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    *** 
 
    “When she was done, I pushed my rock-hard shaft into her tight asshole, causing her to gasp with pleasure. I held her hips and started rocking mine back and forth in small, controlled movements. “Yes!” she screamed. The heat of her body was so good, and it was a good thing that I was too fucking tired to do much more than to grunt. I pushed harder and harder into her, feeling the tension build until she finally screamed my name.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Her Backstory 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Do you remember back when you used to bully me?" I asked the big woman in front of me with very pronounced breasts. She had a piercing in her lip, and her whole body was tattooed. Of all the tattoos that she had, one stood the most for me: the one of a dragon on her back. She really didn’t change much from when we were in college. 
 
      
 
    "You have turned me into this thing..." She said while lowering her eyes, avoiding my gaze. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, yeah. I only am doing this because you accepted to be turned into my personal toilet. I already had one before this, but with you, it should be a bit different; a bit more personal, I would say. It’s time for you to pay for the things that you made me do in college." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, come on," she said, raising her eyes, "You liked eating shit and being peed on. Your eyes betrayed you back then." 
 
      
 
    I slapped her face twice, once in each cheek, and said while holding her chin, "You forced me into doing those things. Be grateful that I chose not to use the same tactic. I would rather do this when the subject is willing." 
 
      
 
    "If you say so," she said before spitting onto the floor of my bedroom. I slapped her again, because there was no way I was going to let that slide. One of my futa employees cleaned the spot on the floor where her saliva fell with a clean cloth. 
 
      
 
    She looked into my eyes again, and I said, "Time for you to do your job. I feel the need to pee." 
 
      
 
    "Do it, you fucking pig. Differently from you, I am going to take this like a real woman would." 
 
      
 
    I bit my lower lip and unbuckled the belt of my pants. When both of them fell onto the floor, the large woman's eyes bulged. 
 
      
 
    "Why do you have such a huge bulge? It looks like that of man," she said, her eyes unchanged. 
 
      
 
    "You had no idea who you were dealing with back then, and still haven’t, " I said before lowering my underwear and showing, to the greater shock of her eyes, my monstrous package. 
 
      
 
    "What is going on here?” She asked, her eyes incapable of looking elsewhere. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my cock and stroke it a couple of times before answering, "I am the Futa Matriarch." 
 
      
 
    My employees bowed to me, and a smile materialized on my face. I am good at this. 
 
      
 
    Bruta looked at my employees and then back at my package. "I… don't understand," she said, blinking her eyes. She seemed so confused about all this s, and I was loving it. 
 
      
 
    "Open your mouth, Bruta. Time for you to take all my piss like the bastard that you have always been to me." 
 
      
 
    Slowly, but surely, she opened her mouth. I slid my big member in, and it was still soft. It grew a bit inside her warm, wet mouth. Her eyes looked at me as if she was daring for me to pee into her mouth. Well, I was going to do that. I could see that she was not liking this, but that was not going to stop me. 
 
      
 
    I felt my release coming, and soon after, I was peeing into her mouth. She flinched a bit, but then she took it as her throat worked to drink the hot liquid. Seconds and even one minute passed until I was done. But even after that, I didn’t take my dick from her mouth. I kept it there, growing and making sure that she understood where she stood. 
 
      
 
    “Ahhhhh… That’s the stuff,” I said before finally taking my shaft out of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    She looked at me as if she wanted to kill me and then said, “Always knew that you were not a normal woman. Didn’t imagine that you have a dick, though.” 
 
      
 
    I caressed her forehead and said, “There are lots of things about me that you have no idea about.” 
 
      
 
    Rage still coated her eyes when she said, “So, what’s next for my punishment? Still not satisfied with making me drink your piss?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope, of course not. You are my personal toilet. I will need you for other things later on. For now, you are gonna remain tied up to the wall, incapable of moving, until I get back,” I said before going to the door and getting out of my bedroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    How Things Change 
 
      
 
      
 
    I went to the restaurant downstairs and had dinner. I spent some good time with my futa employees talking about the job and how we turned many men and women into sex toys for us. They all really liked our services and constantly came here for the same. We also laughed and talked about the previous personal toilet of mine who gave up on her new role after being here for a couple of weeks. 
 
      
 
    I was glad that I managed to turn another person into a toilet for me; I was in dire need of that. 
 
      
 
    When I got back, I had this urge to shit, and I was just so happy that I had my new personal toilet ready for that. She was going to take my shit into her mouth like the tough woman that she was and she not even going to complain. That was her nature; she liked to appear tougher than she actually was. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, darling,” I said after opening the door and coming into the room. One of my futa employees was feeding Bruta some food; poor thing had gone days without eating something before coming here. She was loving the food so much that she didn’t care about how much of it she was wasting. My employee had bulging eyes and a gaping mouth while she continued to feed her with the spoon. 
 
      
 
    I stopped in front of her and asked, “Do you like the food, Bruta?” 
 
      
 
    My futa employee walked off there before Bruta responded, “I was only eating that because I really needed it. Otherwise, I would not have accepted one bite.”

  
 
    I caressed her forehead and looked deep into her angry eyes before saying, “I have another thing that you are going to like.” 
 
      
 
    Her face flinched when she realized what I had in mind. I widened my smile and turned around before lowering my pants. My underwear followed suit, and then I positioned my shithole just above her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Open it,” I ordered, and just like the other time, she obeyed me. I could feel the anger and resistance from her even without looking at her, but with her being completely at my mercy, she was not going to dare to externalize those things to me too much. She was going to continue being my personal toilet for sure, and her residency here was going to be a smooth one because of that. 
 
      
 
    I forced my insides to work until I felt my shit coming out. A couple of large slabs filled her mouth. I made sure not to give her much because I didn’t want her to get greedy. I could hear Bruta chewing the shit that I was giving her. It didn’t take long for me to be fully empty, and when I was done, I turned around to admire the look on her face. 
 
      
 
    She was still chewing one of the slabs of shit when I said, “You really are taking this without complaining too much. Still trying to make yourself look tougher than you really are, I see.” 
 
      
 
    The last slab of meat traveled down her throat and then she said, “At least I am not going to cry because of this, and I definitely will not act like you did back in college. I don’t cry easily, and I certainly don’t act like a pussy.” 
 
      
 
    I caressed her forehead, cherishing this opportunity to put my previous bully in her place, and then said, “This is just the first day. I am going to break you. Before you know it, you will be begging to suck my dick.” 
 
      
 
    Bruta spat onto the floor once again, which forced me to slap her multiple times on her chubby face, and then she said, “I am definitely not going to suck you off. That was not what we agreed on.” 
 
      
 
    I caressed her forehead even more, and I could notice how much hatred for me was coming off her. “Oh, but this is just the first day. There is much more to come. No woman in this world can withstand the needs and the wishes of the Futa Matriarch.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” she said while turning her head to the side and avoiding my eyes. 
 
      
 
    I put my pants back on and walked out of there. Bruta was going to remain there for the time being until I had enough of her and was done with my revenge. 
 
      
 
    Days and months passed. Bruta became, even more, my personal toilet, and almost every day, the routine was the same. In the morning I tended to wake up with a huge morning wood which she would always soften up with her warm and wet mouth. In the afternoons or nights, I would shit into her mouth, and she never complained. She truly didn’t want to let me win against her. 
 
      
 
    However, as the years passed, her attitude began to change a bit. One could say that she was getting used to her new life, but I was certain that it was something else: I was breaking her. Bruta’s body was not liking being my personal toilet, despite her mind wanting to be treated that way. She could take so much of my daily piss and shit before feeling desperate to get out of my bedroom which I locked her in. 
 
      
 
    I even let some of my employees to use her as their toilet too. That didn’t happen often, though. It only happened when Bruta was being more of a pain in the ass than she usually was. I could feel, whenever that happened, that she regretted doing things that I didn’t like. She would rather be just my personal toilet, I thought. Bruta didn’t enjoy being shared by the other futa workers. She was also very surprised to find out that they all had dicks too. 
 
      
 
    Oh, and I didn't forget to give her mouth her own shit and piss for her to ‘cherish’ as well. She took them both like the champ she was. Whenever she ate or drank them, she opened the widest smile she could come up with. Bruta was not going to let anyone think that she was hating the treatment that she was receiving, even though her eyes betrayed her. 
 
      
 
    All the futas in the establishment loving having her around. Bruta was just… the kind of woman that caught their attention and that was not something easy to do. 
 
      
 
    She also became our cum tank, and it as all thanks to her willingness to prove that she was anything but like me. She accepted everything without any of us having to force anything on her. It was all purely consensual, and I loved that. I didn't have to feel bad about myself, not that such ever had the chance of happening. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Breaking Her 
 
      
 
      
 
    I finally felt that Bruta deserved to be rewarded for her efforts to maintain her composure. She was going to get something else in her mouth, and she was going to love it like all the other times. She was also going to have the same thing into her anus too, that I knew. 
 
      
 
    I opened the door and found Bruta with her head hanging down and her mouth coated with vestiges of the shit that she didn't manage to eat. Poor thing; I could almost feel pity for her if I didn't remember all the times that she did things much worse to me, and back then she was not even asking for my consent. It was everything so much different now. At least I let her decide to have this life with me. 
 
      
 
    "Bruta, open your mouth and suck my dick," I said after stopping in front of her and sliding down my frilly skirt. 
 
      
 
    "As you wish, my Queen," she said with disdain in her voice. I slapped her face a couple of times. How many times was I going to have to do this to finally break this woman? 
 
      
 
    I untied her arms and hands so that she could use them to pleasure me, but kept the other futas ready in case she tried something funny. I was a huge woman, and we were all pretty tough, but Bruta was something else. I was sure we could stop her if she tried to escape, but I didn't want to have that headache. 
 
      
 
    I stroked my dick into hardness and pushed it into Bruta's warm mouth, which she took in as though it were a sacrament. I felt her hand on my dick as she sucked the tip, my balls tightening, and I felt her thumb and forefinger work her tongue over my tip, her mouth working it in. she gave my cock a hard suck, her tongue moving over it like a tongue flicking a fish. I heard a faint sound like a cough, and my cock went even harder, my balls slapping against her chin. 
 
      
 
    I didn't think that she was going to have such a change of attitude to me. Before this, she was just trying to come off like the toughest woman in this establishment, and now she was worshiping me like the Futa Matriarch that I was. It was marvelous. Bruta knew how to make a woman happy. 
 
      
 
     The sound happened again as she cherished my womanhood; a loud growl of frustration filled my ears. My mouth went dry, and I couldn't make my cock stop twitching. I could hear her mouth moving, but I couldn't hear what she was saying. Her tongue flicked my tip again, and my body jerked with a spasm of pleasure. “Jesus fucking Christ!” I heard myself scream, and she moaned and worked me harder, her fingers sliding down my cock and stroking the tip. 
 
      
 
     She let out a low growl at the end of her throat, and her lips moved against me again, and she worked me into an almost orgasm. “God, yes. Do not stop. “I tried to speak, but my mouth was too dry, my cock too hard, and my whole body was trembling. 
 
      
 
     I felt a hand on my stomach, and I felt her mouth move as she licked me and kissed me. I almost lost control. I cried out again, and she made another guttural sound. “That’s it,” she said, her tongue flicking across my shaft, “Just like that." 
 
      
 
    I did not think that she was going enjoy this so much. She loved having a feminine dick in her mouth. Must have been tasting quite different from all the other ones that she did before this. She was used to fucking men and be fucked by them, so this was probably very alien-like to her. I was just so surprised by this that I was already considering making her my permanent personal toilet, if she were to accept that as well. 
 
      
 
    Or maybe she was having fun and pleasure from my futa dick because, during the years that she spent here in this bedroom, she didn't have sex with anyone. The closest she came to that was when my employees dumped their cum into her asshole, but even then they didn't penetrate her. They just jerked off until they blew their load into her rectum before closing it off with a butt plug. 
 
      
 
    This was working really well for me, but I needed to cum, and I was thinking of doing so into her rectum. Her cum tank had been drained completely, and she did need to be refilled, so it was the perfect opportunity for that.  
 
      
 
    I pushed her head away from my dick that she was loving so much and asked, "Do you want me to fill your cum tank as well?" 
 
      
 
    She licked her lips before saying, "Of course. I would love that." 
 
      
 
    I was still very much in shock with her change of attitude, but with me being this horny, I didn't think much about it. I signaled for my futa employees to turn her around and let her raise her massive butt for me. 
 
      
 
    When she was done, I pushed my rock-hard shaft into her tight asshole, causing her to gasp with pleasure. I held her hips and started rocking mine back and forth in small, controlled movements. “Yes!” she screamed. The heat of her body was so good, and it was a good thing that I was too fucking tried to do much more than to grunt. I pushed harder and harder into her, feeling the tension build until she finally screamed my name. 
 
      
 
     I would never felt so good in my life as I did in that moment. My fingers dug into her ass, and I pushed her back against the wall, pulling out and thrusting hard. She screamed, and I could feel her walls gripping my cock. I could feel her warm body quivering and trembling as I thrust into her, over and over. 
 
      
 
     ”God, "I whispered. “I could stay here for hours, and it wouldn't be a bad idea to stay here forever. "  
 
      
 
     ”oh my god, “she breathed.  
 
      
 
    I knew she wanted me to stay, and I did too, but my body was begging for me cum. I wanted to keep going. I needed her to come apart for me. I needed her to come hard and fast for my delight. I wished to hear her scream as her body shattered. 
 
      
 
    I felt the tension building up once more, and it was not long before I was filling her ass with my cum. long and powerful spurts painted the walls of her rectum, and she breathed for me to keep on going. It had been months without me fucking someone, so I had an immense reservoir just for her. I kept on going for what appeared to be like minutes before finally feeling drained. 
 
      
 
    Bruta collapsed onto the floor, her face a mere ghost of the woman that she was. All this time she was just trying to look tough in front of me. It was not the toilet thing that broke her; it was the sight and feeling of my hard dick into her hole. 
 
      
 
    One of my futa employees handed me a butt plug and I squeezed it into her rectum. Some of the cum overflew through the edges, but I had dumped more than enough to make up for that. It was going to take a couple of weeks before she was drained and needed me to fill her with my sperm. However, I was actually hoping that it was not going to take that long. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to fuck her a second time the coming night.
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