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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 went overboard and now I’m wet.
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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

“Open your mouth, little mouse, before I add another hole to your punishment.” 

  -Russt 

 

 

With my abusive father finally dead, I flee into the dangerous, overcrowded halls, willing to fight the world for my freedom, only to come face to face with someone I never thought I’d see again. 

No longer the sweet boy of my dreams, The Dreadnought, a massive, terrifying alpha with a blood curdling reputation, stares down at me in contempt. I don’t know why he hates me as much as I hate him, but I don’t stick around to find out. 

He chases me. Captures me. 

 

And promises to punish me until I break. 

 

 

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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Morwenna

I wince and swallow the bile rising in my throat as my father’s grip turns bruising. He stomps down the hall toward his den and flicks a glare over his shoulder at me as I struggle to keep up with him, no longer hiding his disdain for me now that we’re out of sight from prying eyes. Dread builds in my chest. 

He’s never been angry enough to hurt me in the hall before. He always waits until the front door shuts between us and the world to release his cruelty. 

Out here, he’s the man my mother loved. 

In there, he’s the man her death created. 

But I don’t dare drag my feet and earn a worse punishment, so I move as fast as I can toward the entrance of my torture chamber. 

There’s no one here to protect me from his rage. 

Longing rips through me, but I shove the emotion back into its little box, along with the memories I cling to when I’m locked in my room. 

My father yanks the door open with a snarl. 

“I told you to keep your goddamn mouth shut, didn’t I?” 

He flings me inside so hard I lose my footing and land on my shoulder with an excruciating pop. I slide across the floor until the old, tattered couch stops my momentum. 

The urge to curl up in a ball and weep as my father glares at me from the doorway makes it hard to breathe. 

It didn’t use to be this way. As a child, my parents doted on and loved me. My mother nurtured and coddled me. My father pampered and smiled at me. 

We were a family. I was happy. 

So happy I dreamed of finding silly little girl things, like a knight in shining armor and a happily ever after. So happy I naively placed those dreams in the hands of my childhood sweetheart, Russt. 

Enamored with his boyish charms and budding strength, I followed him everywhere. We played, laughed, and ate together as often as we could. He teased me relentlessly, pulling my hair and putting gross things in my pocket, but whenever I needed him, he was there. I thought I’d found my happily ever after with him. 

He promised to protect me. I believed him. 

Everything changed when my mother died. Russt left me. My father hit me. 

And it’s only gotten worse since then. 

“The only thing you’re good for is what’s between your legs, and even that’s broken,” my father snarls as he steps inside and slams the door. 

His words cut deep into my soul, but I scramble to my feet and dart toward the back hall, clasping my shoulder to mitigate the pain. 

Maybe if I reach my room fast enough, he’ll take away my blanket instead of beating me. My heart wails at the thought, but I spent years without it. Most nights I only had a bare sleeping pad, so I can survive without it again if it means escaping his brutal punishment. 

I lunge into the kitchen and almost make it to the back hall, but I’m not fast enough. My father catches me by the hair and swings me against the counter, knocking the breath out of my lungs. I push up to run away, but he shoves me face first into the chipped laminate. Pain blasts through my cheek and everything goes dark for a moment. I come to with a scream as he yanks my injured arm. 

With his eyes fixed on the bucket of stale, rusty water in the broken sink, he pulls me across the counter. 

I flail and scream. He sweeps me across the rough surface, shredding my shirt and knocking everything onto the floor. 

He closes his fist in my hair and holds my face inches above the water. I brace my hands on the edge of the sink, my fear greater than the pain in my shoulder, but he’s too strong. 

“Take this as a warning, bitch. Don’t open your mouth again.” 

Coppery water invades my nostrils as he dunks me into the bucket. My scalp stings as he yanks me up. 

“If this next round of hormones doesn’t start your heat, I’ll cut my losses and get rid of you. Just like this.” 

I scream as he pushes my face into the water again. Bubbles
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