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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 linebackers out there…

You ain’t got nothing on my ocean liner.

Nothing.
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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

“Bad girls get punished. Are you ready, tiny tigress?” 

  -Deck

 

 

On the verge of my first heat and desperate to protect my sister from the brutality of men, I fly into an omega rage when raiders attack my family’s fishing boat. When The Liner, the biggest, cruelest alpha I’ve ever seen, arrives with his crew and rescues my sister, only to threaten to hurt her if I don’t go with him, there’s only one thing I can do. 

Except, he doesn’t just want my obedience. 

He wants my submission. 

He wants to claim me. 

Break me. 

 

Own 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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Bette

Hera’s scream pierces my ears. My fingers tangle in the net. I yank the web of rope into the boat and snatch my makeshift holster from the railing as I dart toward the helm. 

“What’s wrong?” I call as I take the steps two at a time. 

Fear colors my voice. I skid to a halt, huffing from my mad dash across the boat. 

Hera lies sprawled face down on the deck. She grunts and rolls onto her back. Embarrassment adds a deeper red to her tanned cheeks. 

“I slipped. I’m okay,” she says. 

Envy streaks through me as her luscious brown hair gleams against the floorboards. My blonde locks would blind anyone stupid enough to stare for too long, making my head shine like a beacon in the bright midday sun. 

I kneel and help her sit up. The grimace on her face worries me, but not as much as the metallic scent of blood. I lift the hems of her loose, tattered pants and reveal her skinned knees. 

The three-year age gap between us seems like decades. Her round face and vulnerable eyes tug at my heart. I wrap my arms around her and give her the hug we both need before holding her shoulders at arm’s length. 

“The sea’s calm today,” I say, unable to hide the frustration in my voice. 

“I know. I’m sorry. I wasn’t paying attention, and I tripped,” she says. 

Guilt slices through my chest as tears glimmer on her lashes, but I fill my lungs with salty ocean air and blow the emotion away with my exhale. 

“C’mon. Grandpa’ll kill me if he finds you like this when he gets back,” I say as I move to her side and hook my arm under hers. She accepts my help and limps down the stairs with me. 

My accident-prone younger sister constantly sports scrapes and bruises on her arms and legs. I shouldn’t have let her come topside with me, but with so many people gone, I needed her as backup in case I fell overboard. She may be clumsy, but she’s fully capable of deploying the safety raft. 

“Is she okay?” Auntie Bell asks as we climb down the steep ladder steps into our living quarters. 

“Yeah, she’s fine. Just tripped,” I say. 

Hera trembles in embarrassment as Nannie Tike, the eldest female in our extended family, shifts in her bed to aim cloudy brown orbs at her. Grandpa may be the only person we’re blood related to on this tiny, dilapidated fishing boat, but the other eight people onboard have treated us like family ever since the day they pulled us out of the water. Half drowned and fleeing from raiders, my parents and grandparents lucked out when they found this tiny oasis in the sea. Hera was too young to remember much, but sometimes I snap awake from nightmares filled with fire, salt water, and screaming. 

“Damn it, child, you scared me, thunkin’ right on top of my head. You ‘bout gave me a heart attack with that hollerin’, too,” Nannie Tike scolds. Her white hair stands out amidst the greys and browns of our home, and the shadows caused by the overhead light accentuate the wrinkles on her face. 

I settle Hera on the bench in the kitchen corner and pull the medicine tin from the rusty bread box on the counter. Worry squeezes my heart when I open the tin. She’s been clumsier lately, so we’ve run through the ointment a lot faster than normal. I scoop a bit onto my finger and give Hera a reassuring smile as I close and tuck the tin back into its spot, hiding it away before she can glimpse inside. 

“C’mon, we don’t want another infection. Lift your pants,” I instruct. 

She doesn’t complain when I smear the ointment over her scrapes. 

The hairs on my nape rise. I stand and start toward the ladder steps. 

“What’s wro—” 

“Raiders!” Kale shouts from the top of the stairs, cutting off Hera’s question. 

Uncle Jim pops out of his bunk. He grabs his belt full of knives and tools before ducking toward the stairs, his lanky form sliding past me despite the narrow space. 

“You know the drill, girls. Stay down here,” Uncle Jim says. Without a backward glance, he vaults up the steps and slams the hatch. 

I grit my teeth and
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