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A storm was only supposed to test the quarry’s systems, not my body, not my control, not the fragile boundaries I’d built.

When the evacuation failed, I found myself trapped underground with Dane Henderson, the alpha who never flinched, never faltered, never let anyone too close.

Three years of careful distance shattered in a single night.
My suppressants buckled. My walls crumbled. And Dane proved he could hold the line even when I couldn’t.
What began as survival became surrender, 
and when the storm finally broke, nothing between us would ever be the same.
Content Warnings

This story contains:

	Omegaverse biology (suppressant failure, heat symptoms)

	Explicit sexual content

	Dubious-consent elements tied to biological triggers

	Strong language

	Themes of vulnerability, emotional exposure, and workplace hierarchy


Intended for mature audiences only.
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Chapter 1

[image: ]


I could smell the storm before I saw it, a metallic tang that cut through the limestone dust and diesel fumes of the quarry. The air pressure dropped, making my ears pop as I hunched over the inspection panel, checking off items on my tablet with quick, decisive taps. Around me, the site was already emptying, equipment powering down in staggered intervals as workers headed for the upper access roads. Their voices carried on the wind, hushed, urgent, but I kept my head down, pretending not to notice how the sky had darkened from pale blue to an angry slate gray in the space of an hour. I wasn't finished yet, and I wouldn't be the omega who ran at the first sign of trouble.

"Last call, Cooper," the site foreman's voice crackled through my earpiece. "Everyone else is already loading up. Storm's moving faster than predicted."

I pressed the transmit button with my knuckle, not looking up from the maintenance console. "Still have six items on my checklist, sir. The south pumps need verification before we shut down."

The silence stretched long enough that I thought he'd given up.

"You've got fifteen minutes. Then I'm cutting power to the lower levels."

"Copy that," I replied, satisfaction warming my chest. Fifteen minutes would be enough if I hurried.

I returned to my inspection with renewed focus, ignoring the first fat raindrops that splattered against my hard hat. The concrete drainage culvert beneath my boots amplified each drop into a hollow percussion. Behind me, the massive excavation pit of Quarry Alpha stretched like an artificial canyon, terraced levels carved into living rock over decades of operation. Most days, I found comfort in its scale; the vastness made me feel simultaneously small and significant. Today, that same vastness felt exposed, vulnerable.

My fingers moved mechanically through the remaining checks, muscle memory compensating for the distraction of my senses. The wind had picked up, carrying grit that stung my exposed skin. The sky was darkening by the minute, clouds swelling and bruising to a deep slate purple. I'd seen storms roll through before; this site ate storms for breakfast, but something about the speed of this one made the fine hairs on my arms rise.

Not that I'd admit it.

I'd worked too hard to earn my place here, fought past too many smirks and side-comments about "delicate omega constitution" to pack up early because of weather. Three years as the only omega on the technical team had taught me that respect came at the price of never showing weakness. Never being the first to complain. Never being the first to leave.

The tablet screen flickered as another gust of wind whipped through the drainage channel. I squinted, pulling up the final diagnostic on the water diversion system. The pumps were operating at 92% efficiency, well within parameters. I made the notation, satisfied with the day's work. The pump system had been my project from the beginning, my design modifications improving the previous model's efficiency by nearly 15%.

A long, low tone sounded from the perimeter sensors. First warning. Standard protocol.

I glanced at the time: eight minutes left before the foreman's deadline. Plenty of time to complete the last items on my checklist. The rain was falling steadily now, drumming against my yellow safety jacket, running in rivulets off the brim of my hard hat. It was just water. The smart thing would be to finish properly, not rush and miss something that could cause problems when operations resumed.

Thunder rumbled, not overhead yet, but close enough that I felt it in my chest. The wind shifted, bringing a fresh scent that made my nostrils flare involuntarily. Something primal and ancient in my brain recognized that smell: not just rain, but the electric discharge of lightning striking soil, the scent of earth being torn open.

My hands paused over the tablet. For a heartbeat, my omega instincts surged, a sudden, unwelcome urge to find shelter, to seek protection. I gritted my teeth and shoved the feeling down where it belonged, locked away with all the other biological imperatives I refused to let control me.

"Cooper, do you copy?" The foreman's voice was tense now, partly obscured by static. "All personnel should be evacuating. The meteorological alert has been upgraded."

I frowned, tapping my earpiece. "Sir, I still have three minutes before..."

"Forget the timeline. We just lost contact with the western monitoring station. This system is intensifying rapidly."

I looked up from my work for the first time in over an hour, properly taking in my surroundings. The massive excavators and equipment that usually dominated the quarry floor had already been moved to higher ground or secured in their bays. The service roads that backed up the quarry walls were empty of the usual traffic. I was alone in the lowest section of the site.

"Cooper? Do you copy?"

"Yes, sir," I finally answered. "Finishing up now."

The sky fractured with lightning, illuminating the quarry walls in stark relief. One. Two. Three. Four. The thunder followed, closer now, a physical pressure against my eardrums. The storm was less than a mile out.

I disconnected the diagnostic equipment and quickly sealed the control panel. Water beaded on the tablet screen as I tried to log my last notes, but the touchscreen was becoming unresponsive in the rain. My fingers felt stiff, clumsy with cold and a reluctant sense of urgency I didn't want to acknowledge.

A second alarm tone sounded, this one sharper, more insistent. Then the audio cut off mid-wail.

"Sir?" I tapped my earpiece. "Do you copy?"

Static hissed in response.

The comms were down. That wasn't supposed to happen. Our system was hardened against electromagnetic interference, designed to function through the worst weather the region could throw at us.

Something cold slithered down my spine. I tucked the tablet into my waterproof bag and zipped my jacket to the chin, finally giving my full attention to the situation I'd been ignoring.

The quarry had transformed in minutes. Sheets of rain blurred the terraced walls, turning the carefully engineered slopes into glistening waterfalls. The drainage channels were already carrying swift currents of muddy water toward the collection basins. Wind gusted unpredictably, shifting direction with each new squall.

And then I saw it.

Beyond the western rim, where the access road disappeared over the horizon, a wall of dust and debris was advancing. Not the storm itself, but its herald, a powerful gust front pushing a churning mass of disturbed air ahead of the dominant system. Even at this distance, I could see how it scoured the landscape, lifting loose material and smaller vegetation into a chaotic swirl.

It was moving fast. Too fast.

My pride evaporated like morning dew under a July sun. I wasn't being diligent; I was being stupid. And stupidity in this environment got people killed.

I turned toward the nearest emergency shelter, the equipment bunker at the southeastern edge of the quarry floor. It wasn't the most comfortable option, but it was the closest, and the reinforced concrete structure was designed to withstand both controlled blasts and natural disasters. I'd need to sprint to reach it before the gust front hit.

I ran.

My boots splashed through puddles already forming on the uneven ground. The rain intensified, driven sideways by the wind, stinging my face like tiny needles. My hard hat threatened to tear away with each gust; I clamped one hand over it while the other clutched my equipment bag. The distance to the bunker, normally an easy two-minute walk, stretched before me like a gauntlet.

A sudden downdraft slammed into my back, nearly knocking me off balance. The air pressure plummeted again, my ears popping painfully. The wind noise rose from a whistle to a roar, drowning out even the thunder. I risked a glance over my shoulder and immediately wished I hadn't. The dust wall was now a towering cloud, rolling across the quarry floor like some monstrous wave, swallowing everything in its path.

The bunker door was just ahead, a heavy steel panel set into a concrete facade, designed to seal tight against pressure waves from controlled explosions. I reached it as the first debris pelted my back, small stones and branches torn from the surrounding countryside, the advance scouts of the approaching maelstrom.

I yanked the lever handle down with both hands, using my body weight when my rain-slick gloves threatened to slip. The door swung inward on heavy hinges. I practically fell inside, then turned and heaved the door closed against the wind that seemed determined to follow me in. The mechanical latch engaged with a solid clunk that I felt more than heard over the storm's fury.

The sudden absence of wind and rain was disorienting. My ears rang in the relative silence, broken only by my ragged breathing and the muffled howling outside. Water dripped from my clothes onto the concrete floor, forming small puddles in the dim emergency lighting.
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