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*This Dark Omegaverse Romance is knot for the faint of heart. If explicit scenes, OTT possessive alphas, violence, and D/s themes offend you, please abstain.* 


To all the needy dark smutbutts out there…

You’re welcome.
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Alphas of the Waterworld

Series Introduction

They ate the women first. 

Back when the rains drowned the crops and turned the earth into a polluted swamp, men on the verge of starvation preyed upon the weak. Urged on by The Madness—a combination of infectious mold, hunger, and desperation—they murdered and consumed the women and children until the population dwindled. 

Faced with extinction, biology used The Madness to evolve. Dynamics emerged, fracturing humanity into three subspecies: alphas, betas, and omegas. 

It should have worked. The race should have thrived. 

Alphas had the brawn and fortitude to protect their own. Betas had the wisdom and skill needed to rebuild. Omegas had the endurance to accept the alpha’s attentions, as well as a biological need to nurture their offspring. 

But human nature proved itself to be broken. 

Greed pushed alphas to war. Fear made betas cower. Abuse turned omegas barren. 

As the rains continued, the land became lost amidst the seafloor. Continents disappeared. Water reigned. The sky slowly ceased its weeping. 

Massive floating cities emerged, forged from buoyant ruins, battle-wrecked ships, and upended buildings. Survivors added piles of wreckage to the crafts until a mishmash of rusty metal and concrete provided enough space for pockets of civilization to form. 

Dirt replaced gold in value. The alphas hoarded every granule and pillaged the wreckage until they owned every viable seed on the now-oceanic planet. 

Except the seeds refused to grow, just as the omegas refused to breed. 

The alphas were strong, but the omegas possessed all the power. 

Chaos ruled the Waterworld. 


Blurb

“C’mon, tiny scorpion. Call for daddy. Beg him to save you.” 

  -Fore

 

Living under the fighting pits isn’t safe, but it’s the only place to hide from the alpha my parents betrayed before I even existed. For two decades we’ve avoided him, but with my mother miraculously pregnant again and my father missing, our luck runs out. 

The Destroyer finds us, and he’s just as angry as the day my father scarred his face and left him for dead. With his grey eyes trained on me, I know I’m doomed. 

He doesn’t want to kill my parents. 

He wants to use me as his revenge. 

He wants to claim me. 

Hurt me. 

 

Defile me. 

 

 

Light on plot, heavy on spice, dive into this ‘quick read’ dark dystopian human omegaverse romance knowing you’ll find triggering content, including a possessive alpha, a reluctant omega, and a delicious battle of wills that ends in Happily Ever After. 

 




Chapter 1
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Vynn

Tears scratch the back of my eyes, but I blink them away as I dip the misshapen spoon back into the battered cup and feign a smile. 

“Take just one more sip, omma. It will help your stomach,” I plead. 

She turns her head away. 

“Appa will be home soon. What will he say if he sees you like this?” 

When she responds with only a slow blink toward the wall, my heart lurches in my chest. 

“He’ll think I’m neglecting you. Just one more sip. Please.” 

My desperate words bounce off the walls before the rush of water against the hull drowns out the sound. Shouting and stomping vibrate the ceiling, but the near constant sound of fighting barely registers. 

Living under the gambling pits is inherently dangerous, but it’s the safest place for us. Even now, leaning over my omma, the scents of gasoline, aggression, blood, and unwashed human bodies overpower my omma’s floral omega markers. My own budding pheromones barely reach my nostrils through the stench. 

It isn’t safe to venture beyond our little cubbyhole. I could weave through the crowd in my dirty, oversized men’s clothing and probably fight off any beta who took an interest in me, but even though my father—who used to be a guard for the toughest alpha on ship—has trained me in basic fighting skills my entire life, I’d stand no chance against an alpha. 

Especially the alpha he betrayed before I was born. Like a ghost constantly hovering nearby, I can’t escape the male’s malevolence. 

I suck down a fortifying breath and touch the spoon to my mother’s lips. Her brows scrunch before she swings glazed eyes my way. 

“Vynn?” 

“Neh, omma. I’m here,” I manage through the lump in my throat. 

“Your appa hasn’t returned yet?” 

Her dry lips threaten to split, so I pull the spoon away and dip my clean finger into the cup before gently smoothing it over her lips as I respond. 

“He’ll be back soon, don’t worry. Sip some broth.” 

“I can’t.” 

“You must. For the baby’s sake.” 

Despite my attempt to firm my voice, my words emerge full of fear. 

My appa leaves our hideaway every day to barter for food and supplies, but he always comes back for dinner. 

Except it’s been four days since we’ve seen him. 

No one else has come by, which is good, but as the hours pass and we remain isolated, my apprehension grows. I curl my toes in my oversized boots and take comfort in the latches securing the springs for the hidden blades within the soles. 

“It hurts,” she whispers. 

I would do anything to take her pain away, but I don’t have what she needs. Only my father can save her from withering away. 

“I know, omma, but we can do this. If you take a few more sips, I’ll wash your hair the way appa does. I bet he’ll be back before I finish.” 

Tears glisten on my mother’s lashes, but she nods her head and closes her eyes. My heart lurches in my chest. 

“I love you, Vynn,” she whispers. 

Her words sound too much like a farewell, so I tsk, balance the cup on my thigh, and dip my finger and spoon into the cloudy broth. 

“It isn’t as strong as when appa left, but it should settle your stomach,” I say with as much assurance as I can muster. 

It’s a lie. My father left an emergency stash, but it wasn’t meant to last beyond a day or two. Without proper storage, the effectiveness of his offering diminishes with every passing second, but omma refused to drink it when it was most useful. Now, all I can hope for is a boost to her morale when she tastes him. 

Pregnant omegas need a steady supply of their mate’s seed to survive the rapid growth of their offspring. I wouldn’t have dipped my finger into the cup if I wasn’t so desperate, but I’ll do anything—anything—to get nutrients into her. 

She obediently parts her lips and accepts a spoonful, but the color drains from her face. I lean forward and roll her onto her side just in time to prevent her from vomiting all over herself. 

The cup teeters off my leg and splashes the last of the
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