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The soft glow of the evening light filtered through the curtains, casting a warm ambiance over my room. Amy sat beside me on the bed, our fingers intertwined as we waited for Ava's arrival. A nervous energy hung in the air, the weight of the situation pressing down on us. 

A sharp rap on the door broke the silence, and Ava swept into the room without waiting for a response. Her eyes gleamed with a mixture of mischief and triumph as she held up a garment bag, a sly grin playing on her lips.

"I have the perfect outfit for Amy's debut at the Velvet Club," she announced, unzipping the bag with a flourish.

My breath caught in my throat as the sheer fabric of a scandalously revealing corset spilled out, adorned with delicate lace and satin accents. High-waisted lace panties and thigh-high fishnet stockings completed the ensemble, designed to leave little to the imagination.

"Goddamn," I muttered under my breath, unable to tear my eyes away from the provocative outfit.

Ava's grin widened as she caught my reaction. "Amy will look absolutely divine in this, don't you think?"

I swallowed hard, images of Amy's lithe form clad in the skimpy garments flooding my mind. "Yeah," I managed, my voice thick with a mix of desire and disbelief. "She'll be... stunning."

Amy shot me a sideways glance, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement. Ava's eyes danced between us, reveling in the tension she had created.

"Well, we'd better get you ready, Amy," she said, draping the outfit over her arm. "Come on, let’s go to your room."

Amy rose from the bed, her movements hesitant as she followed Ava towards the door. She paused, turning back to me with a look that held a thousand unspoken words.

"We'll be back in a bit," Ava called over her shoulder, her voice laced with a hint of mockery.

I sat on the edge of my bed, my heart pounding in my chest as Amy and Ava disappeared into the hallway. The image of that scandalously revealing outfit burned in my mind, and I couldn't help but imagine Amy's lithe form adorned in the sheer lace and satin.

My hands trembled slightly as I ran them through my hair, trying to regain some semblance of composure. Ava's words echoed in my ears, taunting me, knowing that soon Amy would parade around in that provocative ensemble, putting her body on display for the depraved clientele of the Velvet Club.

A part of me recoiled at the thought, protective instincts flaring at the idea of Amy being ogled and leered at by those men. But another part of me, a deeper, more primal part, couldn't deny the thrill that coursed through my veins at the mere prospect of seeing her like that.

I shifted uncomfortably on the bed, adjusting the suddenly restrictive fabric of my jeans as I tried to push those forbidden thoughts from my mind. Amy was my friend, my confidante, the one person I could trust in this twisted game of blackmail and deceit. I couldn't let my baser desires cloud my judgment or compromise the bond we shared.

Still, the minutes ticked by agonizingly slowly, each second feeling like an eternity as I waited for their return. My imagination ran wild, conjuring up vivid images of Amy's transformation, from the delicate lace caressing her smooth skin to the way the corset would accentuate the curves of her body.

I squeezed my eyes shut, willing those thoughts away, but they persisted, taunting me with their siren call. A bead of sweat trickled down my temple as I struggled to maintain control, my willpower wavering in the face of such temptation.

I could scarcely believe my eyes when Amy and Ava reentered my room. The sheer, lace-adorned corset hugged Amy's lithe form like a second skin, accentuating every tantalizing curve and leaving little to the imagination. The high-waisted panties clung to her hips, while the fishnet stockings encased her toned legs in a delicate web of allure.

Amy seemed to have transformed into a seductive siren, with her youthful features gaining a sultry, mature quality that left me completely mesmerized. A bead of sweat trickled down my back. A bead of sweat trickled down the back of my neck as my eyes raked over her, drinking in every inch of exposed skin.

"Well, what do you think?" Ava purred, her voice dripping with smug satisfaction as she noticed the effect Amy's appearance had on me.

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry as I struggled to find the words to respond. Amy shifted her weight, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement as she awaited my reaction.

"You look..." I began, my voice barely above a hoarse whisper. "Incredible."

A shy smile tugged at the corners of Amy's lips, her eyes shining with a newfound confidence that only added to her allure. Ava let out a low chuckle, clearly reveling in the tension that crackled between us.

"I knew you'd approve," she said, holding up the second garment bag she carried. "And I have the perfect ensemble for you, Jason."

With a flourish, she unzipped the bag and revealed a sleek, black outfit that could only be described as the uniform of a high-end security guard or bouncer. My brows furrowed as I eyed the garments, a sense of unease settling in the pit of my stomach.

"You can't be serious," I muttered, shaking my head in disbelief.

Ava's grin only widened as she stepped closer, her eyes glinting with a mixture of mischief and challenge. "Oh, I'm deadly serious," she purred, trailing a finger along the lapel of the jacket. "We can't have our dear Amy walking into the Velvet Club unescorted, now can we?"

My gaze flickered back to Amy, taking in the way the corset hugged her curves, the lace leaving just enough to the imagination to drive me wild with desire. A familiar heat stirred within me, my body reacting to her provocative appearance in a way that both thrilled and terrified me.

Ava watched the internal struggle play out across my features, her lips curling into a knowing smirk. "Don't worry, Jason," she cooed, her voice laced with a subtle hint of mockery. "I'm sure you'll look absolutely dashing in your new outfit."

The mere thought of Amy being ogled and leered at by the depraved clientele of the Velvet Club sent a surge of protective instincts coursing through me. If I were just another stranger in that den of iniquity, glimpsing her lithe form clad in that tantalizing ensemble, I knew I wouldn't be able to resist the urge to entice her into a private lap dance – or perhaps something even more salacious.

The idea of strange hands roaming over Amy's exposed skin, caressing the delicate lace and satin that clung to her curves, made my blood boil with a possessive fury. She wasn't just some piece of meat to be gawked at and devoured by the lustful gazes of those men. She was Amy – my friend, my confidante, the one person I could trust in this twisted game of blackmail and deceit.

Yet, as much as the thought of her being prowled upon like a piece of prey sickened me, I knew we had no choice but to play along with Ava's demands. The evidence she held over us was too damning, the consequences of defying her too severe to risk. My jaw clenched as I eyed the sleek black uniform Ava had brought me, a sense of resignation settling in the pit of my stomach.

At least as a club's security guard, I could keep a watchful eye on Amy throughout the night, ensuring that no overzealous patrons crossed the line with their wandering hands or lewd propositions. The thought of being her silent protector, a looming presence warding off any potential threats, offered a small measure of solace amidst the turmoil of emotions swirling within me.

Still, the idea of her parading around in that provocative outfit, putting her body on display for the depraved masses, was almost more than I could bear. A part of me wanted nothing more than to whisk her away from this sordid situation, to shield her from the leering gazes and lustful advances that were sure to come her way.

But another part of me, a deeper, more primal part, couldn't deny the thrill that coursed through my veins at the prospect of seeing her like that – a tantalizing siren, her youthful features taking on a sultry, mature quality that left me utterly spellbound.

I swallowed hard, trying to push those thoughts from my mind as I reached for the garment bag containing my uniform. As much as I longed to give in to the desire simmering between us, to lose myself in the forbidden pleasures of Amy's embrace, I knew we had to remain focused on the task at hand.

Ava's blackmail scheme had to be stopped, no matter the cost. Only then could we truly be free to explore the depths of our passion without the looming threat of exposure hanging over our heads.

With a resigned sigh, I slipped into the crisp, black uniform, the fabric hugging my frame in a way that felt both constricting and empowering. As I fastened the last button and straightened the lapels, I glimpsed my reflection in the mirror, my features hardened with a newfound sense of determination.

Tonight, I would be Amy's silent protector, a looming presence warding off any potential threats that dared to encroach upon her. And I would unravel Ava's web of deceit, freeing us from the clutches of her blackmail once and for all.

Regardless of the depravities that awaited us within the walls of the Velvet Club, I was determined to see this through.

As I slid into the black uniform Ava had provided, I couldn't help but feel a sense of unease. The fabric was stiff and unyielding, a stark contrast to the softness of Amy's skin, which I had explored so thoroughly just hours before. I caught my reflection in the mirror, the dark material against my skin giving me an air of menace that was unsettling. But there was no denying it – I looked like a real bouncer, the kind you wouldn't want to cross in a dark alley.

Amy's eyes widened as she took in the transformation, a playful smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. "Wow, Jase," she teased, sauntering over to me with a sway in her hips. "You clean up pretty nice."

Before I could react, her hands were on me, smoothing out the lapels of my jacket and tracing the line of my shoulders. There was a mischievous glint in her eyes that made my heart race. It was a strange reversal of roles, with Amy taking the lead, touching me with a boldness that was both exciting and a little unnerving.

I was about to reply, to make some light-hearted quip to mask the effect her touch was having on me, but Ava beat me to it. She stepped forward, mirroring Amy's actions as she adjusted the cuffs of my sleeves and ran her fingers down the front of my shirt. The contact sent a jolt of electricity through me, igniting a spark of desire that I was quick to tamp down.

"You'll do just fine, Jason," Ava purred, a sly smile playing on her lips. "I think the patrons of the Velvet Club will find you quite... imposing."

I cleared my throat, disengaging from their playful touches as I took a step back. "We should get going then," I said, my voice steady despite the pounding of my heart.

Ava tsked, shaking her head with a mocking smile. "Not so fast, big guy. We still need to finish getting dressed."

My breath caught in my throat as Ava sashayed out of the room, her hips swaying seductively and filling the air with a magnetic energy. The moments dragged on, each second feeling like an eternity, as I anxiously waited for her return. I anticipated with excitement, imagining the countless outfit options she might choose.

When she finally reappeared, trench coats draped over her arm, it was all I could do to keep my jaw from dropping. I could only describe the garment she wore as something straight out of my wildest fantasies - a sheer, crimson teddy that clung to her curves like a second skin, leaving little to the imagination. Quick-access clasps adorned the sides, no doubt designed for easy removal during her... private sessions with clients.

My gaze raked over her hungrily, drinking in every inch of exposed skin, from the swell of her breasts peeking through the sheer fabric to the tantalizing glimpse of her toned thighs visible through the high slits in the sides. The scrap of lingerie showcased every luscious curve, as if she had poured herself into it.
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