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	Trouble Next Door, Part 2

	Victoria Vaughn

	 

	It had been two days since the girls lowered the boom on Ryan. The three young and determined women sat him in front of Tessa's vanity in a red dress and blonde wig while Lily fixed his lipstick and Tessa reminded him exactly whose pantyhose he was wearing. Two days since they searched his townhome and found the folders, the hidden camera card, the stolen scarf, and the black nylons he had taken from Tessa's laundry rack like some private little trophy. Most of all, it had been two days since Maya took his phone, looked him directly in the eye through the vanity mirror, and explained that his life now depended entirely on whether three women believed he was behaving himself.

	The rules had come after the makeover, once the panic and shouting burned out of him enough that he finally understood the girls were serious. Maya had delivered them calmly, almost professionally, while Ryan sat trapped in Lily's dress and tried not to look at his own reflection longer than necessary. Tessa stayed colder and more personal, stepping in whenever Ryan tried to minimize what he had done. Lily said less than the other two, but she had watched the entire conversation with bright fascination, as though she could already see possibilities the others had not reached yet.

	The rules themselves were brutally simple.

	Ryan was not allowed to delete, alter, or destroy anything connected to the pictures or stolen clothes. Maya had made it clear that the evidence no longer belonged to him, and if so much as a single folder vanished, Kristi would immediately learn why her boyfriend had spent the evening tied up in Tessa's closet wearing makeup.

	If Maya asked for his phone, laptop, or passwords, he handed them over without argument. If one of the girls texted him, he answered. If one of them told him to come next door, he came next door. Maya had framed it as obedience, plain and simple, because the girls no longer trusted him to make decisions that affected them.

	Kristi, meanwhile, was to remain completely innocent of the arrangement. Ryan was forbidden from warning her, manipulating her against the girls, or telling some partial version of the story that turned himself into the victim. Maya had been especially sharp about that rule. Kristi trusted him, she said, and Ryan did not get to punish her because he was frightened of consequences he had earned himself.

	Then came the rule Ryan hated most because some part of him knew it was deserved. He was to treat Kristi with respect and deference at all times. No snapping at her because he felt trapped. No cold silences. No passive-aggressive behavior because he resented the girls. If Kristi asked for something reasonable, he did it. If she wanted to spend time with Maya, Lily, or Tessa, he smiled and acted normal.

	"You don't get to become a worse boyfriend because you got caught," Maya had told him while his own lipstick stained the rim of a water glass beside the vanity. "If anything, you're going to become a better one."

	Finally, there was the broad rule underneath all the others. Ryan obeyed. If Maya told him to unlock his phone, he unlocked it. If Tessa told him to put something on, he put it on. If Lily corrected him, he listened. Every time Ryan tried to argue that the arrangement was insane, Maya returned to the same point with relentless calm.

	"You created the leverage," she had said. "We're just deciding what to do with it."

	The worst part was that the girls never gave him a finish line. Ryan had asked more than once how long this was supposed to last, and every time Maya shut the question down immediately. There was no checklist. No "wear this three times and you're free." No apology big enough to erase the pictures, the stolen clothes, or the memory card sitting safely in Maya's possession.

	"You don't decide when this ends," Maya had said. That sentence had followed him through the last forty-eight hours more effectively than any direct threat.

	Now Ryan sat at his kitchen table in sweatpants and a gray T-shirt while Kristi moved around the townhome making coffee completely unaware that two nights earlier her boyfriend had been standing in Tessa's bedroom in a blonde wig and stuffed bra while three women discussed rules for controlling him. The normalcy of the morning felt unreal after the chaos of that night. Sunlight came through the kitchen window. The coffee maker hissed softly. Kristi hummed under her breath while searching for cinnamon.

	Ryan looked toward the side window over the sink before he could stop himself.

	Maya was outside on her patio.

	She wasn't doing anything dramatic. She stood in leggings and an oversized sweatshirt with her hair tied back, watering one of the hanging plants near the fence. From a distance, she looked perfectly ordinary, just another neighbor starting her morning. Then she glanced toward his window and held his gaze long enough for Ryan to remember exactly who had his memory card in her purse.

	Kristi looked up from the counter. “Oh, Maya's outside."

	Ryan forced himself to look away from the window. "Yeah."

	"She invited us over Friday night."

	The mug in Ryan's hand stopped halfway to his mouth.

	Kristi smiled without noticing. “I think she feels bad about how tense things have been between everybody lately. Honestly, I'm glad. I hated the weird neighbor energy."

	Ryan said nothing.

	Kristi turned toward him with the cinnamon jar in one hand. "You okay?"

	He looked at her and thought about the rules. About Maya's calm voice. About Tessa adjusting the straps of the bra he had worn beneath Lily's red dress. About Lily laughing softly while fixing his lipstick because he kept pressing his mouth together nervously.

	Then he thought about Kristi finding out any of it.

	"Yeah," Ryan said carefully. "I'm okay."

	Outside, Maya finished watering the plant and looked toward the kitchen window one more time before going back inside. Ryan watched her disappear through the sliding door and understood, with sick clarity, that Friday night was not going to be a normal dinner invitation.

	 

	***

	 

	Two days after Ryan sat in Tessa's room wearing Lily's red dress and Tessa's pantyhose, Kristi decided it was wonderful that everyone was finally getting along.

	Ryan knew better, but knowing better did not help. He stood beside Kristi on Maya, Lily, and Tessa's patio with a beer he barely touched, watching the three girls act like normal neighbors with the easy confidence of women who had nothing to hide. That was the worst part. Kristi smiled at them, laughed with them, and seemed relieved that the strange tension between the two townhomes had turned into dinner and drinks, while Ryan stood there with the memory of Maya's rules pressing harder than the bottle in his hand.

	"I'm really glad we're doing this," Kristi said, giving his arm a little squeeze. “I hated feeling like there was some weird feud starting.”

	"There was never a feud," Maya said pleasantly. "Just a misunderstanding about boundaries."

	Ryan felt the word hit him and kept his face still. Kristi nodded, missing it completely. "Ryan can be intense about privacy."

	Tessa glanced at him over the rim of her glass. "We noticed."

	Lily smiled from beside the patio table, where she was arranging napkins with more concentration than napkins required. “But he's been much more responsive lately. I think clear instructions really help him."

	Kristi laughed. “That is painfully true."

	Ryan forced a smile. “Glad everyone's having fun."

	Maya's eyes flicked to him for half a second, just long enough to remind him what not having fun could cost. She wore a simple black dress and looked perfectly harmless to Kristi, which Ryan found almost impressive in a horrible way. Tessa had been quieter through the beginning of dinner, but every time Ryan relaxed, her attention found him again, cool and specific, like she was remembering the plastic bag in his office drawer. Lily was the only one who seemed openly delighted, though even her delight had edges now.

	Dinner itself was almost worse than the first awkward drinks. Kristi sat between Maya and Lily, asking about work, the neighborhood, and how long the three of them had known each other. Ryan sat across from her, close enough to see every smile, every nod, every ordinary sign that she had no idea what kind of conversation had taken place in the same house two nights earlier. He ate carefully, answered when spoken to, and tried not to react each time one of the girls laid a double meaning on the table like a fork.

	"These are great," Kristi said, taking another bite of the roasted potatoes. “Ryan, you should ask Tessa how she makes them. Yours always come out too dry."

	Tessa looked at Ryan. “I'm happy to teach him. He seems like he can learn when he has the right motivation."

	Ryan took a drink of water.

	Lily leaned forward. "Tessa is strict, though. You have to follow every step exactly."

	Kristi grinned. "Honestly, that might be good for him."

	Maya's voice was smooth. "It has been."

	Ryan lowered his glass and looked at her, but Maya had already turned back to Kristi with a harmless smile. Kristi did not notice. She was enjoying herself too much, which was exactly what Maya wanted. The rules had not just made Ryan obey the girls. They had made him participate in Kristi's comfort, smile through his own fear, and help maintain the lie that protected him.

	After dinner, they moved inside because Lily insisted dessert would be better in the living room. Kristi took her wine to the couch and settled in like she belonged there, commenting on the string lights, the framed prints, the comfortable messiness of the place. Ryan stayed near the armchair, trying not to look toward the stairs. The last time he had been upstairs, he had left part of himself behind at Tessa's vanity.

	Lily appeared beside him before he realized she had crossed the room.

	"Ryan, can I borrow you for one tiny thing?" she asked.

	He looked at her too quickly. "What?"

	Kristi glanced over. "What's wrong?" 

	"Nothing," Ryan said.

	Lily widened her eyes innocently. "The upstairs bathroom sink is making this weird little sound. Tessa thinks it might be the drain, but I thought maybe Ryan could look at it since he seems handy."

	Kristi smiled at him. “Oh, go take a look."

	Ryan's hand tightened on the back of the chair. "I'm not really a plumber."

	"It's probably nothing," Lily said. "I just need a second opinion."

	Maya sat beside Kristi with her wineglass balanced casually in one hand. “It would be neighborly."

	Tessa did not smile. "Very neighborly."

	Kristi looked amused. “Ryan, go help. You're always saying people should handle small problems before they get bigger."

	Lily's face brightened at that. "Exactly. We wouldn't want anything getting bigger."

	Ryan looked at Maya, but she only gave the smallest tilt of her head toward the stairs. It was not dramatic enough for Kristi to read as a command. It was more efficient than that. Ryan put down his beer and followed Lily out of the room, feeling Tessa and Maya watching him from behind.

	The upstairs hallway was quiet, and the moment they were out of sight, Lily's smile changed.

	"Relax," she whispered. "You look like I'm taking you to an execution."

	Ryan kept his voice low. "What are you doing?" 

	"Testing rule six."

	"Lily."

	She stopped outside the bathroom and turned back to him. "Careful. You are already saying my name like you think it still works as a warning."

	Ryan looked down the stairs, where Kristi's laugh drifted up from the living room. “She's right there."

	"I know," Lily said. "That's why this is fun."

	She opened the bathroom door and gestured him inside. Ryan stepped past her, expecting a sink, a cabinet, maybe some staged little plumbing problem she could use to keep him upstairs for a minute. Instead, on the closed toilet lid, he saw a full set of lingerie laid out with almost ceremonial care. The bra was pale blush satin with scalloped lace along the cups, small ivory bows stitched where the straps met the front, and lightly shaped padding that made it clear Lily expected it to show a curve under his shirt. Beside it sat matching panties in the same blush satin, cut high at the hips with a sheer lace panel in front, delicate enough that Ryan's first instinct was to look away as if even seeing them was a confession.

	The garter belt was worse because it looked complicated and intentional. It matched the bra and panties, with four slender straps dangling from a lace waistband and tiny metal clips waiting for the stockings. The stockings themselves were sheer ivory with a faint shimmer, folded in two long, silky lengths beside the belt, each one topped with a lace band that looked much too pretty and much too intimate to disappear under his pants. Nothing about the arrangement looked grabbed in a hurry. Lily had chosen every piece knowing he would have to touch it, figure it out, and then come downstairs wearing it while Kristi sat on the couch below.

	Ryan turned back so fast that Lily had to put one hand against the doorframe to block him. "No."

	Lily stepped in after him and pulled the door almost closed, leaving it cracked just enough to make him conscious of every sound downstairs. "Yes."

	"No," he said again, barely above a whisper. "I'm not doing this. Not with Kristi downstairs."

	"You said that like Kristi downstairs is a reason not to," Lily said. "I think it's the reason you will." 

	Ryan shook his head. “This is insane."

	"It's underwear," Lily said. "Very pretty underwear, granted, but still underwear. You get to keep your pants on downstairs, which makes me incredibly generous."

	"I'm not taking off my clothes in your bathroom." 

	Lily tilted her head toward the door. "Then go downstairs and explain to Kristi why you're too upset to check a sink."

	Ryan looked at the lingerie again. The bra was the part that scared him most because it might show. The panties and garter belt would stay hidden if he moved carefully, and the stockings could be concealed under his pants, but the bra had straps, cups, shape, and risk built into it. Lily saw the calculation happening on his face and seemed delighted by the fact that he had moved from refusing to logistics.

	"The shirt will hide it if you're smart,” she said. "Don't stretch, don't let Kristi lean against your chest, and for God's sake, don't act like you're smuggling fireworks. The more terrified you look, the more she'll wonder why."

	"I hate you," Ryan whispered.

	"No, you don't," Lily said. “You hate that I'm right."

	"I can't go back down like that."

	"You can, and you will, because Maya has the folders, Tessa has a long memory, and Kristi has absolutely no idea that her boyfriend is currently choosing between a bra and total personal collapse." Lily picked up the panties and held them out to him. "Start with these. Hand me your underwear through the door."

	Ryan stared at her.

	Lily's smile sharpened. “Ryan.”

	He took the panties.

	"Good," she said softly. "See? You do learn."

	She stepped into the hall and pulled the bathroom door nearly shut. Ryan stood alone in the small bathroom, staring at the lingerie in his hand while voices drifted up from downstairs, maddeningly normal. Kristi was telling some story about a bad apartment she had once rented, and Maya was laughing in exactly the right places. He could hear the life he was trying to protect continuing without him while he unbuckled his belt with shaking hands.

	It took longer than it should have because he kept stopping to listen. Every creak of the house sounded like Kristi coming upstairs. Every burst of conversation sounded like the moment before someone asked where he was. He took off his underwear, shoved them in his pants pocket at first, then remembered Lily's instruction and froze with his eyes closed, hating that obedience had become a reflex so quickly.

	A soft knock came at the door. "I'm waiting."

	Ryan opened it just enough to push his underwear through the gap. Lily took them with a pleased little hum that made his face burn.

	"Bra next,” she whispered. “Hooks in back. If you can't manage it, I'll come in and help, and then I'll have to tell Kristi the sink is more complicated than I thought."

	He shut the door harder than he meant to.

	The bra took him three tries. He had to put it on backward first, hook it at his stomach, then twist it around and slide his arms through the straps, the way he vaguely remembered seeing someone do in a movie or maybe in real life through a window he now wished he had never looked through.

	That thought made him stop with one strap half over his shoulder, sickened by the chain that had brought him here. He had watched women in private moments because he thought there would be no cost, and now Lily was outside the door with his underwear in her hand, turning the cost into instructions.

	The garter belt was worse because he did not understand it. He fumbled with the straps, clipped one stocking too low, unclipped it, then almost tore the top band with his thumb. By the time he got both stockings attached, he was sweating despite Lily's earlier warning. The finished result looked hidden and obscene at the same time, delicate straps under his ordinary pants, a bra under his shirt, stockings held in place by a belt Kristi would never imagine him wearing.

	"Done?" Lily asked.

	Ryan looked at himself in the mirror. “I can't do this."

	"You are doing it.”

	"I mean downstairs."

	The door opened before he could stop her, and Lily slipped inside. She looked him over with quick, bright assessment, then stepped closer and adjusted one bra strap under his shirt. Ryan flinched, but she ignored it, smoothing the fabric at his shoulder and tugging the collar back into place.

	"Warning time," Lily said. "Keep your jacket on if you can. Don't hug Kristi unless you absolutely have to. If she touches your waist, you do not jump like a haunted virgin. If she asks why you're red, blame the bathroom being hot. If she asks why you took so long, tell her the drain sounded fine but I made you check under the sink because I worry too much."

	Ryan swallowed. "You planned this."

	“I improvised this," Lily said. "That's much scarier for you."

	"Please don't make me go back down there."

	Lily's expression softened for about half a second, not with mercy but with appreciation for how thoroughly the moment had landed. Then she reached into his pocket, pulled out his underwear, and tucked it into her own back pocket. The small motion was so casual that Ryan felt a fresh wave of panic.

	"You don't get these back yet," she said. "If you behave through dessert, maybe I'll be nice." 

	"And if I don't?"

	"Maya explains boundaries to Kristi. Tessa explains laundry. I explain why you were upstairs with me for ten minutes." Lily opened the door and smiled toward the hallway. “Come on. You fixed the sink."

	Ryan followed her downstairs with every nerve in his body tuned to the hidden clothing under his own. The bra straps seemed enormous. The garter clips felt impossibly obvious. The stockings whispered against his legs with each step, a private sound that he was certain everyone could hear even though the girls downstairs were still talking.

	Kristi looked up when they entered. “Everything okay?"

	Lily answered before Ryan could. "False alarm. I panicked over nothing, but Ryan was very helpful."

	Kristi smiled at him. “See? That wasn't so bad."

	Ryan forced his mouth into something like a smile. “No. It was fine."

	"You're flushed," Kristi said. "Are you hot?"

	Lily drifted past him toward the couch. “The upstairs bathroom gets steamy. I warned him."

	Maya's eyes moved over Ryan once, not obviously enough for Kristi to notice, but with perfect comprehension. Tessa looked at Lily, then at Ryan, then down toward his waist for the briefest second. Her smile arrived slowly, and Ryan knew at once that Lily had not needed to tell them anything.

	Kristi patted the space beside her on the couch. "Come sit down."

	Ryan hesitated for less than a second, but Maya caught it. Tessa caught it. Lily definitely caught it. He sat beside Kristi carefully, terrified of the bra shifting, terrified of the garter clips catching, terrified of Kristi leaning against him and discovering the truth by touch.

	Kristi handed him his wine. “You're being quiet tonight."

	"He's probably just relieved," Maya said from across the room. "Small problems are stressful when you let them build up."

	Tessa took a sip from her glass. “But he handled this one."

	Lily curled into the chair opposite him, Ryan's underwear hidden in her pocket and her smile wicked enough to make his face burn hotter. "He really did. I think Ryan deserves credit when he follows through."

	Kristi lifted her glass. "To Ryan being neighborly." Maya raised hers. Tessa followed. Lily's eyes stayed on Ryan as she lifted her wine, and the toast landed like a private joke wrapped in Kristi's approval.

	Ryan raised his glass because there was nothing else he could do. Beneath his ordinary clothes, the bra, panties, garter belt, and stockings turned every breath into a reminder that the girls did not need to drag him upstairs in a dress to control him. They could do it during dessert, with Kristi smiling beside him, while everyone in the room except the woman he loved knew exactly what he had become.

	Ryan and Kristi were barely out the door before Lily locked it behind them and folded over into a laugh she had clearly been holding in for twenty minutes. The sound set Tessa off first, then Maya, though Maya's laughter was quieter and more controlled. Through the front window, they could see Ryan walking stiffly beside Kristi, careful with every step, terrified of the bra straps, garter clips, and stockings hidden under his ordinary clothes. Kristi had her hand looped around his arm, chatting brightly as if the evening had been a pleasant breakthrough in neighbor relations, while Ryan nodded along with the expression of a man trying not to combust in public.

	Tessa came to the window beside Lily. "What did you do to him upstairs?"

	Lily turned, still grinning. "You could tell?"

	"Maya could tell," Tessa said. "I could tell. Kristi probably thought he was overheated or having an allergic reaction."

	"He was wearing half a lingerie drawer under his clothes," Lily said proudly. "Blush satin bra, matching panties, garter belt, ivory stockings. The good set, too. I made him hand me his underwear through the bathroom door."

	Maya's eyebrows lifted. "You took his underwear?"

	"Temporarily," Lily said. "As a teaching aid."

	Tessa stared at her for a second, then laughed again, sharper this time. "That is vicious."

	“He deserved vicious,” Lily said. "He was standing there acting like the world was ending because I made him put on pretty underwear, and all I could think was that he stole your pantyhose and kept my scarf in a plastic bag like trophies. Honestly, I was being restrained."

	Maya went to the couch and picked up her wineglass. "You improvised all of that from a fake plumbing problem?"

	"Of course," Lily said. “You gave me a scared man, a bathroom, and a girlfriend downstairs. I used the materials available."

	Tessa shook her head, but there was admiration in it now. "He came back looking like he was afraid Kristi could hear the stockings."

	"She almost touched his waist," Lily said, dropping into the chair with a delighted little bounce. "Did you see him freeze?"

	"I saw," Maya said. “I also saw him sit down like the couch was wired."

	Tessa's smile faded into something more thoughtful. "It worked."

	Lily looked at her. “Of course it worked."

	"No, I mean it really worked." Tessa leaned against the arm of the couch, her attention shifting from the front door to the stairs. “He obeyed you while Kristi was downstairs. He wore what you told him to wear, came back, sat beside her, and pretended everything was normal because he knew what would happen if he didn't."

	Maya took a slow sip of wine. "That is the useful part."

	Lily's grin returned. “Useful and adorable.”

	"He was not adorable," Tessa said.

	"He was a little adorable."

	"He was terrified,” Maya said. “That matters more."

	Lily tilted her head. “It can be both.”

	Tessa crossed her arms, considering it despite herself. "Having a neighbor for a dress-up doll does have advantages."

	Lily pointed at her. “There it is. I was waiting for one of you to say it first."

	"I'm not saying we make this the whole thing," Tessa said, though the way she said it suggested the thought had already gotten comfortable. “But he watched us, collected us, stole from us, and hid behind his nice normal boyfriend routine. There is something satisfying about making him sit there in stockings while Kristi talks about dessert."

	Maya's expression sharpened with interest. "Payback is nice. Payback that pays for itself is better." 

	"Private for now," Lily said.

	Maya looked at her. "For now?"

	Lily sat up straighter, excited by her own thought. “Come on. He looked good in the red dress. Not just funny-good. Actually good. With better makeup, better hair, and clothes that fit him properly, he could pass. Maybe not walking through a mall at noon yet, but in photos? Absolutely."

	Tessa's eyes narrowed, but not in disagreement. "It would be fun to take pictures of him that he wouldn't want getting out for a change."

	"Exactly," Lily said. “He collected us. Now we collect him."

	Maya did not laugh right away. She leaned back against the couch with her wineglass in hand, watching both of them as the idea changed from a joke into something with shape. Lily had tossed it out with her usual wicked enthusiasm, but Tessa's reaction gave it weight. Ryan had made them feel watched, sorted, and kept; the thought of turning that back on him had an elegance Maya clearly appreciated.

	Lily leaned forward, warming to it. “What if we made a website?"

	Tessa looked at her. “A website?"

	“For him,” Lily said. “Not Ryan. The other version. The one in the red dress who looked like he was about to cry if anybody called him pretty." Her grin widened as the thought took shape. "We could dress him up, do sets, outfits, themes. He looked good enough that with a bit of work, he could be a very successful erotic model."

	Tessa's smile returned slowly. "Pictures he wouldn't want out. For once."

	"And not just random pictures," Lily said. "A whole thing. Different lingerie, different dresses, maybe little themes. Innocent neighbor girl. Naughty secretary. Humiliated housewife. Whatever works." She gave a delighted little shrug, as if the possibilities were arriving faster than she could list them. "If people pay for that kind of thing, he could buy us a whole new wardrobe without ever knowing he had a choice."

	Maya's expression settled into something calm. and certain. "No. Not just collect him."

	Lily looked over. “No?”

	Maya smiled. "Package him."

	Tessa's smile grew.

	“He needs a name,” Maya continued. “A look. A wardrobe. A reason people would come back for more. If he's going to be our dress-up doll, we shouldn't waste the opportunity."

	Lily clapped once, delighted. "That is so much worse than what I said."

	"It's better," Maya said. "Worse is just a bonus."

	Tessa looked toward the wall they shared with Ryan's townhome. “He took my pantyhose because he thought nobody would ever know."

	Lily lifted her glass. "Now strangers can pay to see him in them."

	Maya raised her glass too. "And he can pay us back one outfit at a time."

	They clinked glasses softly, the sound almost swallowed by the quiet house. Next door, Ryan was probably peeling off Lily's lingerie with shaking hands while Kristi brushed her teeth a few feet away, still believing dinner had gone well. The girls sat with that knowledge for a moment, enjoying the shape of the secret and the future it had opened.

	Ryan had walked home thinking he had survived an evening of hidden humiliation, but the truth was much worse than that. He had shown them the idea worked.

	Lily's smile turned wicked again. "We're going to need a name for him."

	Maya looked toward the shared wall, thoughtful now rather than amused. “Not yet. Let him spend a little longer thinking this is only something that happens when he misbehaves."

	Tessa nodded. “Then we show him misbehaving is not the only reason."

	Lily laughed and settled back into the chair, already imagining dresses, wigs, poses, and all the ways Ryan would try to bargain once he understood what they had planned. Tessa still had the colder satisfaction of a woman thinking about payback, but now there was curiosity with it too. Maya watched the shared wall as if she could see through it, past the drywall and into the tidy townhome where Ryan was probably trying to become normal again before Kristi noticed anything wrong.

	The night had started as a test of obedience, but it had ended with something more valuable. They now knew Ryan could be made to wear their secret under Kristi's nose and still smile when told. They knew he was pretty enough to be useful, scared enough to obey, and compromised enough to keep coming back. Whatever name they eventually gave him, whatever clothes they put him in, whatever kind of website Lily was already building in her head, one fact had become impossible to ignore. Their creepy neighbor had turned out to be worth something after all.

	 

	***

	 

	Over the next week, the three women worked with purpose. Ryan did not know that, which made the work easier and more enjoyable for all of them. He answered their texts, avoided trouble with Kristi, and probably congratulated himself on surviving the dinner without anyone finding out what Lily had made him wear under his clothes. From his side of the wall, the silence must have seemed like mercy. From theirs, it was preparation.

	Maya handled the machinery. She spent evenings curled on the couch with her laptop, studying subscription platforms, clip sites, payment options, privacy settings, content categories, and the strange little rituals by which men turned humiliation into recurring monthly revenue. She took notes with the same calm efficiency she brought to everything else, building lists of what required verification, what could stay anonymous, how often successful pages updated, and how creators teased free previews without giving away the real material. By Wednesday, she had usernames saved, a basic page structure drafted, pricing tiers outlined, and a private folder system organized so neatly that even Tessa had looked impressed.

	Lily handled the inspiration, though she insisted on calling it market research. She spent hours with one knee tucked under her on the chair, scrolling through erotic women's sites, amateur lingerie pages, feminization clips, trans model accounts, and every awkward little corner of the internet where pretty embarrassment seemed to sell. She was not looking for legal details or business structure. She was looking for heat, angles, captions, clothes, fantasies, and the specific kinds of images that made subscribers come back. By the end of the week, she had a list of shoot ideas that included "first time in lingerie," "neighbor girl caught dressing up," "shy secretary,” “pantyhose punishment,” “date-night dress," and, circled twice in red pen, “boyfriend material."

	Tessa handled Ryan himself, or at least the version of Ryan they were going to need. She did not ask for his cooperation, did not warn him, and did not invite him into the process, because involving him would only give him chances to whine, bargain, or ruin the momentum. Instead, she studied the problem like she was building a training program for a difficult animal with a decent face and no discipline. She wrote down what they already knew: he had good legs, narrow enough shoulders for the right dresses, a face that softened under makeup, and enough fear of Kristi finding out to make him follow instructions. Then she made a second list of everything that had to be corrected before he could be useful. 

	The list was longer than Lily liked and more honest than Ryan would have survived reading. He needed shaving rules, skin care, eyebrow maintenance, better wig control, basic posing, lingerie discipline, and practice wearing heels without moving like the floor personally offended him. He needed to learn how to keep his hands from flying up to cover himself every time someone looked at him. He needed to stop mashing his lips together when nervous, stop hunching into clothes that were meant to be seen, and stop looking at the mirror like it was accusing him of something. Tessa wrote it all down, not because she felt sorry for him, but because a sloppy transformation would waste the leverage they had earned.

	By Friday afternoon, their separate projects had begun to merge. Maya had the shell of a site. Lily had the first month of fantasy themes. Tessa had a training plan that began with shaving, lingerie, and makeup tolerance and ended with Ryan being able to take direction without arguing himself into punishment. None of them had decided exactly how far they wanted to push him, but that no longer felt like a problem. The important thing was that they had stopped thinking of Ryan as a creep who needed to be taught one lesson and started thinking of him as a resource they had barely begun to use.

	That night, Maya spread the notes across the coffee table while Lily poured wine and Tessa sat with her training list balanced on one knee. The folders, ideas, and checklists looked almost respectable arranged together like that, as if they were planning a side business instead of the systematic erotic humiliation of the man next door. Lily found that hilarious and said so, but nobody suggested stopping. The more organized it became, the more inevitable it felt.

	"He thinks we're leaving him alone,” Lily said, tapping one red-painted nail against the words pantyhose punishment.

	Maya smiled at the laptop screen. “Good. Let him relax."

	Tessa looked toward the shared wall, where Ryan's townhome sat quiet and ordinary in the dark. "He's going to hate the training plan."

	“He'll hate all of it," Lily said happily.

	Maya closed the laptop with the first version of the site saved and waiting. "Then he should have thought of that before he became useful."
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