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TRIGGER WARNING: This story contains content that may be triggering to some readers. Please do not proceed if you are triggered by non-consensual scenes.


Summary: After being fired from her job and unable to pay rent, Meg desperately applies for every job she can find. When she gets offered a trial shift for “Relief Services”, she thinks that her luck has finally turned. It isn’t until Meg is in a room with 23 animalistic and rock-hard military men that she realizes the job she signed up for. New military injections are making the men more animalistic, requiring relievers for their pent up aggression. And unbeknownst to Meg, she has signed up to be the next reliever.

Features: noncon, gangbang, triple penetration, ring gag, prostitution, bukkake


Chapter 1

“You’re fired”.

“No please, I need this job”

My boss Gary, an overweight man in his early 50s, just shrugged. He didn’t even look me in the eyes, just kept staring at my tits like he always did with a hungry look in his eyes. It was an unspoken rule of the job that a deep V-neck was required and I couldn’t say no to the extra tips that my significant cleavage offered. My double Ds were annoying in the back pain department but fantastic for getting sleazy come-ons and better than average tips.

“Shoulda thought of that before you stole my tips.”

They were technically my tips but Gary always expected to get an 80% cut of them. I was short on rent this month and thought I could get away with taking a bit more than my usual 20%. I was the one who worked for them in the first place. Gary did fucking nothing but hover in the background while everyone else busted their ass.

“Y’know, there’s one way I could maybe forgive you”. He looked me up and down, licking his lips. The sweat on his bald head gleamed under the fluorescent diner light.

“You could get on your knees and make it up to me”

I gagged a little. No money was worth getting on my knees for him. I still had some fucking self-respect. I tore off the apron and threw it on the floor. Flipping him the finger on the way out gave me a momentary joy and I slammed the door behind me.

I walked a few feet away from the diner before the tears started. It was just past 10pm and the street still had a few people out and about who gave me curious looks. I strode quickly towards the bus stop, trying to brush the tears away. I can cry when I get home. I’ll find another job. This isn’t the end of the world. Maybe if I kept telling myself that, it would be true.


Chapter 2

A few weeks later and I was starting to break. No where was hiring. I had to have handed out my resume to hundreds of shops and restaurants. My rent was due tomorrow and my landlord would take the first opportunity to evict me if I don’t pay it. He had been wanting to kick me out to raise the rent prices for ages now and not paying rent would make it easy for him to do so.

I started firing off job applications without looking. Random jobs I’d never heard of. Whatever would hire me.

Finally, while I was out using my last few dollars to buy groceries, my phone rang.

“Hello” I answered eagerly.

“Hi, is this Meg?” a serious male voice asked.

“Yes, who is this?”

“I was just reading through your resume. I’m with Relief Services. You recently applied to our open pool.”

“Oh yes, of course!” I vaguely remember quickly filling out that application. I remember finding it odd that they asked for a picture but googled it and pictures on resumes were the norm in Europe so figured it was just a European company.

“Would you be able to do a trial tonight? See if you’re a good fit?”

“I would love to!” I struggled to keep my enthusiasm to a reasonable level. I desperately needed this job.

He relayed the address and start time over the phone. It was in a neighborhood outside the city center. I think there was a military base in that area but I wasn’t sure. It definitely wasn’t somewhere I had wandered into before but who cares, a job is a job.

I quickly grabbed the couple items I could afford–a bag of pasta and a jar of plain tomato sauce and checked out with a pep in my step. It wasn’t until I got home that I realized I didn’t even ask what the job entailed.

I tried to find the application on the job seeker site but it wasn’t there anymore. Ah well. I figured relief services just meant I would be giving breaks to people. Probably won’t have to prepare anything if I’m just the substitute.

After 2 buses and an hour commute, I arrived at the address he provided.

An attractive man in his 30s met me at the door and introduced himself as Steve.

“We spoke on the phone. I’m so glad you were able to come on such short notice. We were getting desperate.”

He handed me a bunch of paperwork, said it was the classic contract agreement and NDA since it involved confidential government information. That intrigued me. I still wasn’t sure exactly what I had signed up for and at this point I was too embarrassed to ask. It’s not like I could refuse the job anyway. I needed the money and I already liked this guy better than asshole Gary. After I’d signed all the documents, he started to speak more openly,

“The last girl left a few weeks ago and they’ve become really desperate. Thank God you’re here. The injections make a huge difference in military performance but it also makes them more animalistic and this is the only reward that appeases that side of them. We used to give each of them a reliever but we find this way works best for fostering camaraderie and trying to source one for each of them and keep all of this on the DL was too challenging. Anyway, know that you’re contributing to building a stronger military.”

I didn’t really process what he was saying. Injections? Maybe I was going to be helping as a medical assistant. Although, I felt very underqualified for that. Oh well, I was a fast learner. Fake it til you make it right?

I followed Steve into another room, this one larger with a padded floor and no furniture. Perhaps I would be helping with mental health patients?

He offered me a yellow beverage, said it was a lemonade with a twist to help calm the nerves and I guzzled it down. It tasted amazing, just the perfect mix of tart and sweet and I immediately felt myself begin to calm down.

He smiled when he saw me finish it all and took the glass from me. “Have a good shift. I’ll see you in 8 hours”


Chapter 3

A couple minutes after the door shut behind Steve, a different door on the other side of the room opened and a large shirtless man entered. He must have been 6 foot 5 and had bulging muscles. It was like his abs had abs. Before I fully processed what I was looking at, another man entered. And then another and another. All in, I counted 23 men. Not a single one was shorter than 6’2 and they all looked like they could bench press my weight many times over.

I was even more confused. What the hell was my job? They definitely looked insane. They all seemed to have this pulsing aggression that made me think of a predator on the hunt but I wasn’t sure how I could help with that. I wasn’t a doctor.

The first man who entered appeared to be the leader. Although he wasn’t the largest of the bunch, he definitely gave off an aura of authority. While most of their gazes were glued to me, they would still occasionally glance at him, as though waiting for his orders. The leader stepped right in front of me and grabbed my head, startling me. I gasped and he pressed his finger into my mouth and then raised his other hand. I noticed an object in it but I wasn’t sure what until he jammed it roughly into my mouth. It was a gag of sorts? I tried to speak around it but could only make noises. It held my mouth wide open, wider than I knew I was capable of keeping it. With a grunt, he pressed on my shoulders. I resisted but he barely needed to use his muscles to force my 5 foot frame to my knees.

I got a flashback to Gary’s words from weeks ago. Is that what this was? How did I sign up for this? They tricked me! But I signed the NDA, I didn’t even read it. I tried to call for help but I couldn’t speak around the gag, I just released a muffled moan.

The leader stripped off his white shorts and I realized I was right. There’s nothing else this could be right? His shorts slipped off and a massive cock sprang up, hard and angry.  It must have been at least 10 inches and it was as thick as beer can. I didn’t know dicks like this existed outside of porn. I felt my pussy get wet involuntarily. His eyes were hungry and he roughly grabbed my head, directing his cock into my wide open mouth. I gagged with just a few inches. I wasn’t a virgin by any means but deep throating had never been my thing. I didn’t like giving head in general. But it didn’t seem like I had a choice. He groaned at the first entry and then shoved my head harder, forcing his massive cock down my tight throat. The animalistic growl he released triggered everyone else and I heard the furious sounds of masturbating begin around me. They must have all stripped off while I wasn’t looking.

He kept thrusting into my mouth, deeper and deeper. I felt like I should have vomited from the intrusion but I found that my gag reflex was oddly lessening. Why? How could I possibly be taking a dick this large without gagging. The drink! I thought. Steve said there was something special in it but I thought it was just a figure of speech. It must be making it easier to take this.

I got lost in the thrusting. The feel of my throat being filled, emptied, and then filled again all while surrounded by the animalistic growls of over 20 men. I could feel myself getting lightheaded and stars filled my vision. His massive cock was keeping me from breathing. Eventually, with a long groan, he pulled out. I was finally able to take a deep breath and dazedly took in the room around me. The men stood in a circle surrounding me, all masterbating furiously, hungry animalistic eyes staring at me. They all had muscles glistening with sweat.

The leader tilted my face back to him and furiously gave his cock a few jerks, shooting long ropes of cum directly at me. He filled my mouth with his salty cum and I was forced to swallow. He then shot the remaining cum over my face, painting me in his seed.

He stepped back and after a pregnant pause, the rest of them descended on me like animals, growling and pawing at me in desperation. It was like they were all just waiting for him to give permission. My skirt and blouse were ripped off my body with a tearing sound, and my g-string and bra followed afterwards. After my large breasts were released from their bindings, I heard multiple growls and groans and hands reached out to squeeze, pinching my nipples between large fingers. My ass was spanked and stroked methodically. I was maneuvered onto my hands and knees and quickly felt a probing at my vagina.

To my surprise, I was soaking wet. A large cock slammed into me in one thrust and I cried out but it didn’t hurt. In fact, it felt incredible. My pussy fluttered around it and the man roared, picking up his pace as everyone else cheered him on. My knees gave out and I was grateful for the padded flooring. The cheering somehow made me wetter despite my shame. He furiously pounded into me, releasing animalistic grunts and I felt closer and closer to the edge myself. I closed my eyes and unleashed a strangled moan, feeling my body explode in a world-stopping orgasm. I was disgusted with myself but I’d never felt so full before. Another hard cock entered my mouth with a smooth thrust and it went down my throat a lot easier than the first one.

It continued like this, for hours. Cock after cock. My breasts and ass were bitten and groped. I was sure my pussy and throat were swollen from the furious poundings.

I drank so much cum, I was sure I would be sick. They filled my throat and pussy with their cum. I was incredibly grateful for my IUD. They would often pull out and move to my head, making me drink their cum or covering my face or breasts. After the first 5 cumshots, I couldn’t see anything anymore. My eyelids were glued shut with cum. I had never felt so sticky in my life. I was blind to knowing what was going on, all I could do was feel.

My hands were grabbed and used to jerk cocks. No part of me was not being used.

I tried to count how many of them had used me, to figure out when it would end, but I was so lost in the sensations that it was hard to keep track.

I felt someone grab my face with their hands and rub the cum off my eyelids.

“Open” he commanded. I kept my eyes shut, easier to lose myself while blind to my surroundings but I felt a hard slap, his dick whipping me across the face.  I forced my eyes open, although they still stung slightly. I wasn’t surprised to see it was the leader who issued the command. He still stared hungrily down at me, strangling his straining red cock with his fist. Although he seemed slightly less animalistic than at first, they all were still more animal than any man I’d encountered before but a bit of the edge from the beginning was gone.

This time, he picked me up and went under me. He grabbed cum from my body and used it to push his finger into my puckering hole. After forcing a few fingers inside, he slowly lowered my ass onto his cock. I’d never had a man back there before and the stretch was ridiculous. I didn’t think he would fit. Once he was seated, another man, this one covered head-to-toe in swirling tattoos, entered the wet heat of my pussy. A third shoved himself into my gaping mouth.

It continued like this for ages. But this time, the men stopped when they were right about to cum and swapped with another. What started calmer than the first round quickly picked up in aggression, as the men brought themselves to the very edge without going over.

They all released me at once and took a step back. At this point, I was languid on the floor. I couldn’t move my body even if I wanted to, all the strain and countless reluctant orgasms had left me a pliant mess. I just stared at them blankly, mouth still gaping open from the gag and cum dripping out the sides.

Their cocks were all an angry red and veiny. Seeing them all together, I was shocked my pussy was able to take them all. Not a single one was even close to average. They were swollen monster cocks, dripping pre-cum. The leader nodded and as one, they began to pick up their pace. Squeeze harder and stroke faster. The first cumshot landed in my mouth, and then a second and third. Until my mouth was full and it was dribbling out the sides. The one with an anchor tattooed on his forehead shot his load directly at my eyes, covering one and then the other until I once again couldn’t see. He barked a laugh and I heard the sounds of his buddies clapping him on the back. The leader, I could recognize him solely by touch now, pinched my nose and held my head back, forcing me to swallow the three loads in my mouth. Everyone began to cum at once, I was being hit by load after load, and I tried to swallow but I couldn’t keep up with it. My entire face must have resembled a white mass with no discernable features. I swallowed so much cum I thought I would throw up but my gag reflex was still non-existent.

After I had swallowed all the cum in my mouth, the leader began to scoop up the cum on my face and body and feed it to me but he left the cum on my eyes this time so that I couldn’t see anything that was happening.

Eventually, his touch stopped and I heard their footsteps walk away and the door shut. I raised my hand slowly to wipe my face, but it, too, was so covered in cum, that all I did was spread it around.

I lay there, falling in and out of consciousness, for an indeterminate amount of time. It could have been minutes or hours but eventually the door opened again.

“Great job, you passed your trial. The men are stabilized. You helped greatly with their aggression. We’ll get you cleaned off and then you can head home. Tomorrow, we have another squad that needs to be stabilized that you’ll be tasked with. They’re a bit more intense but I’m sure you can handle it.”

He grabbed a hose that I hadn’t noticed was attached to the wall and started to spray me from head to toe. I just lay there and watched the cum dribble away. There was a drain in the middle of the room. Everything was set up to be easy to clean.

He tossed me a bar of soap and a scrub brush. “Get yourself cleaned up and I’ll get you your first paycheck.”

The reminder that I was going to get paid for all of this was enough for me to muster the energy to get scrubbing. It took a lot of effort to get such a large amount of sticky cum off my body but I managed eventually.

I found a pair of folded up clothes outside of the door and got myself dressed quickly. Although, I didn’t care about Steve seeing me naked anymore. So many men had just done unspeakable things to me, my modesty didn’t feel important.

Once dressed, Steve handed me an envelope.

“This will be your nightly amount for standard duties. Just come back tomorrow at the same time for the next squad.”

I opened the door and waddled outside, my body still recovering from the lengthy pounding. I took comfort in the fresh air on my sensitive skin.

“Oh and Meg?” I turned around reluctantly. “Remember that you signed a contract, releasing military secrets is punishable by life imprisonment.”

I nodded with a large gulp. I wasn’t stupid. I think I could get away with running provided I stayed silent but I would never risk disclosing this secret.

It wasn’t until I was on the bus home that I dared peek in the envelope. 30 crisp $100 bills. $3000? That was more than 2 months of rent in one night. Hmm, maybe I found the right job for me after all.
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