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Chapter One



I stared at the faded reflection of myself in the sound booth glass. The lighting cast my features in a kind of half-shadow, dim and unforgiving. My hair—mousy brown and perpetually unruly—fell into my eyes again. I didn’t bother to brush it back. It was part of the look now, or so I told myself. The corners of my mouth tugged downward in that familiar, unflattering way, and my blue eyes—once bright, now dulled by too many late nights and long edits—looked almost sunken in the dark.

I wasn’t old. Not by any real measure. But I felt old in this industry. Jaded. The edges of my youth were still intact, technically—I was barely past twenty-five—but the years had begun to stack, and the work was wearing thin. Hosting one of the most controversial podcast-radio hybrids in the country had aged me in ways I hadn’t expected. The fire that once drove me—sharp, caustic, and relentless—was starting to sputter.

The speaker beside me crackled to life.

“You ready, boss?” came Kevin’s voice, cheerful as ever.

I snapped my gaze toward the control room window, where Kevin’s red hair and constellation of freckles were lit by the soft blue glow of his monitors. I nodded.

“Aren’t I always?” I replied, letting a crooked smirk tug at my mouth.

That was the persona. Arrogant. Smug. Perpetually amused by his own cleverness. It was a role I’d built when I was eighteen—young, brash, and all too eager to poke the bear. The idea was simple: take the hottest topic of the week, stake out the most inflammatory opinion possible, and run with it like it was gospel. Back then, it came naturally. These days, it required more effort. Or maybe just more caffeine.

Kevin adjusted a dial. “Who’s on the chopping block today?”

“You mean, who’s the target?”

He grinned. “What else would I mean, boss?”

I glanced down at the glowing screen of my laptop. A name stared back at me.

Vivian Black.

Feminist. Bisexual. Loudmouth. A walking flashpoint, and one of my favorite recurring adversaries.

If there was a trending cause, she’d be on it within minutes. And I—like clockwork—would be right there to challenge her, mock her, dismantle her point by point in front of a live and salivating audience. She rarely responded directly. Instead, she dropped vague digs about “radio bullies” and “performative masculinity,” never daring to say my name. I suspected that was deliberate. She knew who I was—everyone did—but acknowledging me would complicate her narrative. I wasn’t the stereotype she built her brand around. I wasn’t some backwoods ignoramus. I was Ivy League. Well-read. Articulate. And that made me dangerous.

Of course, I’d been rich and spoiled, too. I wasn’t blind to that. But rather than shrink from the truth, I leaned into it. Let it become armor. Swagger. A carefully curated blend of intellect and entitlement. It served me well—for a while. But lately, it had started to feel like a costume I couldn’t take off. A performance that kept running even after the audience had gone home.

If I were honest—and I tried not to be—I was exhausted.

Kevin’s voice pulled me back. “We’re live in five.”

I cleared my throat, flexed my jaw, and slipped back into character.

“Welcome back, everyone, to The Asher Tate Podcast—where if you’re not angry, you’re not paying attention.”

That tagline was a direct jab, and everyone knew it. Especially Vivian Black. She and her circle loved to use that phrase for their progressive campaigns. I had co-opted it early in my show’s run, and the fury it sparked was half the point. I liked to twist their messaging into something sharp and uncomfortable. Something mine.

Vivian Black had her own podcast. Popular, overproduced, self-important. I’d never seen a photo of her, though I often joked that must be intentional. I painted her, on air, as self-righteous and smug. A professional victim. Someone who claimed bisexuality for marketability and weaponized morality for profit.

She loathed men—or so she liked to say—and her stances on hot-button issues shifted with the cultural tides. She didn’t take risks; she waited until it was safe to form an opinion, then shouted it louder than anyone else. I saw her not as a leader, but as a weather vane. A fake. A mirror for other people’s convictions.

And that’s why I loved going after her.

“Today,” I said, leaning closer to the mic, letting a knowing smirk creep into my voice, “I want to talk about a very popular young woman on the airwaves—a familiar name, if you’ve been paying attention. Vivian Black.”

I let the name hang there for a moment. It always got a reaction.

“I know, I know. I’ve brought her up before. More than once. But in my defense, she just keeps giving me new material. Every damn day.”

For half a second, I slipped out of the performance—out of the persona—and heard myself with startling clarity. The rasp in my voice. The edge beneath it. I sounded tired. Maybe even a little frayed around the edges. I cleared my throat, hoping the mic didn’t catch the hesitation.

“Vivian,” I continued, voice sharper now, more sure of itself, “is the kind of girl who loves to tell people how to think, how to feel, how to live their lives. She craves that illusion of control, perched on her pedestal, looking down on the rest of us with her manufactured grace. She suffers from what I like to call ‘queen complex.’ She sees her listeners not as equals, but as pawns on her carefully curated board.”

I paused. Not for effect, but to give myself a beat. A breath.

“If you like her show, I hate to break it to you—but she’s already manipulated you into thinking she actually gives a damn. She doesn’t. I’ve met her.”

That last line was a lie. A bold one. I hadn’t met Vivian Black. I didn’t even know what she looked like. But I said it because I knew it would sting. I said it because the truth didn’t matter nearly as much as the reaction it would provoke.

And provoke her it did.

By the time her next podcast dropped, it was clear she’d rewritten half her script just to address me. There was no way around it—her usual upload cadence, her polished production. She would’ve had to scrap everything to make it that personal, that specific. And God, she did it with such effortless venom.

That was when I realized something I didn’t want to admit.

She got under my skin.

If she were a snake, she’d be the most dangerous kind—not the kind that strikes first, but the kind that coils in close, smooth and silent, before the bite. I didn’t know if it was her sting or my own slow unraveling that led me to accept her stupid little bet. Maybe both. Maybe it didn’t matter.

All I knew was that if I were still eighteen—cocky, invincible, unshakable—I would’ve laughed off a dare like that. I would’ve rolled my eyes, made a few lewd jokes, and moved on.

But today?

Today, her words stuck. Her challenge—her dare—hooked something in me that I didn’t even know was exposed. And before I could talk myself out of it, I was already circling the bait.


Chapter Two



I poured myself a cup of coffee in the kitchen, the rich aroma rising in warm spirals, comforting and familiar. Then I moved to the window and opened the blinds. Harsh sunlight flooded in, catching me off guard. I squinted against the glare, briefly tempted to close them again. But this was part of my routine—an increasingly sacred ritual that seemed to matter more with each passing year. Routines were structure. They grounded me. And lately, I needed grounding more than I liked to admit.

I carried the mug with both hands, savoring its heat, and sank into the soft, worn embrace of my brown sofa. The fabric molded to me like an old friend, and I let myself settle, exhaling slowly. Then, almost without thinking, I reached for my phone.

Tuesdays were reserved for Vivian.

I opened the radio app—the one we both used, ironically—and scrolled to her podcast. I never missed an episode, though I told myself it was just research. I liked to stay informed, to gather ammunition, to know exactly what angle she was taking so I could hit back harder. But the truth was harder to explain, even to myself. There was something compulsive about it. Something intimate. It had become a ritual of its own.

I hit play.

Her voice filled the room, smooth and strong, with just enough edge to make me sit up straighter. I sipped my coffee, letting her words wash over me.

“I usually try to have a bit more tact,” she began, “and I try not to mention names. But today’s a different story, because I have a challenge I’d like to present to this particular person.”

I paused, coffee halfway to my mouth. A flicker of electricity skated down my spine.

“Asher Tate is an arrogant prick,” she said. “He wouldn’t know the first thing about living day to day as a woman—much less as someone from the LGBTQ community, or any marginalized group in this country. He’s privileged. That’s right. Not only is he a smug, white male, but his parents are rich. His whole life has been easy.”

I could hear the curl of a smile in her voice. I could picture it—smug and deliberate.

“So here’s my challenge to him—if he’s man enough to take it. It’ll be the first real challenge he’s ever faced in his life. And honestly? I’m betting he runs. I’m betting he cowers like he always does when confronted with something real. So let’s see, shall we?”

My jaw tightened.

“I challenge Asher Tate to live as a woman. For one full week. I challenge him to dress up, put on heels, and walk a mile—literally—in a woman’s shoes. To be catcalled—if he’s convincing enough—or to face judgment as a trans woman. Either way, he’ll understand just a sliver of what it feels like to live with a feminine presence in a world that doesn’t always treat it kindly.”

Her voice dropped to something almost sultry. Almost mocking.

“So my question to you, Asher Tate… are you up for the challenge?”

The episode ended, and the silence that followed was deafening.

My entire body felt hot—tight with something that sat halfway between rage and shame. I set my coffee down on the table without another sip. The bitterness had turned on my tongue.

I stood up and began pacing, dragging a hand through my hair as if I could pull the right response out of my skull. My thoughts raced. I needed a comeback—something razor-sharp and dismissive, something that would reclaim the upper hand. But nothing came. Nothing that wouldn’t sound weak, defensive, or worse—guilty.

This was my brand. My identity. I couldn’t afford to appear shaken. And yet, I was.

Eventually, I gave up on pacing and sat at my desk in the corner of my home office, surrounded by soundproofing foam and coffee-stained notebooks. I scribbled draft after draft of what I wanted to say—tirades about how wrong she was, about the hardships I’d faced that no one knew about, about how being privileged didn’t mean being soft.

But even as I wrote the words, they rang hollow. They didn’t bite the way I needed them to. They didn’t carry the fire I was known for.

Because deep down, I knew the truth.

Vivian had done what no one else had managed to do. She’d gotten to me. Not with slander or insult—but with precision. She’d called me out by name. She’d cracked open the image I’d spent years perfecting. And worst of all, she’d planted a question I couldn’t stop asking myself:

What if I wasn’t up to the challenge?

I spent my next few days writing and writing in dark rooms, not knowing how much time was passing. I wrote until Sunday night came along and I still didn’t have a script worth working with. And as the pressure of Monday morning loomed, I wrote the only script I could. The one I’d been trying to fight against with every other script I wrote.

I decided I would tell my listeners on Monday morning that I was taking Ms. Self-Righteous’s challenge. That I was brave enough and would prove, once and for all, that there wasn’t any special negative treatment towards women or trans women in society. I would take her challenge and it would backfire against her.

In fact, I’d considered that I could lie about taking the challenge on the air. No one would see whether I did it or not, anyway. So why not say I dressed as a woman, say I experienced no prejudice, and come back the following morning reporting success?

It sounded easy enough, until Vivian showed up at my studio’s door that Monday afternoon.


Chapter Three



Kevin answered the door, and moments later returned with his hands raised in mock surrender, as if being held at gunpoint.

“Who was it, Kevin?” I asked, already suspicious.

He hesitated, the corners of his mouth twitching downward. “It’s Vivian Black,” he said flatly. “She’s here to make sure you fulfill the challenge.”

I stared at him. “You’re fucking kidding me.”

“I wish I was,” he muttered, wincing slightly, as if bracing for impact.

I shoved back my chair and stood, my pulse beginning to thrum with irritation—or maybe something more complicated. I straightened the collar of my black button-down shirt and ran a hand through my hair. No point pretending I wasn’t curious.

I stepped into the hallway and rounded the corner—and then froze.

Her back was to me.

Waves of chestnut-brown hair cascaded in glossy ribbons down her spine. She stood perfectly poised, one hand delicately clasping the other in front of her, her posture calm, composed, and maddeningly elegant. She wore a fitted mauve pencil skirt that hugged her hips, flaring slightly just above the knee. She was slim but curvy, and even from behind, she radiated presence—like a painting come to life.

Just the sight of her made me pause. Catch my breath. But I wasn’t about to let her know that.

I cleared my throat, arching a brow in her direction. She turned slowly, and when her hazel eyes landed on me, they swept from head to toe, assessing me openly. Her lipstick was a bold, unapologetic red. Her winged eyeliner sharp enough to draw blood. Her skin looked like satin.

If she’d been anyone else, I would have flirted. Maybe even asked her to dinner. But this was Vivian Black. And no matter how beautiful she was, no part of me was stupid enough to sign up for that particular brand of emotional masochism.

She didn’t speak right away. Her gaze lingered, just a moment too long. I noticed the subtle flicker in her throat as she swallowed, the faint flutter of her pulse just beneath the skin of her neck. Maybe she hadn’t expected me either. Maybe I didn’t fit the stereotype she had constructed in her mind—some stocky, hot-headed jock with a smug grin and a baseball cap.

I wasn’t that. Never had been.

“Yes,” I said, voice even. “Vivian Black?”

She blinked once, then smiled tightly. “Yes,” she replied, walking toward me and extending her hand.

I didn’t take it.

Instead, I slid my hands into my pockets and let a smirk tug at the corner of my mouth.

Her smile faltered.

“You must be him,” she said coolly. “No manners whatsoever.”

“I don’t shake hands with people who call me an arrogant prick on the air,” I replied, my tone lazy, almost amused.

She laughed—a biting, sarcastic sound that echoed too loudly in the narrow hallway. “As if you haven’t called me worse?”

“I don’t resort to name-calling,” I said, watching her carefully. She was twisting her fingers together now, her poise cracking just slightly at the edges. Her eyes were still locked on mine, but there was a distance in them. A flicker of something unsure. “I rely on facts. Arguments. Logic. I was educated well. Unlike some people.”

That one landed.

She tried to mask the scowl that crept across her features, but it slipped through anyway. And I watched it with something close to satisfaction. There was something delicious about seeing her veneer crack. Something addictive.

And of course, I told myself, she deserved it.

“Let’s get down to business,” she said, her voice crisp and commanding. “If you think I’m going to let you take on this challenge without someone holding you accountable, you’ve got another thing coming.”

I leaned a hip against the wall and crossed my arms. “Is that so?”

“It is,” she replied without hesitation. “I’m going to make sure you follow through with every part of it. No shortcuts. No smoke and mirrors.”

“Or what?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

“Or I’ll tell my listeners you chickened out.” Her lips curled, just slightly, as if she already knew the effect those words would have on me.

My back tensed, but I kept my expression neutral. Controlled. I clenched my jaw, forcing myself not to flinch. Why did I care what her listeners thought? I shouldn’t. But I did. I had pride. Reputation. And a very carefully constructed image to protect. I’d grown too comfortable hiding behind her vague references to “radio bullies.” Now that she was calling me out by name—attaching it to accusations of white, wealthy privilege—I felt exposed.

And annoyed.

And if I was being honest with myself—afraid.

Afraid of what it could do to my career. Afraid of what it might do to me.

“Well, I wasn’t planning on chickening out,” I said, forcing a calm I didn’t feel. “You’re welcome to monitor the process. If it gives you peace of mind.”

“Oh, I won’t be watching you,” she said, arching one perfectly shaped brow.

“Then who will?”

“I haven’t decided yet,” she said breezily. “Maybe one of my assistants.”

I scoffed. “Can’t do your own dirty work, can you?”

That earned me another scowl. A real one this time, sharp and deliciously unfiltered.

“Fine,” she said, biting off the word. “It’ll be me. In fact, I want to pick out your first outfit. I want to see your first subway ride. I want to watch you navigate catcalls and casual cruelty and unsolicited stares. Maybe I’ll even record the whole thing—document it for the world to see.”

“You’ll be sorely disappointed when none of that happens,” I said, smirking.

She scowled again, and I felt a jolt of satisfaction flicker through me. I was under her skin. I knew it. But she’d been under mine for days—since that damn podcast—and now I was boxed in. Forced to choose between humiliation and cowardice.

I exhaled, slow and shaky. What was the big deal? It was just a dress. Just heels. Just a week.

Right?

“Shall we?” Vivian asked, turning toward the door with a flick of her hair.

“What? Now?”

She smiled—this slow, knowing thing that curled like smoke between us. “No better time than the present,” she said. “We’ll take my car.”

Then she stepped out into the bright afternoon sunlight, and for the first time since we’d started speaking, she didn’t look back.

I frowned once her back was to me, her silhouette vanishing into the glare.

What the hell had I gotten myself into?

With every step toward her silver sedan, I could feel something unspoken slipping loose inside me—something that had once felt solid. Sure. Untouchable.

As I opened the passenger door and slid into the seat beside her, I knew—deep down, in a way I didn’t want to name—that something in me was changing.

And there would be no going back.


Chapter Four



For once, I was speechless as Vivian pulled onto the road, the hum of her engine low and steady beneath us. I didn’t know where we were headed, and for some reason, that unsettled me. I felt... small. Quiet. Oddly timid in the passenger seat of her car, like a teenage boy being driven home by the class president after detention.

She glanced over at me a few times with a mix of curiosity and suspicion. “I didn’t expect you to be so quiet,” she said finally, her voice cutting into the silence.

“I guess I don’t have anything to say,” I replied. It was true, but I said it like I didn’t care—as if she wasn’t worth the energy. In reality, I was drowning in a sea of existential doubt. About who I was. About why this challenge had landed in my lap. About why now, of all times, it felt like something was coming undone inside me.

“You think you’re so above everyone,” she said, her voice suddenly sharper. “But you’re not. And you’re about to learn that.”

“And you’re going to teach me?” I asked, cocking my head toward her.

She shot me a quick glare, her fingers tightening on the steering wheel. “Look, the last thing I want is to be around you twenty-four hours a day for the next week.”

“Oh, so we’re sleeping together now?” I said, grinning, knowing full well that would rile her up.

She groaned, dragging in a breath like she was counting to ten. “No,” she snapped. “Of course we’re not. Don’t twist my words. You just like seeing me lose my temper.”

“It is kind of fun,” I said, chuckling under my breath. What surprised me, though, was the faint twitch of her lips. A reluctant smile, barely breaking through her frown.

“Don’t make me laugh,” she said, glancing sideways at me. “I’m still furious with you.”

“Vivian,” I said, my tone suddenly playful, “are you ticklish?”

“Don’t you dare,” she warned, her eyes widening as I reached a hand toward her ribs.

She swerved instinctively, jerking the car slightly before correcting her path, her shoulder angling away from me like I had a live wire in my hand.

I raised both palms. “Okay, okay. No tickling while you’re driving. Not unless I have a death wish.”

“You won’t be tickling me at all, got it?” she snapped, but there was a breathy edge to her voice now. “I never said you could touch me. That’s not part of the deal.”

“Like I want to touch you,” I muttered, rolling my eyes. But even as I said it, the thought lingered. Because the truth? I did want to. There was something magnetic about her—infuriating and electric. And then, without warning, the scent of her shampoo hit me—light and floral, with a hint of tropical sweetness carried through the vents. I imagined how soft her hair would feel, how it might slip between my fingers, warm from the sun.

I turned to look at her—and instantly regretted my comment.

She didn’t react with another retort or flash of anger. Her expression was unreadable. Stoic. But a hint of pink was creeping up her cheeks, and her lips were pressed into a thin line. I'd hurt her. I hadn’t meant to, but I had.

“I didn’t mean you’re not gorgeous,” I said, more gently now. “Just that I can’t stand you as a person.”

She scoffed lightly. “I didn’t take it personally.”

That was a lie. Her face said otherwise. But the tension in her shoulders eased, and the color in her cheeks faded as quickly as it had come.

“What difference does it make to me,” she added, “if you think I’m attractive or not?”

“Well,” I said, watching the way her thumb now traced idle circles on the steering wheel instead of gripping it like a lifeline, “don’t you always say on your show that women are trained to view themselves through the male gaze? Or something like that?”

She exhaled slowly. “For someone who hates my show, you sure remember a lot of it.”

“I don’t hate your show,” I said. “Your show helps my show make money.”

Vivian turned into a driveway and parked in front of a modest red brick house, the engine ticking as it cooled beneath the hood.

“So that’s what this is to you? Just business?” she asked. “Do you even believe half of what you say on air?”

“Of course I do,” I said, more defensive than I’d meant to be. “But let’s be honest—having someone to argue with makes everything easier. You give me something to push against. That doesn’t mean my opinions aren’t real. It just means they’re more marketable when they’re provoked.”

She studied me in silence for a moment, her hazel eyes scanning my face like she was trying to find the flaw in my logic—or maybe in me.

“I don’t know what to make of you,” she said.

“Well,” I replied, unbuckling my seatbelt, “you better figure it out. Because you’re about to turn me into a girl.”

She smirked. “Yes, well... maybe that’s when your true self will be revealed.”

Her tone was teasing, but the words landed heavier than I expected. A nervous flutter rose in my chest. My heart thudded a little faster. My palms, suddenly damp.

I didn’t know why I was having such a visceral reaction. It was just a stupid challenge. Just a few clothes. A week in someone else’s shoes.

So why did it feel like something irreversible was about to happen?

I stepped out of the car and followed Vivian toward her front door, the afternoon sun casting sharp shadows on the walkway. My feet moved on instinct, but inside?

I was more uncertain than I’d ever been.


Chapter Five



To calm my nerves, I slipped back into the one thing that always seemed to work: arrogance. My mask. My shield.

“I feel so lucky,” I said, striding across the threshold with mock bravado. “Getting invited into Vivian Black’s home. Where’s the bed, sweetheart?”

She stopped mid-step, glanced over her shoulder, and shot me a glare so sharp it could’ve carved glass.

“And where,” she said slowly, “is the gentleman who didn’t seem half bad in the car? Because an asshole just followed me in.”

I smirked. “Pfft. A gentleman? Me? Never.”

“Clearly,” she muttered, already walking away.

She led me down a narrow hallway that smelled faintly of lavender and something citrusy—clean, fresh, intimate. When she turned the corner and entered a room at the end of the hall, I followed.

“Don’t get any ideas,” she said as I stepped into her bedroom.

The walls were painted a rich, velvety purple. Her bed, covered in crisp white linens, was surrounded by soft emerald accents—pillows, a throw, a small velvet chair in the corner. Everything about the space felt carefully curated, feminine without being frilly. It was lush, almost hypnotic. And strangely... calming. Like stepping into a dream I didn’t know I’d had before.

I felt something in my chest loosen. Like I was coming home to a place I’d never been.

“I guess you better take those off,” she said, gesturing to my clothes.

My brow rose. “Now? In front of you?”

“Well, how else are we supposed to do this?” she asked, crossing her arms. “Do you even know how to work a bra?”

“A bra? I thought we were doing the whole dress-and-heels bit. Maybe a wig. Something simple.”

She shook her head. “Nope. You’re not getting off that easy. If this is going to be convincing, I want you to feel everything. That includes the undergarments.”

I blinked. “Even... panties?”

“Even panties,” she said, deadpan.

A lump rose in my throat. I swallowed it down. She turned toward her dresser, trying—and failing—to appear casual. Her fingers paused on the top drawer before she opened it and pulled out something pink, lacy, and undeniably delicate.

“You look like you’re about my size,” she said, holding up the lingerie. There was something strangely intimate about the way she looked at me—clinical, but hesitant. Curious.

She walked over and handed the pieces to me. “Go ahead.”

I hesitated, then moved to undo the buttons on my shirt. One by one, they slipped free. My clothes hit the floor in a soft heap. I was aware of her gaze, aware of the way her breath seemed to catch ever so slightly. She didn’t speak. Her jaw was set, but there was tension in her shoulders. Her fingers toyed with the lace in her hands.

“I’ll start the bath,” she said suddenly, her voice just a touch too high.

“I’m clean, I assure you,” I said, trying for levity.

“Not to clean you,” she replied. “To shave you.”

I froze. “To shave me? That’s a step too far.”

“I want this to be real. Convincing. If you want to back out, say so now. Otherwise, you’re getting shaved. Come on.”

Reluctantly, I followed her into the bathroom. The air was thick with steam by the time she turned off the faucet. I eased into the tub, the warm water wrapping around me like silk. When I raised my legs above the surface, she lathered them in shaving cream and dragged the razor carefully across my calves, then my thighs. Her touch was steady. Precise. Almost gentle.

Then came the moment I was dreading.

I stood, and she knelt before me to shave my pubic area. I stared at the tiled wall, doing my best to breathe through the tension in my core. Her fingers were warm—warmer than I expected. She didn’t linger, but the contact sent a flush of heat across my chest. I clenched my jaw, praying my body wouldn’t betray me. But it wanted her. Her touch. Her closeness. The intimacy of it all.

When she was done, I ran my hand over my legs. The sensation startled me. They were smooth—cool, soft, almost alien. Feminine.

And I couldn’t stop touching them.

Back in her bedroom, she handed me a towel. I dried off and stood there, strangely self-conscious. She passed me the pink lingerie set. I stepped into the panties first, the fabric hugging my hips in a way that felt... different. Strange. Not entirely unpleasant.

The bra came next. It was awkward to fasten, and she ended up helping me with the clasp. Her hands were quick, professional, but her breath was shallow. Her cheeks were flushed. She stepped back to admire her work.

I kept rubbing my thighs together, entranced by the way smooth skin slid against smooth skin. I wasn’t supposed to enjoy this. And yet...

“Go on,” I said. “Have your laugh.”

“I don’t want to laugh,” she said, studying me. Her voice was soft now. Hesitant. “I thought I would. But... you actually look kind of—strangely—attractive.”

Her eyes met mine, and I saw it: the flicker of surprise, of something unspoken and dangerously real. Her lips parted, as if she hadn’t meant to say it aloud. Her mouth twisted into a frown, as if trying to pull the words back.

But it was too late.

She’d said it.

And I’d heard every syllable.

“So... you think I’m hot?” I asked, smirking as I stepped a little closer.

Vivian scoffed, but her eyes darted away. “No. That’s not what I meant.”

But she was lying—and we both knew it. Her voice lacked conviction, and the way she averted her gaze sealed it. She didn’t want to admit it, but she was rattled. Maybe even intrigued.

The realization that she found me attractive—even now, in nothing but pink lace and a reluctant smirk—was electrifying. There was power in it, but also something unexpectedly intimate. For all the bickering and baiting between us, I felt myself loosening around her. More playful. Less guarded.

She turned toward a nearby closet, disappearing into its darkened frame. I heard the tug of a string and then a dull click as a single lightbulb flickered to life above her head, casting her in a soft, golden glow.

Curious, I moved toward her, the fabric between my thighs shifting with each step. The sensation of the lace sliding against me—clinging, rubbing, stroking—was more stimulating than I wanted to admit. It wasn't just physical. It was charged. I felt myself harden slightly, the swell unmistakable beneath the satin.

I tried to will it away. Tried to distract myself.

Too late.

Vivian turned around, holding a slinky black dress in one hand—and caught the bulge immediately. Her eyes dipped, lingering just long enough.

“Enjoying yourself, are you?” she asked, the edge in her voice undercut by the way her teeth caught her bottom lip. Her gaze lingered with more fascination than judgment.

“Maybe I am,” I replied before I could stop myself.

The admission twisted something deep in my gut. I wasn’t sure if it was shame or something darker. Desire? Curiosity? Whatever it was, I wasn’t prepared for it. I thought of my show. My listeners. Her listeners. What she might say. I couldn’t have the whole podcast world thinking I enjoyed being dolled up like some crossdressing fantasy. That wasn’t what this was. Was it?

“If you are,” she said, arching a brow, “then I had you pegged all wrong.”

“I’m not the one-dimensional asshat you think I am,” I told her.

Her eyes met mine, steady and unflinching. Heat passed between us, slow and deliberate, like an electric current crawling under my skin. I couldn’t tell if we were about to argue or kiss. Maybe both.

She broke eye contact and tossed the dress over her shoulder. “First, we need to give you something to fill out those cups.”

“What do you mean?”

Vivian crouched and rummaged through a bin at the bottom of her closet, coming up with two silicone inserts. She stood, holding them like a dare. “Do you need help putting these in?”

“I’m not wearing those,” I said, frowning.

“Oh, yes you are,” she replied with a glint in her eye. “If this is going to be the full chauvinistic experience, then you’re going to understand every inch of it.”

“My kind? What am I, a different species now?”

“You may as well be,” she muttered as she stepped in and slipped the silicone inserts into my bra. Her touch was firm, businesslike—but something about the moment made my skin prickle. “Communicating with you is as difficult as decoding alien transmissions.”

“Really? I’m that hard to understand?” I teased. “An interstellar enigma?”

Her lips quirked into something dangerously close to a smile. She pulled the dress from her shoulder and held it up. “Arms up.”

I lifted my arms without protest and let her guide the fabric down over my body. It was snug, silky, and clung to every inch of my frame. I turned toward the mirror, startled by what I saw. The bra gave me a soft curve at the chest. The dress tapered around my waist and hips in a way that was disturbingly flattering.

“I’m a little embarrassed that it fits so well,” I said, glancing back at her.

“Me too,” she replied, smiling despite herself.

We laughed—softly, cautiously. Like we were both aware of a new line being crossed.

Vivian stepped back and appraised me. “So,” she said, tilting her head, “blonde or brunette?”

I raised a brow. “Blondes have more fun, right?”

She rolled her eyes, but I caught the shimmer of amusement beneath the exasperation.

Something about her—about the way she resisted everything, challenged everything—made me want to pull her closer. To test the fire between us. To shut her up with a kiss. Maybe more. But not like this.

Not dressed like this.

Vivian pulled out another bin from the base of her closet, this one filled with wigs and a tangle of colorful hair extensions. They were neatly coiled, clipped, or folded—carefully organized chaos.

“You ever wear these?” I asked, stepping closer, my voice colored with honest curiosity.

“For costume parties,” she said, lifting a pastel wig from the bin and fluffing it out with practiced fingers. “And back when I went to a lot of raves. That was kind of my scene for a while.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Really? I don’t exactly peg you as a raver.”

“Well, not now,” she said with a soft chuckle, brushing her hair out of her face with a flick of her fingers. “But I used to be pretty wild.”

“Wish I could see that side of you now.”

She paused just long enough to make me wonder if I’d crossed a line—then smiled, sly and slow. “If you play your cards right, maybe you will.”

I didn’t know what she meant. I wasn’t even sure she knew what she meant. But the tease in her voice and the gleam in her eyes made it sound like a dare. And suddenly, I wanted to win.

She plucked a soft brunette wig from the bin, adjusted the cap, and stepped close to place it over my hair. I sat obediently as she worked, my skin prickling with awareness of her proximity. The scent of her perfume—jasmine and something deeper, maybe sandalwood—hung in the air between us. When she leaned forward to smooth the strands over my forehead, I felt the warmth of her body radiating through the space between us.

Then came the makeup case.

She opened it with a flick of her wrist, unfolding it like a professional. Lipsticks, brushes, palettes of color. All things I barely understood. I swallowed hard. This was happening.

It wasn’t just strange to wear makeup. It was stranger to have her put it on me. She stood between my knees, close enough that I could see the tiny shimmer in her eyeshadow, the curve of her lips, the faint freckles on the bridge of her nose.

Every time I opened my eyes, her face was right there—focused, quiet, dangerously close.

Her lips hovered inches from mine, and the air between us thinned.

But she didn’t kiss me. And I didn’t kiss her. Not because I didn’t want to, but because I didn’t know how to initiate something so intimate when I felt so off-balance. So... vulnerable. This whole situation made me feel like I was at her mercy—her hands, her mood, her judgment. My reputation. My career.

I couldn’t afford to make the wrong move.

And yet, beneath the nerves and self-consciousness, something deeper stirred. An awareness. Not just of her, but of myself. Of the way I’d spent so long hiding behind a persona I could barely maintain. The arrogant voice. The relentless provocation. Somewhere along the way, I’d stopped being confident and started just... performing.

And then she stepped back, took my hand, and led me to the mirror.

“Take a look,” she said.

I did.

“Holy shit,” I breathed. “Is that me?”

The reflection staring back was... not a woman exactly, but certainly not the man I expected to see. Feminine. Pretty. Delicate in a way I didn’t know I could be. My jaw looked softer. My lips fuller. My eyes, framed with liner and lashes, looked haunted and strangely beautiful.

“I’m impressed too,” Vivian said, watching my expression closely. “I didn’t think you’d pull it off this well.”

“It’s weird,” I said. “I feel like I’m wearing a different skin.”

“You kind of are,” she replied, brushing a hand lightly down my arm. “You’ll feel it even more when you step outside.”

I blinked. “God. I forgot about that part.”

My stomach tightened. I had to go out. Dressed like this. In front of people. With her watching. The panic came in a quiet wave, and I exhaled to push it back down.

Time to change the subject.

“These clothes,” I said, smoothing my hands down the dress, “they make me feel... sexy. I don’t know how you girls stay so uptight about sex all the time.”

Vivian raised an eyebrow. “We’re not uptight. We just don’t feel like handing it over to every douchebag who thinks he can manipulate us into the bedroom.”

I grinned. “Oh, I don’t know. Some of you are up for that.”

Her lips flattened into a line, but the corners twitched. “Well, I’m not like that.”

“Point taken.”

She rolled her eyes and turned toward her dresser. “Let’s take this to the next step. Your first public outing.”

I looked at her sharply. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious.” She turned back, her tone softer this time. “You hungry? We could grab something to eat. Something casual.”

My eyes met hers. There was challenge there. But something else too—concern? Excitement?

“I’m starving,” I said.

And for once, I meant it.


Chapter Six



We climbed into Vivian’s car for the second time that day, and once again, everything felt different. Like I’d somehow shed one version of myself and stepped into another. As I settled into the passenger seat, I adjusted my wig and tugged the hem of my dress just slightly down my thighs. The motion was automatic now—delicate, careful. Alien.

I glanced down at my lap, at the smooth skin of my freshly shaved legs beneath the tight black fabric. My thighs were pressed together, the dress hugging me in ways that felt both revealing and—oddly—exciting.

“Feel like Italian food?” Vivian asked, starting the engine.

“Sure,” I said, my voice quieter than usual.

It was unlike me to be quiet. To be thoughtful. I was used to owning a room, talking over people, cutting through conversations with the sharp edge of my wit. But this? Sitting beside Vivian, dressed like this, being seen like this—it quieted something in me. Not in a bad way. Just... new.

Under normal circumstances, I wouldn’t be caught dead hanging out with a woman like Vivian. We were rivals. Opposites. Oil and water. But now, riding in her car with the sun bleeding into gold and crimson on the horizon, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was finally being shown something true. Something about her. Something about myself.

When we arrived at the restaurant, the evening air was warm, humming with late summer energy. We stepped inside, and just like Vivian had warned, I felt the difference immediately. The stares. The shifts in energy. The undercurrents I’d never noticed before.

It wasn’t all bad. And it wasn’t all good. But it was all strange.

There were glances—lingering, assessing. Some filled with lust. Some laced with envy. A few were cold, disapproving. One woman, sitting near the entrance with a silver martini glass, looked at us like we’d just tracked mud across her white carpet.

I wasn’t sure if they were judging us for the way we looked, or simply for daring to walk in together. Either way, I felt exposed.

And the men?

Their gazes were different. Hungrier. One man stared as if I were dessert—something expensive and plated just for him. His eyes traveled over me in a way that made my skin prickle. I wasn’t used to being seen like that. As something to be consumed.

We were seated by the window, and I tried to focus on the menu, though my stomach was tight with nerves. I kept sneaking glances at the other tables, trying to gauge whether the looks were dying down. A few had, but every now and then I caught someone still watching. Still trying to place me. Or maybe figure me out.

Then the waitress arrived. She was gorgeous—tall, with dark lashes and an easy smile. Normally, I would’ve flirted. Dropped a crude joke. Invited her out for drinks after closing. But now, dressed the way I was, with the scent of Vivian’s perfume still clinging to my skin, I didn’t say a word.

I ordered quietly, my voice lowered in case it betrayed me.

The waitress didn’t blink.

Vivian, however, did.

“You don’t have to worry about how you sound,” she said gently. “Your voice isn’t that deep.”

“Gee, thanks.”

“It wasn’t an insult,” she said with a small smile. “You take things so personally, don’t you?”

“Not usually,” I said. “But I’m not used to being seen this much.”

“Welcome to womanhood,” she teased.

The food came, and for a while we ate in silence. But I could feel her eyes on me, always watching. Studying. Not in a cruel way. Not like she was waiting for me to fail. But like she was searching for something. Trying to figure out who I was beneath the sarcasm and synthetic lashes.

I didn’t know what she hoped to find. Maybe not even she did.

After the plates were cleared, we ordered two glasses of wine. By the time we’d drained them, the stiffness between us had started to dissolve. The edge softened. We laughed more easily. Talked without sparring.

The longer I sat across from her, the more relaxed I felt. Strangely, the more myself I felt. Not the version of me the world expected. Not the asshole with the mic. But the person beneath the persona. Raw. Curious. Real.

Vivian tilted her glass toward me, eyes sparkling. “It’s a shame you’re such an asshole,” she said lightly. “Otherwise, I’d probably sleep with you. Even dressed like a woman.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You’re assuming I’d want to sleep with you.”

She leaned in, lips curved. “Please. I’ve heard your podcast. You want to sleep with every woman.”

I grinned. “Only the smart ones who make my life a living hell.”

“Well,” she said, clinking her glass against mine, “you’ve certainly got a type.”

I stared at her—longer than I should have. The idea of sleeping with her had lingered at the back of my mind all day like a song I couldn’t get out of my head. But I hadn’t seriously considered it. Not with our history. Not with the passive-aggressive bickering that defined our podcast dynamic.

“So,” I said, letting my eyes trail deliberately down her body, “are you saying I look pretty hot in this outfit?”

“I guess I am,” she replied, the corners of her mouth curling into a smirk. “But like I said—you’re such an asshole it’s off-putting.”

I shrugged, playful. “I can dial down the asshole for a night.”

“Don’t tempt me,” she said, raising her wine glass to her lips and finishing the last sip with an elegance that made my throat go dry.

“You have to admit I’ve been fairly well-behaved throughout this whole process. I mean, just look at me.” I gestured vaguely at myself—my dress, my hair, the whole illusion. I hadn’t thought about either in the last twenty minutes, and somehow, that realization surprised me. The stares didn’t faze me anymore. I was starting to feel comfortable.

“That’s true,” she admitted. “I expected a lot more fighting between the two of us.”

And just like that, the flirtation fizzled into a quiet truce. We split the check and drove back to Vivian’s place in silence—not awkward, but expectant. The kind of silence that breathes just before something changes.

“I’ll grab you a few more things for the week,” she said as we stepped inside. “Stuff you can actually wear.”

“You mean you’re not going to dress me every day?” I teased, nudging her shoulder.

“I think you’ve graduated to dressing yourself,” she replied, tossing her keys into the bowl near the entryway. “But I will be checking in on you. Randomly. So you better not half-ass it.”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said, surprising myself with the conviction in my voice. “The hardest part is over. Being a woman for a week is going to be a piece of cake.”

We reached her doorway, and for a moment, she paused. Her eyes flicked over me—slow, searching, deliberate. She looked like she was on the edge of saying something, but held it back. Instead, she turned, slid her key into the lock, and let us inside.

Then, without a word, she spun and pressed me against the wall, her mouth crashing into mine.

I barely had time to react. But when I did, I matched her urgency with my own. If she wanted me, she could have me. God knew I’d wanted her all day. Maybe longer.

Still, this wasn’t how I imagined it happening. Not with her. Not with Vivian—the woman who made a career out of making me look like an idiot twice a week in front of a microphone.

She pulled back slightly, her breath ragged. Her eyes flicked down again, lips parted.

“Sorry,” she murmured. “You’re just… really attractive like that.”

“I knew you liked it,” I said, cocky.

She rolled her eyes and slapped her hand over my mouth. “Please. Just… stop talking.”

I did.

She kissed me again, softer this time, slower. Her lips brushed mine, then trailed to my cheek, to the curve of my jaw, and down the side of my neck. I melted against the wall. Her hands slid lower, tracing the neckline of my dress, cupping the silicone curves beneath the fabric. She kneaded gently, like she was trying to memorize the shape of me.

And I wondered—just for a second—what it would feel like if those breasts were real. If the softness under her hands had truly been mine.

Vivian hiked the hem of my dress to my hips, her breath warm against my ear. Her hand slid between my thighs and stroked me through the lace of my panties. My cock twitched against the friction.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “This is messing with my head so much.”

“Then stop overthinking it,” I said, voice low.

Her grip tightened around me, and I groaned as the fabric pulled tighter against my skin. I didn’t care about the pressure. I didn’t care about anything except the heat in her eyes.

“Yeah,” I breathed. “Just like that.”

She dropped to her knees—slowly, deliberately—and looked up at me with a mix of disbelief and hunger.

“I can’t believe I’m down here for you,” she said. “You, of all people.”

“You’re still thinking,” I told her, grinning.

She laughed, short and breathy, and shook her head. And then she gave in.

Vivian leaned forward and pressed her tongue against the outline of my cock, licking the length of me through the lace. I swelled even harder, aching beneath the friction. I wanted her mouth—needed it—more than I’d ever let myself admit before.

And from the way she moaned when she tasted me, I could tell she wanted it too.

She slid the panties to the side with deliberate care, and my cock spilled free, thick and aching. Her fingers closed around the base, firm and practiced, as she gave it a slow, deliberate stroke.

Then she opened her mouth.

The same mouth that had spent weeks dragging me on her podcast. The mouth that curled into smug smirks whenever I stumbled. The mouth that mocked, criticized, and took every opportunity to paint me as the villain.

And now?

Now I was about to bury myself in it.

Only—I wasn’t some dominant man taking control. Not anymore. Not with my dress bunched at the waist and pink lace clinging to one hip. Not with the faint pressure of silicone breasts tugging at my chest every time I breathed.

No, this wasn’t conquest.

This was surrender.

I looked down at her—at Vivian Black, on her knees before me—and I had to look past the unfamiliar curve of breasts, past the rolled-up hem of a borrowed dress, past the absurdity of my cock hanging out like this.

When I finally slipped past her lips, the sensation was unfamiliar. Not just physically—though her mouth was hot, soft, enveloping—but emotionally. It flipped something inside me. I didn’t feel powerful. I felt… exposed. Vulnerable. Submissive in a way that startled me, even though she was the one on the floor.

And because of that—because I was too far in my own head—I couldn’t come. Not yet. Not like this.

She pulled back slowly, her brow creasing. “Is everything okay?” she asked, noticing I was only half-hard now, despite the way her mouth had worshipped me.

“It’s just… weird,” I admitted, my voice quieter than I expected. “Being dressed like this. With you—on your knees. It’s messing with my head.”

A smile touched her lips, slow and knowing. “I might have just the thing.”

Before I could ask what that meant, she stood and reached for my hand, pulling me gently down the hallway. The light was low and amber when she led me into her bedroom—a space that felt like her: composed, confident, intimate. She let go of my hand and crossed to a tall dresser, rifling through one of the drawers.

“Get on the bed,” she said. “On all fours.”

I blinked. “All fours?”

“You heard me.”

I hesitated—but only for a second. Then I climbed onto the mattress and positioned myself like she asked, the sheets cool beneath my palms. I wasn’t sure what I expected her to pull out—maybe lingerie, or another ridiculous outfit she thought would help ease me back into arousal.

But what she pulled out stopped me cold.

A strap-on. Massive. Black. And curved with intention.

My breath caught. “What the fuck is that?”

Vivian held it up like it was a prize. “This,” she said, “is what’s going to make you come. And—bonus—it’s going to make me come, too.”

I stared at her. “How?”

She stepped closer, her voice low and smooth. “See the butterfly shape at the base? It vibrates. When I fuck you, it presses against my clit.”

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered.

She grinned like a cat about to devour something helpless. “Relax. You’ll like it.”

I wasn’t sure about that—I was nervous as hell. Vivian Black was a lot of things, but I had not expected kinky sex goddess to be one of them.

And yet here I was. Wearing a dress. Wearing panties. Bent over her bed on trembling hands and knees.

There was a first time for everything.

My cock hardened instantly as Vivian began to undress—slowly, deliberately, like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

First went the blouse, buttons slipping open one by one beneath her fingers. Then her skirt, which dropped to the floor with a whisper of fabric. She stepped out of it with the grace of someone fully in command. Her bra landed beside it, followed by the delicate lace of her panties. And then she stood before me—naked, unashamed, and breathtaking.

Her figure was lean but curvy in all the right places. Her breasts were round and full, her nipples already tight and pink. Her pussy was bare, smooth, and glistening slightly in the warm light. My mouth went dry just looking at her. I wanted her—wanted inside her—more than I’d ever wanted anyone before.

But the rules had changed.

She wasn’t offering herself to me the way I’d once imagined. No, the way this night was unfolding, it wasn’t about what I would do to her.

It was about what she would do to me.

Vivian slicked lube between her thighs and then strapped the harness around her hips, adjusting it with practiced ease. The sight of her buckling herself in—like a warrior preparing for battle—should’ve made me nervous. Instead, it turned me on more than I could explain.

She climbed onto the bed behind me and rubbed a generous amount of lube between my cheeks. I shivered as her fingers found my entrance—first one, then two, working me open with slow, steady pressure.

And strangely, it felt good.

Too good.

The sensation of her fingers stretching me while I wore a dress and felt the soft weight of silicone breasts on my chest—it scrambled my brain in the best way. I wasn’t supposed to enjoy this. Not like this.

But I did.

“It feels so good,” I murmured, surprised by my own voice, by the breathy need in it.

Vivian chuckled. “I knew you’d like it,” she said. “Just wait until you feel the rest.”

But I couldn’t wait. I was already panting, already clenching around her fingers in anticipation. “Do it now,” I begged, breath catching in my throat.

She gave a low, amused laugh. “What’s the magic word?”

My face flushed with heat, humiliation and desire colliding in my chest. “Please,” I whispered. “Please fuck me.”

Her eyes darkened. “Good girl,” she said, and those two words sent a ripple of heat straight through me.

I trembled beneath her as she pressed the silicone head against my opening, rubbing it slowly between my cheeks before guiding it in. My body tensed—stretching, yielding—until I was finally wrapped around her, my mouth open in a wordless groan. She filled me carefully at first, inch by inch, until my ass ached deliciously with the fullness of her.

And then she turned on the vibration.

A low hum started at the base of the toy, sending waves of sensation up my spine. Vivian moaned behind me, her hips rocking forward, her body finding its rhythm. Each thrust was slow and deep, the butterfly base of the strap-on pressing against her clit as she moved.

My head spun. The pressure. The vibration. The heat of her thighs against the backs of mine.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned, voice thick and ragged as she worked the toy deeper, grinding in short, hungry strokes.

She kept rocking her hips, keeping the vibration steady as her own pleasure built. And then she drove in deep and held there, grinding against me while the toy buzzed inside both of us.

That was all it took.

My cock throbbed painfully, and then it spilled—hot and sudden—onto her sheets. I groaned and collapsed forward onto my elbows, trembling as my orgasm pulsed through me in shudders.

Behind me, she cried out and buried her face into my back, her body quaking as she came, the toy still vibrating, still pressed between us.

“Fuck,” she gasped, breathless, after the wave passed. “God, I’ve always wanted to try that.”

She eased out of me slowly, and we both collapsed onto the mattress, side by side, flushed and glowing in the aftermath. I turned to look at her—really look at her—and something shifted.

There was softness in her expression. Something vulnerable. Something real.

“You had that thing this whole time and never used it?” I asked, still catching my breath.

Vivian smiled faintly. “I bought it during my last relationship. It ended not long after. Apparently, it was... a little too much.”

I chuckled, still dazed. “Yeah, I can see how that might’ve been a dealbreaker.”

“I’m not exactly a conventional person,” she said, her hazel eyes locking with mine.

“No,” I said, smiling. “But I’m starting to like that about you.”

She reached out and rested her hand gently on my chest, fingertips brushing the edge of my dress. “Stay with me tonight,” she whispered.

I hesitated—not because I didn’t want to, but because I was surprised. This wasn’t just a night for her. It wasn’t just a game or a mistake. It meant something. And that meant something to me.

I laced my fingers through hers and gave a quiet nod.

“There’s nowhere else I’d rather be,” I said.

And for the first time all night, I meant it without hesitation.


Chapter Seven



I spent the next week dressing as a woman—and to my surprise, actually enjoying it. What had started as a bet, a challenge, a half-baked experiment in humility and showmanship, became something quieter. Something stranger. Something... comforting.

Vivian was by my side through all of it. Our arguments, once constant and cutting, faded to the background. In their place came teasing—sharp, charged, and increasingly playful. And that teasing? It had a way of migrating. From our banter over breakfast to smirks exchanged in public to low murmurs in the dark of her bedroom. Eventually, all that tension melted into touch. Our friction became fuel.

Of course, not everything was easy.

I experienced more than a few crude comments during that week—men whispering filthy things under their breath, casting long looks when they thought I wouldn’t notice. I should have felt horrified. Disgusted. Violated, even.

But I didn’t.

Maybe because I was coming at it from a different place. Detached, yet curiously intrigued. Their hunger didn’t degrade me—it empowered something I hadn’t expected. I found a strange thrill in the idea that they were imagining me on my knees, ready and eager. But none of them would get the chance.

Because the only one who’d be taking me from now on was Vivian.

At least, until she got tired of me.

When the week ended, I met up with her one last time—arms full of borrowed clothes, hair still curled from that morning. I stood awkwardly in her foyer, shifting from foot to foot.

“Thanks,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “It was a... well, an interesting experiment.”

She arched a brow, amused. “So, what are you going to tell your listeners? Are you going to go back to bullying me on air?”

I sighed. “What can I say? Half the crap I say on the podcast is just to get attention. Most of it... it’s not really me. Or at least, I don’t think it is.”

“I’m learning that about you,” she said softly, her eyes flicking over my face with a mix of curiosity and caution. “But you can’t keep stirring the pot just because it gets you clicks.”

“I know,” I said, surprised by the honesty in my own voice. “Lately, I’ve been sick of the whole thing anyway.”

It was the first time I’d admitted that aloud. The first time I’d been that honest—with anyone.

Vivian nodded. “Then let it go. Rebrand. Or at least start by being real about how it felt to live as a woman all week.”

I exhaled, a long, uncertain breath. “That’s a big ask.”

“So what?” she said. “If it backfires, you pivot. You’re smart. You’ll figure it out.”

I hesitated. My fingers twitched at my sides. “And what about us?” I asked, stepping closer and gently taking her hand. “Where do we go from here?”

Her gaze lifted to mine, steady and unreadable. “I don’t know,” she said. “But if you say anything mean about me on your show again, I may have to punish you.”

She winked, and I laughed—nervously.

“Sounds like you want me to misbehave,” I teased.

“Maybe I do,” she said, squeezing my hand. “Maybe there’s a way we turn this whole mess into something we both enjoy.”

I tilted my head. “What do you mean?”

She gave a slow, wicked smile. “What if we keep the banter going? Keep calling each other out on our shows. Keep the controversy alive. And then, after you’ve riled up your listeners... you come home to me, put on something pretty, and let me discipline you for everything you said.”

My throat went dry. “You make a very tempting offer.”

“Think about it,” she said, her voice almost a whisper now.

“I don’t need to,” I murmured. “In fact... why don’t I read you my next episode draft right now? I think it might really piss you off.”

“Don’t you dare,” she said, grinning as she backed me toward the wall. “You’d better be nice to me... or else.”

“Or else what?” I asked, catching her waist and pulling her close, wishing I were still in one of her dresses.

“You asked for it,” she said, eyes glinting. She gave me a firm push toward the hallway. “Now get your cute ass in the bedroom.”

“Oh no,” I said, backing away slowly, grinning like an idiot. “I’m in so much trouble.”

“Damn right you are,” she said.

But we were both smiling the whole way there.
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