








  Visible and Unruly

  Flash Collection

  Spent Magazine

  SpentPress

  Copyright 2026. All rights reserved.



Visible and Unruly
	Cattle Pen
	A Puddle of His Own Cum on the Floor
	A Phantom Taste Lingering Like an Unwelcome Kiss
	Musk and Ozone Clinging to the City’s Fabric
	A Relentless Dick-Jarring Rhythm That Wouldn’t Quit
	Grinding Through the Tunnel
	A Metal Beast Thrashing in the Dark
	Pop, Snap, Pop Against the Late-Night Silence
	A Confession in Film
	Toasters Toppling, Air Thick with Their Sex
	More from Spent Magazine



  
    	
      Title Page
    

    	
      Cover
    

    	
      Table of Contents
    

  




Cattle Pen

The Department of Motor Vehicles smelled like stale coffee and desperation, a gray haze of buzzing fluorescents and scuffed linoleum that stretched into a purgatory of waiting. Daniel slouched in the third row, his cheap suit jacket creasing against the plastic chair, thighs spread wide to claim space in the cattle pen of boredom.

His fingers twitched, restless, rolling the pen between them-a cheap Bic, crystal-blue, the kind you’d find in a cup by the counter.

Click.

Click-click. The sound snapped sharp, cutting through the drone of murmured complaints and the rustle of crumpled tickets. Across the room, Elena leaned on the counter, her uniform skirt hugging her hips just tight enough to make Daniel’s throat dry.

She was all business-hair yanked back in a no-nonsense ponytail, lips pursed as she scanned a clipboard.

But those legs, fuck, those legs-long and tan, disappearing under the hem like a promise he couldn’t cash.

She tapped her own pen against the desk, a faint tick-tick syncing with his own rhythm for a split second.

His cock twitched in his slacks, a lazy throb waking up. He’d heard the rumors.

Some sleazy trucker at the diner last week, half-drunk on bad whiskey, swore up and down about a guy who clicked a pen and blew his load right there in line.

Bullshit, Daniel thought then, but now?

That Bic felt heavy in his grip, loaded, like a gun with a hair-trigger.

He rolled it again, slow, deliberate.

Click. The sound hit his ears like a slap, and a hot shiver raced down his spine, pooling thick and urgent in his balls. Elena glanced up, eyes narrowing.

“Sir, you got your number?”

Her voice was clipped, professional, but it sliced through him-low and firm, tugging at something primal.

He shifted, the chair creaking under his weight, his dick half-hard now, pressing against the seam of his pants. He held up the ticket-B69, irony dripping off it-and smirked. ” Yeah, right here, sweetheart. ”

He let the pen hover, thumb grazing the plunger. The room felt tighter, the air thick with unspoken rules and that invisible line-the point of no return. Everyone else was a zombie, heads down, scrolling phones or staring at nothing.

But her?

She was alive, watching him, her gaze a dare. Click.

His breath hitched. A jolt shot through him, electric, straight to his groin.

His cock swelled, straining, the tip already slicking his boxers with a bead of precum.

Fuck, it was real. That trucker wasn’t lying.

The pen was a goddamn detonator, and he was holding it right over the fuse.

Elena straightened, her chest rising under that starched blouse, nipples just barely ghosting the fabric. She didn’t know-couldn’t know-but her body moved like it did, hips cocking slightly as she tapped her pen again. Tick.

His hips jerked, involuntary, a grunt catching in his throat.

The edge was right there, sharp and brutal, a boundary line he wasn’t supposed to cross. Not here.

Not with fifty strangers and a security camera blinking red in the corner. He gripped the pen tighter, knuckles whitening.

One more click, and he’d be done-painting his pants in a hot, sticky mess, right there in the fucking DMV.

The thought alone made his sack tighten, heavy and aching, begging for it.

But he held back, teetering, the tension coiling like a spring ready to snap. Her eyes locked on his, steady, unblinking.

“Next,” she called, voice flat but loaded, like she was testing him.

His thumb trembled over the plunger, the last chance dangling between restraint and ruin. Click it, and he’d blow.

Wait, and he’d burn.

He swallowed hard, the pen slick with sweat in his palm. Daniel’s thumb hovered over the Bic, sweat beading on his knuckles, the plastic slick as a greased-up shaft.

The DMV buzzed around him-some guy coughing wetly two rows back, a kid whining about a dead tablet, the air stale with impatience.

But all he could zero in on was Elena, her hips swaying as she turned to grab a form, that skirt riding up just enough to flash a sliver of thigh.

His cock throbbed, thick and insistent, tenting his slacks like it was ready to bust through.

Click. The sound cracked through the room, sharp as a whip.

His whole body seized-balls tightening, a hot surge flooding his groin, his dick pulsing with a wet spurt of precum that soaked through to his thigh.

He grunted, low and rough, his knee jerking up and slamming the chair in front of him. The old lady there turned, scowling, but he didn’t give a fuck.

He was riding the edge, teetering, his resolve wavering like a drunk on a tightrope.

Elena froze mid-step, her pen clattering to the counter.

She whipped around, eyes locking on him, wide and searching.

“You okay over there?”

Her tone was all business, but there was a hitch in it, a crack that made his sack ache. She didn’t know-fuck, she couldn’t know-but her stare pinned him, daring him to move.

He shifted, unsteady, the chair creaking under his weight.

His hand trembled, the pen slipping in his grip, and for a split second, doubt flickered-could he hold it together, or was he about to blow his load right here, splattering the floor in front of God and the DMV?His breath came fast, shallow, his chest tight with the fight to keep it locked down. Click it again, and he’d be done.

Done and dripping. She stepped closer, heels clicking on the linoleum, each tap syncing with the thud of his pulse in his cock.

“Number B69?” she asked, voice steady now, but her lips parted just enough to show a glint of teeth.

His hips twitched, a weak thrust he couldn’t stop, and he gripped the armrest, fingers digging in. His resistance was crumbling. Click. Another jolt ripped through him, fiercer this time, his tip leaking steady now, a dark patch blooming on his pants.

He bit his lip, hard, tasting copper, his stance wavering as he fought to stay upright.

The room spun, the boundary line blurring-last chance to pull back, but fuck, he didn’t want to. Desire roared, raw and greedy, clawing at his guts.

Elena was a foot away, her grip on the clipboard like a death grip, straining at the fabric over her breasts. She cocked her head and assessed him, her tongue darting out like a serpent’s.

“You’re up,” she purred, firm and low, like she was barking orders.

His thumb hovered near the plunger, his strength failing with the overwhelming urge to let it blow.

He was breaking apart, the Bic a cocked and loaded gun aimed directly at his sanity. One more click and the last vestiges of self-control would shatter.

Elena loomed over him, close enough that Daniel could pick up the faint scent of her - cheap floral perfume and the tang of exhaustion from a long shift. The hum of the DMV ticket counter was a dull roar against the roaring in his ears.

His pants felt sticky, the patch widening, his cock so hard he thought it might explode. He held the pen like a detonator.

Click.

The sound was a shot fired. His hips bucked and a hot gush of fluid splattered through his boxers and slicked down his thigh.

“F-fuck,” he gasped, control vanishing like a soap bubble.

His knees weakened and he had to grip the chair.

Elena’s gaze flicked to the dark stain, her lips curling. Half a smile, half a challenge.

“Making a scene, are you?”

she asked, her voice smooth as honey but with a sharp edge. She leaned forward, pressing the clipboard to her chest.

Her blouse gaped a little, giving him a peek of the curves beneath.

His dick gave a traitorous throb.

“Can’t wait in line?”

He swallowed hard, his throat like sandpaper.

“It’s-it’s this fucking pen,” he choked out, the words tumbling out involuntarily.

He pressed the plunger again with a shaking hand.

Click.

Another surge, and his balls ached with the strain.

She raised an eyebrow and took another step forward.

“Is that so?”

she drawled.

Her stare was intense, as if she were dissecting him.

She tapped her own pen against her clipboard. Tick.

His body responded with a groaning shudder, his cock throbbed and spilled more into the ruined fabric of his slacks.

“Jesus, stop that,” he growled, but it was a pathetic bleat.

She didn’t.

Tick. His hips jerked, and the chair screeched under his unbalanced weight.

He was melting, the edges blurred, wanting only the release that this accursed Bic held the key to.

Elena tilted her head. “You’re up, B69. Move it.”

Her eyes held a spark of amusement, a dangerous glint.

His hand trembled, slick with sweat, and he squeezed the pen one more time.

Click.

A thick rope of hot fluid burst forth, soaking his pants, and his breath caught in his chest as he teetered on the precipice.

The scratched-up fake-wood counter loomed before Daniel, littered with pens and official forms, but all he could focus on was the Bic clutched in his sweaty palm. His pants felt heavy, saturated, and a cool draft prickled the wetness against his thighs as he stumbled forward. Elena stood by the counter, her gaze locked on him, striping him bare with her intense stare.

His cock pulsed, hot and insistent, every step a jolting shock.

Click.

The sound echoed in the DMV, and everything in him detonated. His knees buckled as a hot, thick stream blasted through his pants, splattering the floor in a wide, sticky circle.

“F-f-fuck oh fuck,” he groaned, his hips involuntarily thrusting to coax out every last drop.

His balls clenched, releasing themselves in a deep, shuddering climax that heightened every sensation-the scent of her perfume, the squeak of his shoes, the burning heat of her eyes.

Elena didn’t even flinch. She glided closer, heels clicking against the linoleum.

“That’s it, huh?”

she murmured, her voice a low caress.

His dick twitched, still dripping, forming a small pool around his feet. He was a pathetic mess, exposed and vulnerable, and she was savoring it.

Her lips twisted into a wicked smile.

He grabbed the counter, knuckles white, the Bic still slick in his hand. Click. Another weak but desperate spurting wave rolled through him, each tremor deepening the wet sensation against his tip and the heavy ache in his sack.

“Can’t… can’t stop,” he rasped, control utterly lost.

Her fingers brushed his as she leaned closer, and a shiver coursed through him.

“You’re a goddamn disaster,” she whispered, her eyes blazing. His hips jerked again, and one final trickle seeped out, pulling him into the sweet abyss of release.

Click.




A Puddle of His Own Cum on the Floor

His body spasmed in one last, dry heaving pleasure, every muscle tensing and releasing as he rode the final tremor to completion. Elena watched, her eyes unwavering, a hint of a smile playing on her lips as she darted her tongue out to wet them.

He was sinking into it, senses sharpened to an excruciating edge, and she held the knife that plunged him there.

Daniel’s world was a blur of wet heat and ragged breaths, the dull drone of the DMV fading to nothing as he stood at the counter. The Bic was slick and trembling in his sweaty hand, the ink smeared. Below, the floor glistened with a puddle of his own cum, the sharp, musky scent cutting through the air. Elena remained impassive, her skirt grazing the counter’s edge, her eyes burning into him.

Click.

With a final snap, a tidal wave of pleasure washed over him. His cock spasmed, one last fat rope of semen splattering against his shin, a hot, heavy pulse as his knees buckled.

“Fuck-fuck-yes,” he choked, his voice breaking in the peak of a brutal rush-her gaze, the sticky damp coating his thighs, the faint squeak of his shoes slipping in the puddle.

His balls throbbed, empty and aching, the deep throe threatening to consume him whole.

She hadn’t moved. Not an inch.

Not a blink.

Her gaze, steady and cutting, had never wavered.

“Done yet?”

Her voice, a low blade, slicing through the roaring in his ears.

His
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