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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.* 


Not all heroes wear capes. Most carry scars and dreams.
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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

 

“Call me a pirate again, tiny treasure, and I’ll plunder your depths right here, right now, in front of everyone.”

  -Tide

 

 

When my parents’ plan to escape the overcrowded city full of cruel, power-hungry men goes sideways, I’m left floating on a piece of debris with my sister and no rescue in sight. 

Until The Barge, a massive, unrelenting alpha, hauls us out of the ocean and demands we pay the price for boarding his ship. 

Desperate to protect my sister, I agree to his every wicked desire. 

He promises to wreck me. 

Claim 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
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Pearl

I tuck my sister’s hair under her collar and squeeze her hand before pulling my cap down tighter on my head and weaving deeper into the crowd. 

We keep our heads lowered as we duck under arms and dart around the bigger groups. My father’s wiry frame guides us through the busy market while my mother follows half a dozen steps behind us. As betas, they blend in better than my sister or I ever could, but there’s no guarantee they’ll make it to our destination without being targeted by pickpockets or an alpha on a power trip. 

A light drizzle patters our heads and shoulders and small puddles form on the deck. The scent of wet copper and unwashed bodies drowns out the pheromones leaking from my disguise. My heart pounds against my sternum as people throughout the crowd shout and argue. 

I glimpse a sliver of horizon between the stalls and note the waves churning under the stormy sky. Dread sits like a rock in my stomach, but difficult waters mean we’ll have a better chance at escaping unnoticed. 

We can make it. 

My sister flinches when a man to our right yells, but I tighten my grip on her hand and tug her along after me. 

Less than three years younger than me, Gem’s cheeks still hold the roundness of youth, but her haunted eyes hold more trauma than any child should have to face. I pull her closer, wishing I could take her pain away, but knowing nothing can heal her wounded heart. 

My father stops at a stall and exchanges a few words with the shopkeeper. I slow my steps and dodge a drunk woman as I wait for the signal. When the shopkeeper nods, I dart forward, push past my dad, and tug Gem around the back of the stall. 

We jump into the half-empty barrel of fish guts. I pull my sister into my arms and meet my mother’s eyes. The turmoil in her gaze matches the stormy sky. 

“I love you, my girls,” she whispers before closing the barrel. 

The wood vibrates as she hammers the lid into place. Gem tucks her face into my neck and clutches at my jacket. I open my collar, hoping my scent reaches her through the stench, and tighten my arms around her. 

“It’s okay, Gem. I’m here,” I whisper. 

She trembles. I pull her hat up and kiss her forehead before settling in for the long wait. My legs and back cramp, but I curl myself around my sister, protecting her from the hard wood of the barrel as best I can. 

Two male voices bicker back and forth as the workers arrive. My sister stiffens. Neither of us dare move. 

We listen as the crane gives an ugly mechanical screech before chains thump against the outside of the barrel. Fish guts squish around us as we’re lifted off the deck. My heart leaps in my throat and nausea swirls in my stomach as I imagine the barrel hanging over the open ocean as they transport us from the main deck to the small fishing boat. 

I exhale in relief when the bottom of the barrel thumps down onto a solid surface. My father’s voice a few feet away as he speaks to someone assures me we’re on the right vessel. 

Despite the stench and cramped quarters, I take a deep breath, relax my shoulders, and give a small, fleeting smile as Gem follows my lead. Her muscles relax. After a few moments, her deep, even breaths wash over my neck. 

Tears slip down my face, but I don’t wipe them away. 

She hasn’t slept for longer than a few minutes since the attack. We’re not safe—far from it, actually—but with the world blocked out and my arms wrapped around her, she falls asleep. 

Her trust in me fills me with bittersweet emotions. I wish she didn’t have such a heavy burden to bear, but I’m glad she feels safe enough to sleep in my arms. 

As time passes, my legs go numb and my arms cramp, but I don’t move. Guts slosh around us as the deck rocks back and forth. The swaying worsens as the waves grow from the storm. 

A man’s voice jolts me into the present. 

“We ain’t no raiders! We’s pirates, an’ since we kilt them fuckin
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