once, with a soft smack, like a little victory cheer. 

“Perfect,” she said, smiling for the first time all morning. “I already booked our first appointment. Wednesday at four. Doctor Blackwell — highly recommended. I was really hoping you’d say yes.” His wife stepped closer and touched his arm, gentle, warm. “We’re not broken, Neil. But we do need help. And this... this is us trying.”
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Chapter Two
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The therapist's office was tucked inside a stately brick building on a quiet side street near downtown. It looked like an old colonial manor from the outside—white trim, black shutters, and ivy curling up its red facade like a secret held too long. There was nothing particularly modern about the exterior, which gave the building a hushed dignity, as if its walls had seen things they would never repeat.

Neil had hesitated on the stone steps for a moment before Faith opened the glass-paned door herself and breezed in, hips swaying as she moved with a kind of unconscious confidence. He followed with his narrow shoulders hunched forward, already regretting the decision to come.

Inside, the waiting room had been curated for calm: pale gray walls, subtle art prints in delicate frames, and the soft scent of lavender rising from a discreet oil diffuser near the front desk. A soft instrumental track played through recessed speakers. Even the receptionist's voice was whisper-smooth. It was the kind of place designed to relax clients just enough that they might reveal what they shouldn’t.

Dr. Blackwell’s private office was even more stylized—elegant, softly feminine, but also sharply professional. 

A velvet chaise lounge was angled toward her desk. Bookshelves lined the back wall, filled with volumes of Gloria Steinem, Simone de Beauvoir, Esther Perel, and attachment theory texts, alongside modern psychology journals. The window allowed in just enough natural light to cast a soft halo over the room, particularly over the woman who now sat with one long leg crossed over the other, notebook in hand, pen tapping idly against her lower lip.

Dr. Blackwell was, quite frankly, stunning.

Platinum blonde hair fell in a smooth, perfectly straight sheet past her shoulders, shining like silk under the lamplight. She wore a fitted black pencil skirt that hugged her curvaceous figure with the authority of someone who knew exactly what power looked like—and how to wield it. Her blouse was ivory silk, slightly sheer, tucked in with care, and her glasses—thick, black-rimmed, and just a touch oversized—gave her the appearance of a woman who might diagnose your soul while looking down her nose at your browser history. Her lips were full and glossed, curved in a faint smirk that never quite disappeared.

Neil couldn’t meet her eyes. Not for long. Every time she glanced his way, he felt like a boy caught in a lie.

They sat across from her on a cream-colored couch—Faith perched like a queen, posture perfect, legs elegantly crossed; Neil slouched and visibly sweating, his hands folded like a schoolboy awaiting detention.

“So,” Dr. Blackwell said, her voice smooth but inquisitive, “tell me what brought you two in today.”

There was a pause, filled only by the whisper of Faith shifting in her seat.

“We’re trying to conceive,” Faith said plainly. Even at this most awkward and vulnerable moment, she was radiant. She wore simple jeans and a loose blouse, sitting upright with quiet poise. Her dark honey hair framed her angelic face in waves, her full lips pursed in thoughtful silence. She didn’t fidget. She didn’t slouch. She radiated confidence and self-possession. The kind of woman whose presence filled a room. “And... it hasn’t been working. For a while now.”

Neil gave a helpless half-nod, unable to find words. Faith’s tone wasn’t cruel—but it wasn’t hopeful either.

“I see,” Dr. Blackwell said, not looking away from Faith just yet. “And when you say it hasn’t been working... are we referring to the physical mechanics of conception?”

Neil looked like he might dissolve into the couch.

“He can’t perform,” Faith said. Her tone was still calm, but razor-sharp. “Or, at least, not consistently. And it’s not improving.”

Dr. Blackwell finally turned to Neil. Her eyes, framed by those sleek glasses, were piercing. Not unkind—but heavy with understanding. And something else. Amusement? Pity?

“Neil,” she said softly. “Is that true?”

“I—I guess,” he stammered.

“It’s not that I don’t want to. I do. I really do. But I get... anxious. Sometimes. It just... doesn't happen.” His voice cracked on the last few words. He hated how high it sounded. How small.

“And the anxiety,” she said, pen now scribbling across the page, “is it recent? Or something you’ve struggled with before?”

Neil gave a jerky shrug. “It’s worse now. Since... everything.”

The therapist glanced down at her notes. “And... the discovery of the hard drive?” she prompted.

Neil shut his eyes briefly, as though hoping the room might disappear.

Faith exhaled through her nose, clearly restraining herself. “I wasn’t snooping. I swear. I just needed some storage space. And there it was—folders, labeled ‘Beach Babes,’ 'College Cuties,' ‘Booty Queens,’ 'D-cups,' and... ‘Interracial Heat.’” She glanced at Dr. Blackwell, arching a single, elegant eyebrow. “That last one was particularly enlightening.”

Neil squirmed, the fabric of his slacks bunching at the knees. “It’s just... just stuff I used to look at,” he said lamely. “Before we were married.”

Faith didn’t look angry, exactly. Disappointed, perhaps. Or tired. Her voice, when she spoke again, was quiet. “We’re trying to have a baby. I thought we were in this together. But when your husband is more turned on by faceless women online—especially when he can’t even touch you without... falling apart—it starts to feel like maybe he’s not really present at all.”

Dr. Blackwell didn’t hide her sympathy. And it wasn’t directed at Neil.

“Neil,” she said gently, “do you think these fantasies have become a substitute for real intimacy with Faith?”

“I—I don’t know,” he stammered. “It’s not like I prefer them. Faith’s... she’s beautiful. I mean, obviously. Everyone says so.”

She was. He knew that. Knew it every time she walked into a room. Knew it in the way waiters smiled too long at her, in the way strangers gave him strange looks—like they were trying to figure out how he ended up with her. Sometimes, he wondered the same thing.

Faith’s confidence, her intelligence, her body—curves that swayed and demanded attention without asking permission—was overwhelming. Neil felt like a guest in his own marriage.

“And yet,” Faith said, folding her arms beneath her generous chest, “when we’re in bed, it’s like I’m invisible. Or worse—too real.”

Dr. Blackwell scribbled something in her notepad, then peered over her glasses. “Do you fantasize, Neil, about scenarios where you aren’t the focus? Where you’re watching instead?”

He blinked. “What? I don’t—”

“Because that’s what a lot of your saved content suggests. Big, dominant figures. Men very unlike you. Women who... don’t exactly resemble your wife, except for the curves.”

Neil opened his mouth, but nothing came out. The silence said enough.

Faith shifted, crossing her legs. Her jeans clung tightly to her thighs, her hip flaring in that unconsciously hypnotic way that had first drawn Neil to her. Her beauty was effortless. That made it worse, somehow. Like she belonged in someone else’s life.

“Is it possible,” Dr. Blackwell continued, “that you’ve developed a fantasy of being replaced?”

Neil froze.

“I think,” Faith said after a long pause, “that my husband has never really believed he deserves me. And the more we try to move forward—as a family—the more he falls backward. Into shame. Into self-sabotage. Into hiding.”

Her voice was calm. But firm. Honest in the way only a woman pushed too far could be.

Neil didn’t speak. He couldn’t. His throat felt dry, his face hot. The room was too quiet.

The therapist was looking at both of them now. "Interracial heat? Can you explain."

Neil opened his mouth, then closed it again.

"What kind of interracial?" Dr. Blackwell asked specifically.

"I mean..." Neil crossed arms looked defensive more than relaxed, his pale wrists exposed beneath too-long sleeves. He cleared his throat too often, his naturally high voice growing thinner each time he tried to speak. His foot tapped erratically on the floor—nervous energy bleeding out, uncontrollably. "Just..."

"White women," Faith finally clarified for the therapist, "and black men."

"But also white men and black women?" the therapist said, now looking directly at Faith. "White men and Asian women, I assume?"

Neil's wife shook her head. "Not really."

"Fascinating."

Neil swallowed hard. His face flushed instantly, as if her words struck some buried nerve. "It's, um, just a phase."

Dr. Blackwell set her pen down gently and leaned forward, elbows resting on her crossed knees. Her voice dropped, growing more intimate. “Neil, you should know—this is not uncommon. In fact, it’s becoming disturbingly common. I see young white couples in here every week with similar stories. Same issues. The availability of online adult content, especially very graphic or
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