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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 omegas out there...

may you find the cruiser willing to crush you against them and never let go.

With lots of spice.
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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 skills 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

“Keep fighting, sprite. I like how you feel writhing against me... I’ll like taming you even more.”

  -Masst

 

Hiding from a brutal world in a broken trash compactor, I’ll do anything to protect the two orphans I call family, so when they’re both injured during a storm, I risk everything to steal medicine from the market. My luck runs out when I come face to face with The Cruiser, the gigantic, ruthless alpha who lords over the entire ship. 

He scents my omega pheromones through the layers of filth and chases me through the halls, and when he catches me, he reveals how cruel he can be. 

He doesn’t just want to mark me. 

He wants to break me. 

Crush 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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Em

Slim fingers close over my ankle. I shut my eyes and swallow my frustration before looking over my shoulder and meeting Tan’s eyes. Her green irises stand out amidst her dirty face and tangled locks. 

“Don’t go, Em. I got a bad feeling,” she whispers. 

The duct is too narrow for me to turn around, and I refuse to shuffle back into the room I once thought was my sanctuary. After the last storm, it feels too much like a death trap to pretend it’s safe anymore. 

“You always have a bad feeling. I gotta go, Tan. Boon is sick,” I say. 

She tightens her grip on my ankle as she glances at the pile of rags in the corner. Barely big enough to make a bump in the pathetic mound, Boon whimpers and shifts in his fevered sleep. The bruise covering the side of his face stands out in stark contrast to his pale flesh. My heart aches as I think about the large gash across his back. 

I failed him. We should never have stopped strapping ourselves to the wall at night, but I let us get too complacent. The last storm was so violent, he flew across the room, hit the far wall, and almost fell through the massive hole in the hull. I caught him before the waves swept him out to sea, but the terror on his face haunts my nightmares. 

Salt rubs my skin raw underneath my damp clothes, but I haven’t had time to clean myself. Caring for Boon has kept me too busy to even forage for food. 

I found Boon only a few weeks ago, but he’s part of our mismatched family now. I’ll do anything for him. 

Even sneak up to the market on the main deck and steal medicine. 

“Let me go instead,” Tan says. She pulls my ankle, but I shake my head. 

“No. You’re too hurt to run if you get caught. You’ve got enough food for three days if you stretch it. Don’t go foraging until you gotta. I’ll be back in a few hours,” I say before crawling forward. 

“You can’t say that and then leave. You sound like you ain’t coming back,” she says as she tugs harder on my leg. 

“Tan, stop. I’m the oldest, strongest, and the best pickpocket. I’ll get him the medicine he needs and then find us more food.” 

“What if an alpha scents you?” 

The concern in her whisper sends a shiver down my spine. I reach back and cover her hand with mine. 

“They won’t. I’m covered in motor oil and wearing the smelliest clothes we’ve got. I’ll even go roll in the trash heap before I head up,” I promise. 

She squeezes my leg before letting go and sitting back. 

“If you ain’t back by nightfall, I’m coming to look for you,” she says. 

“Don’t you dare leave Boon alone,” I hiss. 

The anger drains from her expression, leaving fear in its place. 

“I’ll be fine. Take care of you and Boon. Promise me you won’t leave him,” I demand. My voice echoes through the vent. 

“Fine. Get back as fast as you can.” 

“I will. Be strong, Tan.” 

She grunts and uses the wall to stand before limping to the corner. 

I swallow my despair. Her leg refuses to heal. I don’t know if it’s fractured or just bruised all the way to the bone, but at least she can put weight on it now. 

Praying they hold out until I get back, I turn my attention ahead and crawl through the tunnel. My bulky clothes catch on the jagged metal, but I push onward until I reach the rusty vent. I lift the bottom corner and check both ways before crawling out and quietly lowering the grate back into place. 

Flies swarm the mountains of garbage. I weave my way through the broken trash compactor and pull a filthy cloak from the pile in the corner. 

Off in the distance, a woman screeches. The sounds of fighting filter through the closed door. I wrap the disgusting garment around me, pull a tattered cap from my pocket, shove it onto my head, and slip into the hall. No one tries to stop me as I weave through the maze of discolored metal. They’re all too busy trying to survive to bother a scrawny orphan running through the halls. 

I dodge just in time to avoid getting hit by a drunk beta male and turn the corner before he can yell at me. 

The chaos on the stairs keeps me on high alert. An old man grabs my sleeve, but I slam my fist down on his arm and dart away. I duck my head and curl my shoulders, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible, and rush up to the main deck. 
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