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Chapter One, The Storm Above

 

Janice, the smoking-hot MILF from a few properties over, had roped me into fixing up her and her husband’s sprawling rural place. Sweat dripped down my bare chest, my muscles rippling as I drove a hammer into a loose board on their creaky porch.

The sky churned above, thick with dark, angry clouds swirling like a warning of hell to come. A low, eerie hum buzzed through the air, setting my nerves on edge, and then the distant tornado sirens screamed, cutting through the quiet of the countryside.

Janice burst out the front door, her skimpy white top plastered to her full curves, her jeans so tight they looked like they were painted on her legs. “Daniel, the news says get to a shelter—now! Move your ass to our fucking shelter!” she shouted, her voice raw with panic, her blue eyes wide with fear and something else I couldn’t quite place.

I dropped the hammer, my eyes catching the way her breasts bounced as she ran toward me. The wind whipped up, a feverish howl that stung my skin. We sprinted across her sprawling property, the grass bending under the gale. In the distance, a funnel cloud twisted down, a black finger grazing the earth miles away. It was far, but Janice and I knew a twister could be up on us in a blink of an eye.

We reached the tornado shelter, a concrete bunker sunk into the ground. Janice’s hands trembled as she fumbled with the latch. I pushed past, yanking the heavy steel doors open. “Get in!” I shouted, the wind stealing my words. She scrambled down the ladder, her jeans riding up, exposing the curve of her ass. I followed, my boots clanging on the rungs.

Inside, the air was cool, damp, the shelter’s walls solid and unyielding. I turned, heaving the steel doors shut with a grunt. The clang echoed, sealing us in. My chest heaved as I caught my breath, the faint hum of the storm muffled outside. I wiped sweat from my brow turning to face her, “We’re okay, Janice, we—” My words caught in my throat. She stood there, her blue eyes locked on me, raking over my bare torso. 

Her gaze was hungry, lustful, like she was starving and I was the meal. Her lips parted slightly, her breath quickening, and I felt the air between us shift, heavy with something more dangerous than the storm outside.

Her stare didn’t waver, pinning me in place. My pulse kicked up, my skin prickling under her gaze. The shelter felt smaller, the walls closing in as her eyes burned into me. I swallowed hard, my body reacting to the heat in her look. “Janice?” I managed, but she didn’t answer, just kept staring, her intentions clear as the storm raging above.

The faint howl of the wind seeped through the sealed doors, a reminder of the chaos outside. But in here, it was just us—me, shirtless, sweat-slicked, and her, barely dressed, her eyes promising trouble. My muscles tensed, not from fear of the tornado, but from the way she looked at me, like she wanted to devour me whole.

I shifted, my jeans suddenly too tight. Her gaze dropped lower, lingering on my abs, then lower still. The air grew thick, electric, like the storm had followed us inside. I cleared my throat, trying to break the spell, but her eyes flicked back to mine, bold and unapologetic.

She took a step closer, her bare feet silent on the concrete floor. The dim light of the shelter’s single bulb cast shadows over her curves, her top stretched tight across her chest. I could see the outline of her nipples, hard against the thin fabric. My mouth went dry, my body betraying me as I stood frozen.

“Daniel,” she whispered, her voice low, dripping with intent. The storm outside roared, but her stare was louder, pulling me into something I wasn’t sure I could escape.

 




Chapter Two, The Storm Below

 

The wind screamed outside, rattling the shelter’s doors, but Janice’s eyes were louder, burning with a lust that made my skin crawl with heat. “What’s going on, Janice? We’re out of the storm in here. We’re okay. What is it?” I asked, my voice rough, trying to keep my cool as her gaze devoured my bare chest.

She stepped closer, her breath shaky. “Daniel, I’m scared,” she said, her voice low, raw. “These tornados… they could kill us, even in here.” Her eyes flicked up to mine, wide, but not with fear—something hotter, desperate.

I swallowed, my throat tight. “We’ll be fine, Janice. Your husband built this shelter solid. It’s safe.” I tried to sound convincing, but her stare didn’t waver, didn’t even blink at my words. She wasn’t listening, her mind somewhere else entirely.

“Daniel,” she murmured, her voice sultry, her body shifting into a stance that screamed seduction. “If this is our last time… I want you to be my last. I want you to be the last man to take me.” Her words hit me like a punch, raw and unfiltered. Before I could process, she grabbed the hem of her white top and yanked it off, tossing it to the floor. Her tits bounced free, full and perfect, nipples hard as pebbles.

My jaw tightened, my dick twitching hard in my jeans as Janice stood there, topless and unashamed. “Janice, we shouldn’t do this,” I said, my voice rough, trying to cling to some shred of reason. “Your husband, this place—it’s not right.” But she ignored me, stepping out of her jeans in one smooth motion, her body a fucking masterpiece—full, heavy tits, a narrow waist flaring into hips that could make a man beg, her skin glowing with a sheen of sweat in the shelter’s dim light. Her thighs, thick and tanned, flexed as she moved closer, her hips swaying with a slow, deliberate rhythm that screamed trouble.

I backed up, my boots scuffing the cold concrete floor, my heart hammering in my chest. “Janice, come on, think about this,” I said, my voice cracking under the weight of her stare. “We’re just supposed to wait out the storm, not… not this.”

Her blue eyes locked on mine, burning with a hunger that made my skin prickle, relentless and unafraid. My pulse raced, my body torn between the urge to grab her, to feel every inch of her curves, and the nagging voice in my head screaming about consequences—her husband, the life I was tangled up in.

She stopped inches from me, so close I could feel the heat radiating off her bare skin, her nipples hard and brushing the thin air between us. “Daniel,” she purred, her voice low, “you feel it, don’t you? The storm out there, the way it’s shaking this place… it’s like the world’s about to end.” She stepped even closer, her breath hot against my neck, her scent—sweet, musky, intoxicating—filling my lungs. “I’m scared, Daniel. Scared we won’t make it. And if this is it, I want to feel something real. I want you.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, my cock straining painfully against my jeans. “Janice, you’re married,” I said, my voice weaker now, the words sounding hollow even to me. “We can’t just—fuck, we can’t do this.” But my eyes betrayed me, tracing the curve of her waist, the soft swell of her tits, the way her thighs pressed together as she shifted her weight, teasing me without even trying.

She tilted her head, her lips curling into a wicked smile, her eyes never leaving mine. “Daniel, look at me,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “You’re telling me you don’t want this? You don’t want to touch me, to fuck me right here, right now?” She reached out, her fingers grazing my bare chest, trailing down my abs, slow and deliberate, sending sparks through my skin. “I see the way you’re looking at me, the way you’re standing there, all tense and hard. You want this as bad as I do.”

“Janice, it’s not that simple,” I said, stepping back again, my back hitting the cool wall of the shelter. My heart pounded, my mind a mess of want and guilt. “Your husband trusts me to fix his house, not to… to mess with you. This is crazy.” But even as I said it, my eyes were glued to her, to the way her hips swayed, the way her skin caught the light, every curve begging to be touched.

She laughed softly, a low, throaty sound that made my dick throb. “Crazy? Daniel, we’re locked in a fucking tornado shelter, the world screaming outside, and you’re worried about my husband?” She stepped closer, closing the gap again, her naked body inches from mine, her heat wrapping around me like a vice. “He’s not here. It’s just us, and I’m so fucking horny I can’t think straight. I need you, Daniel. I need to feel you inside me, to forget the storm, to forget everything.”

I stared, my breath ragged, my resolve crumbling under her words, her body, her everything. “Janice, fuck, you’re making this hard,” I muttered, my hands clenching at my sides, fighting the urge to reach for her. The storm outside howled, the shelter shaking, but in here, Janice was the real danger, her naked form daring me to give in, her voice pulling me under.

She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear, her breath hot and teasing. “Let me make it harder,” she whispered, her hand sliding down to cup me through my jeans, her fingers stroking my cock through the denim. “Come on, Daniel. Fuck me. Let’s make this shelter shake harder
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