Assembly Line
by Allen Baker
I've got to admit I've always been an obnoxious snot. A young punk with attitude. And I still am. At least everywhere but at work. I used to be there, too, but my co-workers found a way to set me straight around them.

It's my first job out of high school. A furniture factory on the third shift upholstery line. I had experience, having worked with my grandfather in his small reupholstery business. But he didn't have enough work to support me, too, so here I am in the factory. I was young and had that "know-it-all" air that's so irritating to the mature, experienced workmen.

I soon learned that whenever the all male crew found me overbearing and were ready to pound me into the ground, the foreman would intervene and calm things down. I knew Johnson wasn't interested in saving my butt. I could tell he didn't like me any better than the rest. He was just looking out after his damned productivity numbers. Johnson had to keep order to keep the line moving.

It became a game with me to see how much I could push one of the guys before he'd start to blow. I knew they all hated me, but as long as I got paid and Johnson kept me from being lynched, I didn't give a shit.

At least I didn't until about 2:00 A.M. on that fateful Wednesday morning. I'd been a prick as usual and already had two of the guys primed to bash me. Johnson, of course, stepped in. But after he'd calmed things down, instead of going back to his inspection station, he plopped down on the nearest bench and put his head down between his knees. Obviously sick. One of the crew rang for the night production manager. After about ten minutes, he announced he was taking Johnson home. We'd be on our own for the rest of the shift.

Stupid, stupid me. I saw this as an opportunity to irritate, as a challenge to get under everyone's skin. I succeeded beyond my wildest dreams. In addition to my verbal banter, I started aiming my staple gun at bent over asses. Even with the air power, it wasn't enough to really hurt anyone from a distance, but it definitely stung. And added fuel to their smoldering fire.

Within half an hour, they were read to draw straws for the privilege of the first hit. Then Charlie got a wicked grin on his face. "Hold on, guys. I got a better idea." He huddled the men, and I began to get a bit uneasy.

They suddenly turned and jumped me, stripping me buck naked. I struggled as they carried me to the beginning of the line. On my knees, they tied me to the wooden platform meant for a sofa. One of them then sat on my back, forcing my crotch down to the wood.

"Hey, you fuckin' perverts, let go of my balls!" That statement was my last defiant act. I went into shock as they stretched my sack down to the wood and grabbed their air guns. One by one, they struck, and I stopped struggling. Any sudden move and I'd shred my nut sack to pieces. I howled in pain.

Andy grabbed some fabric scraps from the floor and gagged my mouth. "Now we can work in peace and quiet."

"Yeah," said Jack as he stepped up behind me with a grease gun. "And we can have some pleasure out of the deal, too. He jammed the end of the gun up my virgin pucker and squeezed the nozzle a half dozen times. "He's all ready, boys. Let's draw

straws to see who gets first dibbs."

I cried out in fright and disbelief. But it did me no good.

"Hot dog! I've been waiting to revenge myself on this fucker for a long time." Mike hopped onto the platform behind me and dropped his pants. Over my shoulder, I watched in horror as his thick throbber lined up with my opening. I screamed into the gag and tears rolled down my face as he thrust himself into me with a savage lunge. Every one of the other seven men cheered him on.

Someone hit the start button and the line began to move. For the next four hours, they made furniture around me. When my platform reached the end of the line, they'd carry it back to the beginning. And my butt wasn't empty of their meat for more than five minutes the whole time. I lost track of how many times each of those eight men plugged into me as we inched along the line.

I also lost count of the number of times I shot my own load. I couldn't believe it. I'd never considered gay sex in my life. But their powerful lunges against my prostate triggered new desires.

Sometime near the end of the shift, they decided they'd have to release me before the next crew and foreman started arriving. My ass hole had long since gone numb. But it was pure hell as they used their awls to dig into my sack to pry up the staples and yank them out with their pliers.

They untied me and tossed me a first aid kit. "Better get yourself together before the others start arriving. And if you know what's good for you, you'd better not try to report this in any way. Remember, it's your word against eight others. And we'll get you again if you do. Hope you learned your lesson." Charlie shoved me toward the men's locker room as he spoke.

I staggered to the john with cum crusted onto my stomach and with white and brown ooze streaking down the back of my thighs. I cleaned up best I could and pulled my clothes onto my sore body. Even then, my cock was rock hard.

I grew up a lot that night. But I'm still young and obnoxious. I guess in some ways I'm a slow learner. I still forget myself and mouth off. But when I've pushed too far, Charlie or Jack or someone will place their staple gun tight into my crotch and fire. An unsubtle reminder of that night.

What they don't realize is that every time they strike, I immediately climax and shoot into my drawers, Then I have to slink off to the john, remove the staple and clean up the mixture of red and white goo inside my shorts. I usually am subdued for the rest of the shift. But not always.
