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Raw Pulse


Emotional Intensity and Vulnerability Unleashed


Dive into raw desire. Feel every pulse. Unleash your vulnerability.

Spent Magazine Issue



The Highlights

Tags: voice kink, sensory deprivation, medical play, rough sex, dominance submission, emotional sex, primal lust, forbidden desire, gritty romance, wankmag style

Themes: Emotional vulnerability, Raw physical desire, Power and surrender, Sensory overload and deprivation, Forbidden connections, Intimacy through chaos, Healing through physicality

Kinks: Voice kink (ASMR-style arousal), Sensory deprivation, Medical play (wound tending, stitching), Light blood play, Rough sex, Teasing and edging, Oral sex, Dominance and submission, Hands-free orgasm, Verbal domination, Praise kink, Anal sex, Creampie, Exhibitionism, Biting and scratching, Crying kink, Trauma kink, Group sex

Special Interests: Gritty dive bar encounters, Historical war camp settings, Morning sex breaking routine, Feral, chaotic outdoor romps, Secret touching at parties, Emotional release through sex, Healing as seduction, Basement power dynamics

Power Dynamics: Subtle healer-patient control, Playful morning dominance, Verbal domination via voice, Primal equality in feral encounters, Ownership vibes in praise kink, Group dynamics in orgy settings

Unique Elements: Voice as a primary seduction tool, Crusader-era medical erotica, Emotional crying during sex, Trauma as an erotic backdrop, Sensory deprivation leading to explosive release, Poetic exploration of whispered seduction















Editorial

Editor’s Note: Welcome to Spent Magazine, Issue #7

Hey there, gents. Pull up a chair, dim the lights, and let’s get real for a moment. Welcome to Spent Magazine’s seventh issue, where we’re diving headfirst into the raw, messy, electric pulse of Emotional Intensity and Raw Vulnerability. This isn’t about polished romance or tidy hookups—this is the stuff that claws at your chest, leaves you breathless, and makes you feel alive in ways you can’t quite explain.

We’ve got stories that burn slow and explode fast. In Seven Days of Sin, Elijah and Gia shatter every boundary after a week of pent-up hunger, proving that deprivation can unleash a filthy kind of freedom. The Alarm’s Dirty Wake-Up Call catches Riley and Axel in a morning tangle so urgent it’ll make you forget your coffee. Over in The Healer’s Sin, a Crusader camp becomes a battleground for faith and flesh, where a healer’s hands stitch wounds and unravel souls. And don’t miss Whispered to Ruin, where Luke’s voice alone—low, gritty, relentless—fucks Abigail into a trembling mess without laying a finger on her.

Our flash shorts? They’re quick, dirty punches to the gut. From a feral girl finding her match in a chaotic, biting fuckfest to a basement hookup that bends trauma into something primal, these bite-sized tales don’t hold back. Ever cried during a fuck because it’s the only time you feel anything? We’ve got that too—raw, messy, and unapologetic.

This issue’s about the moments that strip you bare—where desire isn’t just a want but a need, where vulnerability isn’t weakness but fuel. It’s for the man who knows life’s weight and still craves that spark, that heat, that fleeting thrill that says, I’m here, I’m human, I’m fucking alive. So flip the page, let go, and lose yourself in the intensity. We’ll see you on the other side, spent and grinning.

— The Editor










Seven Days of Sin - feature

Seven days without touch. One night to break every rule. Elijah and Gia ignite a filthy, unstoppable fire.



The Scoop

Tags: erotica, hardcore, sensory deprivation, tension, explicit, gritty, sensual, power play

Themes: Sensory deprivation and release, Power and control, Raw desire and conquest, Emotional vulnerability in physical intimacy, Aftermath and consequences of unrestrained passion

Kinks: Sensory deprivation, Teasing/taunting, Rough sex, Dominance and submission, Hand play (manual stimulation)

Special Interests: Seven-day touch deprivation buildup, Gritty urban setting enhancing sexual tension, Realistic imperfections in intimate moments, Shift from restraint to explosive release







Chapter One: The Shiver Before the Storm

The room hums with a low, electric buzz. A shitty little flat above a kebab shop, walls stained with years of grease and desperation, the kind of place where the air feels thick with unspoken filth. Not dirty, not really—just ripe. Charged. A mattress sags in the corner, sheets twisted like they’ve seen too many restless nights. A single bulb flickers overhead, casting jagged shadows across the peeling paint. It’s perfect. A grotty little den for a week of pent-up, skin-starved madness.

Elijah leans against the chipped doorframe, arms crossed tight over his chest. His breath’s shallow, deliberate, like he’s holding himself back from lunging across the room. He’s been counting the days—seven fucking days of no touch, no brush of skin, no nothing. His fingers twitch, itching to reach, to feel something warm and alive under them. But he waits. Watches. Gia’s sprawled on that wrecked mattress, one leg bent, the other stretched out lazy, her dark hair fanning wild across the pillow. She’s a mystery wrapped in soft curves, eyes glinting with something dangerous, something that says she knows exactly what she’s doing to him.

She shifts. Slow. Her tank top rides up just enough to flash a sliver of belly, smooth and taunting. Elijah’s throat tightens. He’s hard already—has been since he walked in and caught that first whiff of her, all musk and heat and promise. Seven days of deprivation have turned him into a live wire, every nerve screaming for contact. But he’s careful. Controlled. He steps closer, boots scuffing the worn floorboards, a tentative reach in his stride.

Gia’s lips curl, a half-smile that’s all tease. She doesn’t say a word—just lets her fingers trail along her thigh, light as a whisper, testing him. Her skin’s a magnet, pulling at him, and he’s fighting every instinct to close the gap. His hand hovers near her ankle, not touching, just… there. A gentle probe. The air between them crackles, thick with the weight of what’s coming.

He can feel it—her heat, radiating like a pulse. His cock throbs in his jeans, straining, begging, but he keeps his moves measured. Precise. A soft exploration, like he’s mapping her out without laying a finger on her yet. She arches her back, just a little, enough to make her tits press against that thin fabric. Elijah’s jaw clenches. Fuck, she’s good at this.

Her eyes lock on his, dark and liquid, daring him to break. He won’t. Not yet. He steps closer still, knees brushing the edge of the mattress, his shadow falling over her. His hand trembles—barely—hovering an inch above her calf. Uncertain reach. Hesitant movement. He’s testing, feeling the pull, the ache of seven days with nothing but his own fist and a head full of filthy thoughts.

Gia’s breath hitches. It’s subtle, but he catches it. She’s feeling it too—the deprivation, the slow burn of wanting. Her fingers pause on her thigh, then slide higher, deliberate, a soft pressure that’s all for him to see. She’s receptive, responsive, letting him know she’s in this as deep as he is. Elijah’s pulse hammers in his ears. His hand drops lower, so close now he can feel the warmth of her skin without even touching.

The room feels smaller, tighter, like the walls are closing in with every second they don’t collide. His fingers flex, itching to grip, to dig in, to feel. But he holds back. Lets the tension coil tighter. A careful testing, a controlled reach. She shifts again, her knee bending, opening up just enough to make his mouth go dry.

Seven days. Seven fucking days of nothing, and now she’s right there, all soft flesh and quiet challenge. His dick’s screaming, his skin’s buzzing, and he’s one shaky breath from losing it. But not yet. Not fucking yet.

Her eyes flicker, emotional, alive. She’s waiting. He’s waiting. The air’s so thick with it—anticipation, deprivation, the promise of that electric climax—they can both taste it.

And then she smirks. A taunt. A spark.

He’s done for.







Chapter Two: The Tease That Bites

The bulb overhead sputters, throwing jagged light across Gia’s sprawled form. That grotty flat smells sharper now—sweat and kebab grease mixing with something primal, something that’s been simmering for seven long, touchless days. Elijah’s still hovering, a coiled spring in scuffed boots, his shadow cutting her in half on that wrecked mattress. His hand’s an inch from her calf, trembling with the strain of holding back. She knows it. She fucking loves it.

Gia stretches, slow and deliberate, a tempting display that pulls her tank top higher. Her belly’s bare now, a smooth stretch of skin begging for his fingers. She tilts her head, dark hair spilling like ink, and shoots him a teasing look—half-lidded, all challenge. “What’s the matter, Eli?” Her voice is velvet, low and taunting. “Scared to touch me?”

His jaw ticks. Scared? No. Fucking dying? Yes. His cock’s so hard it hurts, trapped in denim, pulsing with every little move she makes. He lets his hand drop—just a fraction—fingertips brushing her calf. Light contact. A tentative touch. Her skin’s warm, soft, electric under his calluses. He freezes, breath catching, like he’s testing a live wire.

She giggles. A soft, wicked sound that hits him square in the gut. Her leg shifts, sliding against his fingers, a beckoning gesture that’s all playful provocation. “That all you got?” she murmurs, eyes glinting. She’s pushing him, daring him, and he’s damn near shaking with the effort to keep it gentle. Controlled.

Elijah’s fingers flex, pressing a little harder. Soft pressure. Her calf’s firm, smooth, and he traces it slow, deliberate, like he’s memorizing every inch. She arches into it, responsive, her breath hitching again—louder this time. He catches the flush creeping up her neck, the way her lips part. She’s feeling it, too. Seven days of nothing, and now this—a spark that’s about to ignite.

He slides his hand higher, cautious motion, past her knee. Her thigh’s a fucking revelation—warm, yielding, trembling just enough to make his dick twitch. She squirms, a teasing little wiggle, and his grip tightens. Not hard. Just enough. A measured movement. She’s watching him, emotional, alive, her chest rising faster under that thin tank top.

“More,” she whispers. A taunt. A plea. Her hand drifts to her own throat, fingers brushing there like she’s showing him where she wants him. Elijah’s throat goes dry. His other hand joins in, hovering over her hip, uncertain reach, then settling with a delicate touch. She moans—soft, needy—and it’s a sound that could undo him right there.

The air’s buzzing now, thick with heat and want. His fingers dig in, tentative contact turning bolder, sliding up her side. She’s all curves and shivers, receptive as hell, and he’s losing it—bit by bit. He leans in, close enough to smell her, musk and sweetness and raw fucking need. His lips hover near her ear, not touching, just breathing. “You’re killing me, Gia.”

She smirks again, that dangerous little curl. “Good.”

Her hand darts out, quick and teasing, brushing his chest—just a graze—before pulling back. A challenging provocation. His whole body jolts, nerves screaming, and his hands clench on her hips. He’s still gentle, still attentive, but the control’s slipping. Fast.

She arches again, tits straining against fabric, a tempting display that’s pure torture. His fingers twitch, itching to rip that tank top off, to feel her bare and writhing under him. But he holds it. Barely. His thumb brushes her hipbone, a careful testing, and she gasps—sharp, real.

Seven days of deprivation. One touch. And it’s not enough.

Her eyes lock on his, dark and wild. “Come on, Eli,” she breathes. “Break.”

He’s right on the edge. One more taunt, and he’s gone.







Chapter Three: The Spark That Burns

The flat’s a pressure cooker now, the air so thick with heat it’s choking. That flickering bulb buzzes like a trapped fly, throwing wild shadows over Gia’s flushed skin

















Chapter Four: The Flip of the Flame










Chapter Five: The Crush of Kings
















Chapter Six: The Wreckage We Wear
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