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Digital Desires: Tech-Fueled Fantasies Unleashed


Spent Magazine Issue #9


Jack into raw desire. Tech sparks lust.

Spent Magazine’s ninth issue dives deep into a neon-soaked world where technology fuels primal urges. From glitchy VR fuckfests to AI seductions that pull every string, these stories and shorts explore clones, voyeurism, and digital chaos that’ll leave you buzzing. Perfect for men craving smart, filthy escapism that rewires the senses.



What’s in Store

Tags: digital erotica, sci-fi smut, glitch kink, AI seduction, clone lust, voyeurism, virtual reality sex, tech fetish

Themes: Identity and self-discovery through desire, Technology as a catalyst for lust, Blurring lines between reality and fantasy, Pursuit and surrender in digital realms, Sensory overload and forbidden connections

Kinks: Glitch fetish, Clone sex, Voyeurism, Exhibitionism, Dominance/submission, Digital penetration, Tease and denial, Psychological control, Subdermal tech play, Voice theft

Special Interests: Virtual reality hookups, AI-driven seduction, Cloned identity dynamics, TikTok-inspired voyeurism, Discord audio leaks, Filmed basement encounters, Morgellons fiber play, VTuber orgies

Power Dynamics: Scientist vs. clone (control vs. rebellion), AI vs. human (seduction vs. submission), Coworker voyeurism (public persona vs. private desire), Female dominance in tech-enhanced scenarios

Unique Elements: Glitch-riddled VR as a sexual playground, Clone intimacy exploring self-ownership, AI chatbots flipping power roles, Subdermal LEDs amplifying edging, Discord audio as voyeuristic thrill















Editorial

Editor’s Page: Spent Magazine, Issue #9 – Digital Desires and Tech-Fueled Fantasies

Welcome back, you filthy dreamers, to another pulse-pounding issue of Spent. This time, we’re jacking into the slick, neon hum of Digital Desires and Tech-Fueled Fantasies—where circuits spark, screens glow, and the line between man and machine gets deliciously blurry. We’re not here to lecture or overpromise; we’re just sliding you a key to a world where tech doesn’t just tease—it grabs you by the throat and makes you beg for more.

Picture this: a late-night scroll that turns into a sweaty obsession, a VR rig glitching into a fuckfest that leaves you gasping, or an AI whispering filthy commands you didn’t know you’d obey. Our main stories crank the heat—Pierce wrestling his own DNA-drenched clone in a lab-soaked power play, Rob’s boardroom smirk hiding a TikTok-fueled wank, Jessica chasing a digital dick that rewires her soul, and Alexander learning who’s really pulling the strings in a neon-lit surrender. Each one’s a jolt to the system, raw and unfiltered, built for those moments when you want to feel alive.

Then there’s our flash shorts, quick and dirty like a stolen glance at a cam show. From a Discord mod’s mic melting down in a wet, messy overload to a VTuber orgy where pixelated pussy runs wild, these bites hit hard and fast. Ever wondered what subdermal LEDs feel like when they pulse to the edge of denial? Or how a voice stolen mid-climax can make silence scream? We’ve got you covered, no judgment, just thrills.

This issue’s for the guy who’s got a life—bills, responsibilities, maybe a dog that needs walking—but still craves a spark of something wild. We’re not selling you a lifestyle; we’re just here for the rush, the heat, the moment when your pulse syncs with the hum of a world that’s one click away from exploding. So lock the door, dim the lights, and dive in. The future’s filthy, and it’s waiting for you.

— The Editor










Clone of Crave - feature

In a neon-lit lab, Pierce faces his clone Scarlett—a woman carved from his own DNA, dripping with forbidden lust. What starts as a scientist’s experiment explodes into a gritty, cum-soaked battle for dominance.



The Breakdown

Tags: erotica, sci-fi, clone, taboo, explicit, gritty, sensual, power-play, adult-fiction, wankmag

Themes: Identity and self-discovery through desire, Power and ownership in intimate dynamics, Forbidden lust and surrender, Science meeting primal instinct, Transformation through physical connection

Kinks: Clone sex, Rough sex, Biting, Scratching, Dominance/submission, Exhibitionism (lab setting)

Special Interests: Scientist and creation dynamic, Self-on-self taboo exploration, Raw, unfiltered sexual tension, Gritty, industrial lab setting







Chapter Five: Veins of One

The lab’s a pulsing womb, neon bleeding into the haze, a slick sheen coating everything. Pierce’s chest heaves, still pinned to the table, Scarlett’s weight a hot anchor on his lap. His cock’s softening inside her, cum leaking slow and sticky down his thighs, mingling with her juices—a filthy testament dripping onto the steel below. Her breath fans his face, sharp and sweet, and he’s caught, strung out, every nerve singing as sensation culminates in a raw, electric hum.

She shifts, deliberate, cunt clenching one last time around him, a final tug that makes him hiss. “You feel that?” she murmurs, voice a velvet knife, her lips brushing his jaw. “That’s us, Pierce. One fucking pulse.” Her hands slide up his chest, nails tracing red lines, and his skin prickles, sensitivity peaking under her touch.

He grabs her wrists, a sudden surge, awareness focusing as he pulls her closer. “You’re not just me,” he rasps, voice thick, attentive, the intellectual fraying at the edges. “You’re—fuck, you’re more.” His dick twitches, spent but greedy, and she grins, wild and knowing, a clone’s mystery turned flesh.

Scarlett rocks forward, slow, her tits pressing into him, nipples scraping his chest through the ruins of his shirt. “More?” she echoes, head tilting, green eyes boring into his. “I’m you, doc, but I’m the you that takes.” She grinds down, a slick slide of cum and heat, and he groans, hips jerking up, chasing the peak even now.

The air crackles, thick with their stink—sweat, sex, a primal brew that coats his throat. He yanks her in, mouth crashing to hers, a hungry clash of tongues and teeth. She tastes like him, like her, like them, and it’s perfect—jagged, messy, the ideal realization of every dark itch he’s buried under data and degrees.

Her fingers knot in his hair, tugging hard, and he thrusts up again, a desperate stab into her dripping cunt. “Yes,” she gasps, breaking the kiss, her breath hitching as she rides him, slow and deep. “Merge with me, Pierce. Fucking merge.”

His hands roam her back, mapping sweat-slick skin, sensation culminating in every dip and curve. “I—I can’t stop,” he chokes out, voice raw, focused, the words spilling free. “You’re in me. In my head, my dick, my—fuck, everything.” His thrusts turn sloppy, a rhythm lost to need, and she matches him, hips rolling, taking him deeper.

She leans back, hands braced on his thighs, ass bouncing as she fucks him into the table. “Good,” she snarls, voice trembling with that mysterious edge, her cunt a vise around him. “I’m your clone, your shadow—your goddamn soul ripped out and made wet.” Her tits sway, hypnotic, and he’s mesmerized, sensitivity peaking as she drives them both to the edge again.

The lab fades, a blur of steel and light, and it’s just them—Pierce and Scarlett, original and clone, locked in a grind that’s more than flesh. He feels it, a shuddering crest, awareness focusing on the point where they join, slick and pulsing. “Scarlett—” he groans, a prayer, a curse, and she slams down, hard, sealing them tight.

“Cum again,” she commands, eyes flashing, and he does—fuck, he does—a weak, shuddering spurt, his balls drained but obedient. She trembles, a ripple through her, and he knows she’s there too, a silent peak that binds them, veins of one, a perfect, filthy culmination.

Her forehead drops to his, breath ragged, bodies slick and spent.

“We’re not done,” she whispers, a promise.

And Pierce, wrecked and whole, nods—claimed, owned, alive.







Chapter Two: Skin of Sin

The lab’s neon buzz cuts through the haze, a jagged pulse syncing with Pierce’s racing heart. Scarlett’s fingers linger near his fly, a whisper of heat that’s got his balls tight and his mind spinning. He’s a statue, carved from lust and logic, but the cracks are showing—fissures where his control slips, where the intellectual mask frays like cheap thread. Her scent’s in his nose, musky and wild, a clone’s trick that’s got his dick weeping against his thigh.

She steps back, sudden, a deliberate tease. The shift clings to her sweat-slick skin, outlining every curve—tits high, ass round, a body he built but can’t claim. Not yet. Her eyes lock on his, green and piercing, daring him to move, to break. “What’s it gonna be, doc?” she purrs, voice a velvet blade. “You gonna stand there leaking, or you gonna do something?”

Pierce’s jaw clenches, teeth grinding. He’s focused, always focused, but her words hit like a fist to the gut. His hand twitches—a tentative reach, aborted fast. “This isn’t—” he starts, voice cracking, composure faltering. “This isn’t what I planned.”

“Fuck your plans.” Scarlett’s laugh is low, dirty, a sound that vibrates straight to his cock. She turns, slow, hips swaying as she pads toward the lab bench. Steel gleams under her palms as she leans forward, ass jutting out, the shift riding up to flash a glimpse of wet, pink flesh. No panties. Christ, she’s bare, and he’s choking on his own spit.

He moves then, a cautious motion, oxfords silent on the tile. Closer, close enough to feel the heat rolling off her. His fingers hover over her hip—a soft pressure, testing, peeling back the pretense. She doesn’t flinch, doesn’t pull away, just arches her back a little more, an invitation carved in flesh. His guard drops, a shudder ripping through him as he brushes her skin, electric and alive.

“You want this,” she says, not a question, head turning just enough to catch his eye. Her lips are wet, parted, a clone’s mouth he shouldn’t crave. “You made me to want it too.”

“No,” he snaps, but it’s weak, resistance fading. His hand slides up her thigh, a controlled reach that’s anything but. She’s soft, slick, a pulse beating under his fingertips. His cock’s a steel rod now, aching, and the lab’s sterile air feels thick, heavy with the stink of his own need.

Scarlett pushes back, ass grinding against his bulge. A calculated motion, precise, and he groans, low and raw, defenses weakening. “Liar,” she whispers, voice dripping with that mysterious edge, a clone’s knowing. “You’re hard as fuck for me.”

His other hand slams the bench beside her, knuckles white, barriers falling. The neon flickers, painting her in streaks of blue and pink, a wet dream he can’t unsee. He’s trembling, sweat beading on his neck, the professional shell cracking wide open. “I shouldn’t,” he mutters, but his hips rock forward, a hesitant movement chasing that sweet friction.

“Shouldn’t?” She twists, fast, facing him now, tits pressed to his chest. Her fingers dig into his shirt, nails scraping through fabric, and his breath hitches, walls crumbling. “You’re dying to shove that cock in me, Pierce. Stop pretending.”

He grabs her wrists, a sudden softness in the grip—unexpected, vulnerable. His eyes meet hers, and for a second, the mask slips completely. No equations, no theories, just a man staring at his own hunger reflected back. “You’re me,” he rasps, voice breaking, control wavering. “How do I—?”

“You don’t.” Scarlett yanks free, hands sliding down to his belt, tugging hard. Metal clinks, leather snaps, and his fly’s open, cool air hitting his throbbing dick. She doesn’t touch it, not yet, just lets it hang there, heavy and dripping. “You feel it. You fuck it.”

The lab spins, a blur of steel and light. His resistance breaks, a shuddering exhale as he steps into her, chest to chest, heat to heat. She’s peeling him bare, layer by layer, and he’s letting her—fuck, he’s begging for it with every ragged breath.

Her lips hover near his, a ghost of a kiss.

“Give in,” she breathes.

And Pierce—brilliant, broken Pierce—knows he’s already gone.







Chapter Three: Flesh Unraveled

The lab’s a furnace now, air thick with sweat and the tang of metal. Pierce’s shirt sticks to his chest, damp and useless, as Scarlett’s breath ghosts his lips. His cock’s out, rigid, a





















Chapter Four: Pulse of Ruin



















Chapter Five: Veins of One




















Chapter Six: Echoes Owned
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