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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.* 


I made my alpha reader cry. Oops.

She also said,

“Holy shit balls!!!! What have you done? BOW DOWN TO THE DAMN QUEEN…”

So… take that however you want…
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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

 

“Beg me. Worship me. Curse me. It’s all the same down here in my hell, angel.” 

  -Port

 

 

As the first omega for sale at the slave auction in over a decade, I stand on my pedestal and thank the protective bars of my cage as snarling, half-crazed males leer up at me. 

Until a metal monster rises from the depths of the ocean and a massive, terrifying alpha slaughters his way through the crowd. 

The Submarine isn’t here to save me. 

He’s here to steal me. 

Strip me. Break me. 

 

Breed 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

[image: Paragraph Squiggle with solid fill][image: Cruise ship outline][image: Paragraph Squiggle with solid fill]

Coral

I curl my toes out of the reach of the grimy, seeking fingers and tighten my grip on the bars above me for better balance as I avoid the arms reaching through my cage. After hours of maintaining my awkward pose, my entire body aches, but I ignore my burning muscles and tingling fingers and focus on the dark thunderclouds gathering on the horizon. Although the sea looks calm near the boat, white-capped waves crash in the distance. 

The sun beats down on the tarp stretched over the top of my cage. My knuckles brush against the rough material as it flaps in the hot breeze. Even in the shade, my pale skin throbs as though on the verge of sunburn. The scent of fear, alpha aggression, and death clogs my sinuses. 

Sweat runs down my sides, plastering my skimpy dress to my skin. Barely long enough to reach my upper thighs, the thin material offers little protection from the sun and even less from the crowd’s leering eyes. My skin crawls as fingers inch closer to my legs. If my cage weren’t on a pedestal, I’d have no way to avoid the crazed alphas’ hands. 

I shift my gaze to the small gathering of people on the upper deck, but avert my eyes when fear skitters down my spine. 

The Head Sister, who leads an organization of beta females so expansive yet secretive no one knows their true numbers, watches the proceedings with calculating eyes. Even without direct eye contact, her disapproval spears into my chest. 

The bruise around my ankle throbs. I didn’t move fast enough earlier, and a man grabbed me. She’ll never forgive me, which means I’ll feel her wrath after she sells my first heat. 

Her instructions were clear: remain untouched and unmarred to bring the highest price. 

I failed. 

Tears sting the back of my eyes. 

Even though my soul aches from loneliness, I hold no hope of filling the void. The Sisters may sell my body time and time again, but the disgusting men swarming the cage solidify what they’ve told me my entire life: I will not survive underneath an alpha without their protection. 

Alphas are too self-centered. Too brutal. Too animalistic. 

At least with The Sisters looking over me, I won’t die a gruesome death. 

I wish the storm would roll in faster. 

The pile of dead bodies underneath my cage grows as the crazed, half-starved alphas fight over the chance to reach through the bars. At least the wind and rain of a storm would wash away the worst of the smell. 

I don’t want to do this anymore. Nausea grips me as fingertips graze my heel. 

The ship jerks. Vibrations well up from the bowels of the ship. Violent, white-capped waves smash against the hull on the port side. 

Untethered cages topple and slide against the floorboards. Bodies fly. Snarls and screams batter my eardrums. 

My knees bash against the side of the cage, but I keep hold of the top bars as the deck swings in the opposite direction. 

A hand wraps around my calf. I kick at their elbow, but the man refuses to let go even as the ship changes direction and he smacks face first into the bars. Blood pours from his nose, and I jam my heel between his eyes on instinct. 

He releases me. I clench my fingers tighter and walk my feet up the bars to brace myself in the top corner, but a jarring crash nearly sends me flying across my cage. The crunch of metal on metal encourages a louder, more desperate cry from the crowd. 

I fight nausea as the deck pitches impossibly further to the starboard side. The pile of bodies under my cage shifts, pulling those standing on top along the deck with them. 

Hissing pulls my attention to the sea beyond the hull. 

A gigantic black beast rises from the depths of the ocean. Easily twice the size of the slave market ship, the metal monstrosity continues to grow as it cuts through the hull, locking both vessels together with wrenching finality. 

When the sharp nose of the beast reaches the main deck, it stops its ascent with another eerie hiss of air. 

Even through the screaming and chaos, my ears pick out the creaking of the pedestal underneath my cage. 

A scream burns my throat as I freefall. Trapped in my cage, I slam against the
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