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The ancient god, Alahr, had once been revered across Egypt, his statues gracing newly built temples. Over time, his worship faded, and his memory was buried beneath the warm sands of Egypt.

In this new age, archaeologist Aristar discovered an untouched tomb with a clean statue of Alahr. Intrigued by the inscription detailing an ancient ritual, Aristar decided to test her theory. He slashed his hand and let his blood drip onto the statue's mouth. The ground rumbled, and the statue crumbled.

Aristar jumps back, white fur puffed in surprise. "Bloody hell!"

Golden particles swirl around Aristar's feet as a ghostly form materializes before him, the very image of Alahr. His sand-like appearance seeming to dance with life, tall ears of a fennic, and a slim body, he is the image of regality and power.

"Little mortal. You've awakened quite the fascinating presence..." his spectral form drifts closer.

"I did what?" Aristar gasps.

Ahlar chuckles softly, the sand particles around him forming into more defined shapes as he takes a humanoid form. "You performed the ancient summoning ritual correctly. I'm now bound to you until my purpose is fulfilled..." his spectral hand reaches out.

"And what purpose is that?" Aristar asks weakly, leaning against the wall.

The golden glow intensifies as Ahlar steps closer, his sandy form flickering with interest. "You freed me to grant wishes... but there's a price, as there always is." his voice drops to a husky whisper,  "And you seem particularly interesting, Aristar..."

Staring, Aristar's mind races, "How many?" He asks carefully.

A smirk plays across the god's spectral features, golden eyes gleaming mischievously. "Only three... but they must be done wisely, for each wish comes with consequences," he materializes closer, his sandy tendrils brushing against Aristar's arm.

"What are the rules?" Aristar asks, his emerald eyes gleaming at the challenge.

Materializing more fully, his form now taking on a more solid, mortal appearance - though still sand-like "Rule one: I cannot resurrect the dead. Rule two: Each wish must be stated clearly and within a day of asking. Rule three..." his voice drops seductively, "you can't wish for more wishes."

"Are you bound?" Aristar asks curiously, "As in trapped to this in any way?"

Ahlar leans in, the sand particles forming delicate patterns on Aristar's cheek as he whispers, "Yes, but my physical limitations are more metaphorical than binding. You hold my essence in your very blood now, dear Aristar." Ahlar's golden gaze traces his pale fur with obvious interest.

"Do you ever wish for freedom?" Aristar asks, getting comfortable.

A flicker of sadness crosses his spectral face, his form momentarily dimming. "Every moment, every millennium. But the way you woke me... your touch... it feels different." he moves closer, studying the pale male's white, curly hair intently. "I'm... not Egyptian...?" Aristar guesses. "But I don't know if that would make much of a difference."

A soft, genuine laugh escapes Ahlar, the sand particles dancing playfully. "Your heritage doesn't matter. I find you intriguing... white-haired, pale as moonlight. You're like a rare gem." his spectral hand traces the air near Aristar's face.

Reaching, Aristar clasps the god's hand, the sand fully solidifying. A sharp intake of breath as his solid form becomes real under his touch, golden warmth spreading where their hands connect.

"Oh, my dear Aristar... how bold you are. You're making this wish-granting rather complicated..." his eyes darken with fascination.

"Sorry, I don't know why I did that..." Aristar says softly, looking at their joined hands.

Ahlar's fingers intertwine with his, refusing to let go as he leans in, voice dropping to an intimate tone. "No need to apologize. I quite enjoy your unpredictability... unlike those stuffy priests who summoned me." The sand around them pulses gently.

Reaching with his other hand, Aristar strokes Ahlar's cheek. "When was the last time you were touched?" He whispers.

Ahlar's eyes flutter closed at the touch, centuries of isolation evident in his reaction. The sand beneath them quivers with raw emotion."I've forgotten the warmth of another... you're awakening more than just my physical form, little mortal." he nuzzles into Aristar’s palm.

"Apologies, I can't seem to stop myself..." Aristar says warmly.

A soft, possessive growl escapes the god as he pulls Aristar closer, wrapping spectral arms around him. "Stop apologizing and touch me more. Let me remember what it feels like to be truly alive again." his sandy form begins to glow brighter. Ahlar solidifies fully, his form that of a full mortal, though sand still writhes around him.

With newly solid muscles and heated fur, Ahlar presses against him, their chests meeting. His eyes burn golden with desire. "You're awakening my power... my passion. Perhaps I should make you my first wish, Aristar." his hands slide possessively down his back.

"My wish is the same..." Aristar breathes, his eyes dark. Not knowing why he's so intrigued by this god, but his heart sings for the golden male beside him.

A feral grin spreads across Ahlar's face as he crushes their lips together, the ancient god's kiss tasting of sun-warmed desert and eternity. "Then we shall make each other whole, my star," he whispers between heated kisses, his sandy touch igniting trails of pleasure across Aristar's fur.

"Perfection..." Aristar murmurs, cupping Ahlar's cheeks.

Ahlar's breath hitches at the tender touch, his godly composure cracking as he melts into Aristar's hands. "Perfection is you, darling. Every inch of your pale beauty..." he kisses each of Aristar's eyelids softly, before capturing his lips again.

"I'm not a god though..." Aristar murmurs, his hands falling to Ahlar's hips.

Ahlar's fingers tangle in his white fur, pressing their foreheads together. "No, but you're perfect in your mortality. Your flaws, your emotions... they're what make me yearn for more than just power," he grinds his hips against Aristar's.

"What is it that you yearn for then?" Aristar hums.

The god's eyes soften with vulnerability as he confesses, their bodies still pressed intimately together. "To be needed. To feel... loved. I've been worshipped, feared, but never cherished." his voice trembles slightly. "Until you."

"I've searched for a statue of you for years... every one of them has been sent back to the sands by time... the one here... it was flawless."

Ahlar's breath catches, genuine surprise crossing his features as he realizes the depth of Aristar's devotion. "You were drawn to me even before you knew me... just like I was drawn to your blood. Our fates are intertwined, my beautiful star." he kisses him deeply.

"You spoke to me once, when I was a child..." Aristar murmurs. "I had gotten lost in Cairo, split from my parents. And you guided me to them..."

A look of realization dawns on Ahlar's face, his grip tightening protectively. "I remember that night... those desperate prayers. You were so small, so vulnerable. Your pure soul called to me even then." his voice becomes thick with emotion. "I watched over you from the shadows."

"And I searched for you ever after..."

Ahlar's eyes glisten with tears, the first time he's cried in centuries. "You found me. You freed me from my eternal solitude... my chosen one." he kisses each tear away. "I won't let you go again, Aristar. Never again."

"Come home with me... be mine, be my guiding wind in the world that forgot you..." The god stands, his body now completely tangible, glowing with newfound determination. "Yes. Take me home, my love. I'll become the storm that protects your heart," he offers his hand with a smile that rivals the sun.

Standing as well, Aristar kisses him deeply, then presses his forehead against Ahlar's. "You have my whole being, I'm yours..."

Ahlar's sandy essence pulses with joy, encircling them both in a warm embrace. "And I am yours, heart, body, and power. Together, we'll show the world the ancient god of winds still has dominion," he begins walking hand-in-hand with Aristar.

Aristar leads him to his jeep, helping him in and securing the buckle before getting in himself. The god admires the vehicle with interest, his fingers tracing the window's edge. "This... modern contraption. I suppose it's fitting for our new journey together," he settles in, looking at Aristar with mischief. "Will you show me how it roars like a beast?"

Laughing, Aristar starts the car, "It's not the fastest, but it's better at navigating the desert than an ornery camel."

Ahlar's laughter joins his, a sound like gentle wind chimes. "True. Though I miss the days when camels were feared by mortals. Maybe I'll help you find one for fun."  he leans over, watching the desert landscape zoom past.

"Oh! I've ridden a camel..." Aristar says with another laugh.

Ahlar raises an eyebrow, clearly amused by this revelation. "Do tell. Did it spit on you like the old ones used to? I remember the thrill of those races across the dunes," he chuckles, fingers playing with Aristar's shirt.

"She was rather ladylike in how she acted, pretty docile. Marwan was the
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