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I woke up feeling the need to have something big and powerful thrusting deep inside my rectum. I knew what that needed to be, but the question was: did he exist? Did the right Alpha live among us? I had met so many of them, but none was big enough for me. Would I ever find the right man?

My asshole was feeling so needy. I lined it up to the dildo placed on the chair. That rubber thing was the only thing that could make me feel somewhat pleased, however, it was still not enough. I needed the meat thing. I needed it raw. I needed it blowing his master's load deep inside my rectum.

I lowered myself onto it, and then felt my rectum being stretched by its thickness. That was good. It was a tough thing to deal with. It took me some time to get used to it. The only downside was the impossibility to make it bigger. I would have done so a long time ago, otherwise.

My ass moved up and down on it. Nonstop. It was the way I liked doing that. Nothing else would do for me. Stopping to catch my breath was not my style.

My orifice began to feel sore already. The material was just no the same as the one made of pure, raw meat. It was good enough for someone who needed a quick release, but I preferred to take things slow. The rubber toy was just not meant to me.

“Fuck, this is so good and bad at the same time,” I said. My ass moved up and down on it still. Minutes had passed. I still had lots of energy.

My whole body felt so itchy. When was the last time I had an Alpha big enough to please me? I could not remember that. It seemed to have happened a lifetime ago.

The more I thought about that, the more I burned on the inside. My desire for sex continued to grow bigger. The rubber toy was not doing enough to mitigate that. The more I fucked my asshole using that thing, the more I wished for something better.

The rubber toy was for people who could not get laid. I was not going to admit that, though. I still had the looks - and the scent - necessary to find the right guy. He just needed to show up, wherever he was. I had all the dating apps on as they scanned for the right man.

All my profiles had this line only on their bios: you need to be big enough to satisfy a mature Omega like me. None seemed to dare to start a conversation with me. That meant just one thing to me: I was going to have to go elsewhere to find the right Alpha.

It was with that thought in mind that I increased the pace, not caring one bit that my asshole was going to feel even sorer. Let it get to that point. It was worth it in the end. My heat just continued to rise. My whole body felt as if it was going to burst at any second. I just needed that momentaneous release. It was not going to last for more than a day, but then again, I had already made the decision to go to another country.

Brazil. That was where I had hopes of finding the right Alpha. Big Brazilian men with a commanding attitude that could only mean one thing: their packages were virile and potent. They knew that very well.

“Fuck, I can’t wait until tomorrow!” I said while trying to contain the fur. It should not grow. When I shifted, I turned into something which could not be controlled. I was nothing like the Alphas when it came to becoming feral, but still, it was better not to wake up and find all the vases broken.

It was with that thought in mind that my body rocked. An intense orgasm took hold of me, burning every cell of my body. I moaned. I saw my eyes turning golden in the reflection of the computer’s screen.

My toes curled. I moaned more still. My body rocked even more. I tried even harder not to turn feral. It was all just so good, though. It felt wrong not to let my instincts dictate that moment. My whole body was begging to become a beast.

I took the dildo from below me, put it on the table and rested my back on the chair. My chest panted still. It expanded and contracted more and more, looking for extra air that was just not there. I could have such intense orgasms whenever I really was in the mood.
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I took the first plane. I just needed to get there. The flight was going to take about ten hours, but it was going to be worth it. So many needed Alphas they had down there in the South. They were all so raw and hungry for willing Omegas like me.

I got off the plane and headed to the supermarket. That was where Denny was supposed to be. He worked there. He stored what the customers bought inside plastic bags.

From his profile picture, he looked so young, but also very strong. He also said that he went to the gym often. I imagined him pumping weight for hours. Those strong arms would do wonders for me. Would his hands give me a massage? I could only hope so.

There he was, storing items into the bags for a customer. The sun was about to set, which meant that his shift was going to end soon. I didn’t even bring a travel bag with me because I didn’t plan on spending a lot of time in the country. I was there just for a quick fuck, after all.

My eyes analyzed his body. Even from afar, I noticed that he was quite a bit taller than I was. That was quite normal. Alphas tended to be bigger and taller than Omegas, though exceptions existed.

What was more striking was the size of his arms. He was the kind of man that spent hours working them by pumping weights until his muscles felt sore. He could pick me up with ease. If his body strength was put to good use, he could make my bottom so sore that I would not be able to walk without crutches for a good time.

I spent more time, though, cherishing his bulge. Even though he was wearing his uniform, his rounded swelling was quite evident, especially when his legs moved in a certain way. I could just imagine myself getting on my knees for him. Would he be kind or rough? I wished for the latter, though it was possible that he liked doing the first better. Young Alphas tended to be a bit naive when it came to the needs of their Omega.

I was so in heat. I felt as if my whole body was going to burn. Fucking my rectum with that dildo was good - it made it possible for me to get there without having a mental breakdown - but it was never going to be long-lasting. I knew that before I came there.

My hand sneaked inside my pants, and then the underwear as well. My package was just feeling so hot and inviting. It needed a good pair of caring hands right now, though all I could spare was just one of the two. I could jack off in front of everyone in the supermarket, but that might put in jeopardy my plan to be fucked by Denny.

However, considering the crowd here, I might just be able to caress my cockhead at least. With a smile on my face, I caressed the meaty toy with my fingers. Doing so made me feel ripples of pleasure. I had to contain myself not to moan. That would be a bad thing to do. I didn’t want curious eyes trying to find out what the gringo was doing.

But the truth was that my cockhead was just feeling so good. I moved my fingers more and more, pressing my cockhead and releasing it whenever a ripple of pleasure ran through me. That was always just so good. My toes were curling inside my shoes.

How long until his shift was over? I looked at the clock mounted on the wall. Still a couple of minutes until he turned to find me on the long chair made of wood. It was lucky that nobody else was sitting there with me. Everyone seemed more concerned about getting to their cars as soon as possible.

A moan escaped my mouth, forcing me to stop doing that. I looked to the sides, trying to see if anybody had noticed that. I sighed out of relief when I noticed everybody going about their business as usual.

When I turned my head again, I noticed Denny in front of me. There he was with a huge, evil smile on his face. I told him I came from the USA to Brazil just to be fucked by him. He said his shaft
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