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      Congratulations, adventurer! You are now Dane Ryder: rogue academic, part-time treasure hunter, full-time trouble magnet. You’ve got a PhD in bad decisions, a bod for sin, and a smirk that gets you in and out of plenty of tight holes… if you catch my drift.

      This time? You're headed into a forbidden Egyptian tomb filled with ancient secrets, deadly traps, and enough sexual tension to steam up any sarcophagus.

      What to expect— hidden chambers, perilous pitfalls, and men who look like they were carved by horny gods. You might get lucky. You might get sacrificed. You might get both. With 39 possible endings, it’s time to decide your own destiny.

      What to pack— grab your torch, pack a notebook to keep track of where you’ve been (and who you’ve done), and slip into something that’s easily ripped from your chiseled chest.

      So what are you waiting for?

      It’s time to Make. Your. Move.
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      You crouch at the crest of the dune, an unlit torch in one hand, the other pressed firmly against the thick, aching bulge in your pants.

      You’ve been hard for hours.

      Yep, that’s you—the kind of guy who gets horny at the mere mention of peril. Adventure has always triggered arousal in you, you smutty hunk of handsome.

      Your name is Dane Ryder. Tomb retrieval specialist. Rogue scholar. A treasure-hungry, sunburnt son-of-a-bitch with a reputation for getting inside things that don’t want to be touched.

      You wipe the sweat from your brow and tug at your shirt, already soaked through and clinging to every inch of you like a second skin. The desert sun has baked it into you. It’s stiff with salt, sticky, and useless.

      With a grunt, you strip it off.

      The air hits your chest like a lover’s exhale—hot, dry, and full of promise. You tie the shirt around your waist, then adjust the front of your trousers, your cock hardening fully at your own semi-nakedness.

      The tomb ahead doesn’t want you clothed.

      You smile.

      Neither do you.

      The Egyptian desert glows red in the dying sun, casting long shadows across the sand. Below you, half-buried by time and wind, is the thing you’ve been chasing for weeks: the lost entrance to the Tomb of the Sun God. No one’s supposed to know it exists. No one’s supposed to find it.

      Which is exactly why they sent Volkov.

      Major Anton Volkov.

      Soviet soldier, blond, late twenties, all muscle and cold smiles. A so-called “scientific attaché” to the Kremlin’s archaeological division. You know better. He’s a weapon with a doctorate in pain, and he’s been two steps behind you ever since Marrakesh. Now he’s finally caught up—and he's not alone.

      Volkov travels with one very fuckable young archaeologist—a quiet, bespectacled academic named Sasha Morozov who’s as smart as he is hot in that nerdy kinda way. You’ve watched them from afar. You’ve listened to their campfire banter from the shadows. And you’re pretty certain the two of them have fucked on more than one occasion.

      The idea of it keeps your cock rock hard, and while an encounter with the two of them would give you the greatest pleasure, you’ve got a job to do.

      You can only hope you’ve beaten them to the tomb.

      Of course, you’re not the first to chase this myth. Ten years ago, the famed French archaeological engineer Pierre Duval vanished in the very region you’re kneeling in now. His journals—obsessive, fevered, and banned in most academic circles—spoke of solar alignments, ritual geometry, and a tomb that shimmered at the edge of reality. He’d claimed it called to him. Most dismissed his disappearance as desert madness. But here, now, with the sun bleeding out behind you and the stone entrance before you still warm to the touch, you wonder if he was right—and if you’re about to follow him into history… or oblivion.

      Bare-chested, soaked with sweat, and panting from the climb, you drop to one knee beside the exposed stone rim. You run your fingers over the carved edge, brushing away the last of the sand. Hieroglyphs emerge beneath your touch—older than they should be. Not warnings. Invitations.

      You groan quietly and rub your crotch, slow and rough through your trousers. Your dick throbs, you can feel the wetness of pre-cum on its tip. You can’t tell if it’s the thrill of discovery or the danger breathing down your neck. Maybe both.

      With a flick of your lighter, you ignite the torch in your hand.

      You shift the rope coiled over one shoulder, adjust your weight, and stroke yourself once more for good luck.

      Then you duck into the opening.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Inside, the air is thick and tight. It presses against your skin like a hand. Your torch flares gold, revealing walls slick with time and dust. You squint at the carvings—ritual symbols, scenes of worship, men kneeling, mouths open, hips bared. This place wasn’t sealed to keep people out. It was sealed to keep the God in.

      Your cock twitches again. You grip it without shame, kneading it through your pants. A little relief. Just enough to keep moving.

      The passage splits ahead.

      To the left, a wide shaft drops at a steep angle. It’s utilitarian. Practical. The kind of path a builder would take to reach the heart of something quickly. You can feel cool air wafting up from below. It smells dry. Old.

      To the right, a narrower tunnel curves down and out of sight. Symbols line the walls—painted in some dark, rust-colored ink. You recognize the shape of tongues, mouths, flame. Obscene acts. Writhing figures. Bodies intertwined in fevered worship, mouths open in ecstasy, hands spread in offering.

      Your cock throbs.

      This place was built to worship something carnal. To receive.

      You groan, squeeze your shaft again, and lean your head against the stone. Every inch of you aches. You want to jerk off right here in the dark. You begin to unbutton your pants.

      But then you hear a noise farther down the tunnel.

      Voices. Russian.

      Volkov.

      He must have found another way in.

      You grip your cock once more, then force yourself to stop. You don’t have time to come. Not yet.

      But you will.

      Soon.

      Right now, it’s time to…
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        Make Your Move⁠—

      

      

      Do you take the left shaft, go in fast and deep, try to get to the heart of it before Volkov? GO TO CHAPTER 2

      Or do you take the right passage, filled with erotic carvings and perhaps even the promise of someone—or something—watching? GO TO CHAPTER 3
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      The shaft descends at a steep angle, cut straight into the rock. No markings. No decoration. Just stone and shadow and heat. It’s a builder’s path. Functional. Direct.

      But your cock twitches like it knows better.

      You light a second torch and wedge the first into the wall to mark your path, then start the descent. Your boots slip a little on the sand-slick incline, and your muscles flex tight beneath your skin. The rope at your shoulder swings lightly with every step. So does your dick.

      You’re still hard.

      Harder, maybe.

      You adjust yourself again, your palm lingering longer than necessary.

      The narrowness of the passage gives the sense of stone walls closing in, and the faint throb of something below calling you deeper.

      The thought of Volkov right behind you—hot, armed, furious, maybe just as aroused—sends another pulse through your cock.

      You groan. Quiet. Needy.

      You clench your jaw and keep going.

      Fifty feet down, the shaft levels out.

      The air is hotter here. More humid. It smells like oil, ash, and something faintly metallic. The walls are damp now, and slick with something that catches the torchlight like gold. You reach out, drag two fingers along the surface, and raise them to your nose.

      Not blood.

      Not quite.

      The scent is… erotic. Familiar. Like the skin of someone who’s just come.

      Your cock oozes more pre-cum in your pants. You press a hand to the wall to steady yourself and take another step forward—when something clicks beneath your foot.

      Too late.

      You freeze.

      Then gasp as a jet of heated air blasts up between your legs—straight into your crotch. You stumble backward, gripping your cock out of instinct, expecting fire, knives, a sudden spear through the chest.

      But nothing comes.

      Just that one burst of hot, breath-like pressure against your balls.

      You pant in the dark.

      Then laugh.

      Then groan.

      The tomb isn't just alive.

      It's teasing you.

      And you're fucking into it.

      The corridor ahead is dim, but a faint flicker of golden light spills from around the next bend. You creep closer, heart pounding, cock rock hard.

      You peer around the corner⁠—

      —and find a chamber, low-ceilinged, pulsing with orange light from torches already burning in the walls.

      You’re not alone.

      Someone’s been here.

      Or still is.

      Your heart thumps. You shift your grip on the torch, cock still straining against your pants.

      Then you hear it.

      A low moan.

      Close.
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        Make Your Move⁠—

      

      

      Do you enter the chamber silently and lurk in the shadows? Someone’s in there. You want to see first—who it is, what they’re doing, and whether they’re alone. GO TO CHAPTER 12

      Or do you call out and announce your presence? It could be Volkov. Or someone else. Either way, you’re not going to be quiet about it. GO TO CHAPTER 5
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      You turn right.

      The tunnel curves, narrow and low. The air is thicker here, warm with something more than heat. The walls are slick—every surface etched with writhing bodies, cocks swelling, mouths open, seed spurting in impossible arcs. The stone drips with sacred secretion. You can smell it. Feel it on your skin.

      Your cock is hard again. Of course it is.

      You pass your torch over the wall. One carving shows a man kneeling before three towering figures—stone giants, naked, thick-limbed and erect, arms stretched wide. A warning? A promise?

      You take another step.

      Suddenly you hear a crack above you.

      You glance up.

      Just as the ceiling splits open, three huge, naked, stone bodies descend through the air. They are all carved muscle, with golden veins running along their arms and thighs. Their cocks are half-erect—alive, somehow, glowing faintly with sacred energy.

      They fall like statues thrown by the gods before landing on their feet, sure and all-powerful.

      You step back fast.

      One of the stone statues lunges.

      You dodge. Barely.

      Its fist slams into the wall behind you, cratering the stone. Dust rains.

      The second moving statue grabs for your arm—you twist, waving your torch in its face.

      It staggers quickly away.

      Are they frightened of fire?

      How can stone be frightened by fire?

      You’re about to find out.

      You spin, cock swinging with every move, blood pumping in more places than one.

      The third stone man comes in low.

      You leap back and land in a skid—on slick stone.

      The sacred fluid secreted from the walls has oozed across the floor. Too thick. Too wet.

      You slip.

      You fall.

      They close in.

      One grabs your leg. Another reaches for your throat. The third, cock bobbing and glowing, opens its mouth and moans.

      You plant your boots as firmly into the slippery ground as possible, twisting and thrashing.

      You somehow manage to break free.

      Your torch skids across the floor.

      You dive for it⁠—

      Grab it⁠—

      And drive it into one of the statues’ cock-vein glowing lines.

      It screams.

      The sound is deafening. A chorus of male moans warped through stone.

      Cracks spread across its chest like lightning. It explodes into dust.

      “Fire!” you realize.

      Fire ignites the power in their veins… and not in a good way.

      It’s a clash of energy.

      You turn to the other two stone statues, torch held high, and they reel backward.

      You don’t hesitate.

      You race down a side passage, heart hammering, cock still thick and spurting pre-cum from the fight. You’re not sure if it’s fear or arousal. Knowing you, it’s probably both.

      You skid to a stop as the tunnel splits again⁠—

      To the left is a narrower crawlspace. Unmarked. But maybe safe.

      On the right there’s a tunnel leading to a light, flickering orange. Someone down there has a torch. Is it Volkov?

      You breathe hard.

      You have to choose.
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        Make Your Move⁠—

      

      

      Do you take the crawlspace on the left? It’s tight, dark, and might be safer. But you won’t know unless you go. GO TO CHAPTER 13

      Or do you turn right toward the flickering light? Volkov might be there—or something else. GO TO CHAPTER 50
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      You freeze in the shadows.

      You don’t speak.

      You don’t move.

      You watch.

      He stands at the altar—shirt open, chest rising and falling fast, his cock thick and wet in his fist. His lips part in a soft moan. He doesn’t call for help. Doesn’t run.

      You recognize him—Sasha Morozov, the quiet young archaeologist always trailing behind Volkov. The one with the glasses. The one who always looked like he was seeing more than he said.

      He starts stroking again.

      Slower. More controlled.

      Your breath catches.

      Your cock stiffens.

      You crouch low, pressing your back to the wall as you stare into the room. The torchlight flickers strangely—shadows pulsing in time with Sasha’s motion. You feel it in your bones. Your cock throbs against the fabric of your trousers.

      You reach down. Just to adjust.

      But your hand lingers.

      You unbutton your trousers—quickly, silently—and wrap your fingers around your hot cock. It’s already hard. Already oozing pre-cum. You stroke yourself in rhythm with him.

      Sasha arches forward, spreading his legs wider, his other hand splayed on the altar. The golden light beneath him flares—hot and hungry.

      Then something moves.

      A figure steps from the stone wall.

      Not a statue. Not flesh.

      Something in between.

      Tall, smooth, genderless—but unmistakably aroused. Its obsidian cock glows softly. Its eyes burn gold.

      It stands behind Sasha and leans close—not touching yet, just watching.

      Sasha strokes faster. His mouth opens in a moan you feel in your spine.

      You jerk harder.

      The figure places one hand on Sasha’s shoulder.

      Sasha shudders.

      His rhythm falters, then quickens.

      You stifle a groan and tighten your grip.

      The figure lowers its mouth to Sasha’s neck, lips just grazing skin, and Sasha begins to groan:

      “I give. I give. I give.”

      You pump faster, eyes locked on them, your own climax rising.

      When Sasha comes, his trajectory is something to behold, shooting high and spilling across the altar.

      His head snaps back.

      That’s when the figure steps forward, leaning over the altar and opening its mouth.

      It inhales deeply.

      The cum vanishes—drawn into the creature’s glowing lips like incense.

      “Woah,” you breathe almost soundlessly. It’s one of the strangest, hottest things you’ve ever seen.

      You bite your fist, stroke one last time, and explode silently in the dark—cum splattering across your abs, the floor, your wrist.

      You breathe hard. Barely steady.

      You watch as the creature steps backward, fading into the shadows.

      Suddenly Sasha collapses onto the altar.
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        Make Your Move⁠—

      

      

      Do you step in now, help him, wake him, ask him what the hell just happened? GO TO CHAPTER 14

      Or do you leave quietly? You can’t help him. He belongs to something else now. GO TO CHAPTER 74
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      You step forward into the chamber, torch raised, voice echoing boldly against stone.

      “Volkov? Is that you? I know you’re here.”

      Silence.

      An altar glows faintly in the center of the chamber. The air is heavy. Still. The kind of quiet that doesn’t last.

      “Volkov?”

      Still no answer.

      Then—a rustle. Overhead.

      You glance up.

      Something drops from the ceiling.

      It slams into your back and knocks you hard to the ground. The torch rolls, flickers, and almost goes out. You twist, shoving the thing off you. It’s some sort of creature. It skitters sideways—fast and wet and wrong—and vanishes behind one of the stone columns.

      You scramble upright, heart pounding, cock half-hard from the sudden shock, adrenaline licking your blood with heat.

      The torch flares again just enough to catch a glimpse.

      The creature emerges.

      Slowly.

      It’s definitely not human.

      Pale, hairless, too long. Arms that bend at strange angles. Skin stretched smooth like it's been boiled. No eyes. No mouth. Just a long slit from its nose to chin that quivers as it breathes. The opening pulses with red-gold light.

      It walks upright, but every movement is insect-fast and creepingly fluid. Its head tilts. It emits a low, chattering chirp—tick-tick-tick—like bone tapping stone.

      You square off and say, “No offence, but you’re really not my type.”

      The thing hisses, clearly not a fan of your sense of humor.

      Then it charges.

      You brace. Swing your torch.

      It darts past you—fast as a whip—circles, then pounces.

      You fall again.

      Its hands are strong—slick and hot. They press to your chest, not clawing, just holding. It doesn’t strike. It doesn't slash.

      It just leans down—and the quivering slit on its face opens slightly wider.

      Light spills out.

      You grunt, kick, shove upward. You’re slippery with sweat. The creature doesn’t resist your strength—it just lets go.

      Stalking backward.

      Then—like a puppet on invisible strings—it peels itself back into the shadow of the wall and is gone.

      No sound.

      No sign of it at all.

      Only your thundering pulse. And the faint red glow on the altar’s surface—brighter now.

      Like it saw.

      Like it wanted to witness what just happened.

      You wipe sweat from your chest.

      Your cock is still hard.

      You’re not sure if it’s arousal or readiness.

      Maybe the tomb doesn’t care which.
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        Make Your Move⁠—

      

      

      Do you approach the altar? That thing was guarding something—or feeding it. GO TO CHAPTER 15

      Or do you fall back… find a new path? You’re not ready to deal with this yet. GO TO CHAPTER 56
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      You shrug. “If I’m honest, I kinda… don’t.”

      Sasha looks shocked. “You don’t trust me? I’m CIA!”

      “Then prove me wrong. Make me wanna trust you. Tell me what you know.”

      Sasha sighs. “Jesus, I’m not sure where to begin.”

      “I don’t care. Just start talking.”

      He inhales deeply, then lets out a long exhausted sigh. He looks like he hasn’t slept in days—eyes bloodshot, lips cracked, face drawn.

      “The Sun God. The one Volkov wants to awaken. He’s wants—accumulation.”

      “Accumulation of what?”

      Sasha starts to pace. “Seed. Memory. Want. The altars are vessels. The god is in all of them, but also nowhere. He’s hungry—but not for food. For patterns. Every orgasm here is a recording. Every scream. Every moan. Every touch. He catalogs it. Collects it. Builds.”

      You swallow. “You’re saying the tomb is… an archive of orgasms?”

      Sasha stops. He’s breathing faster now. Not with arousal—panic. “He doesn’t understand humans. So he takes what we love. What we do. What we fuck. And he records it until he can make his own.”

      “His own what?”

      “Body.”

      His voice cracks.

      “Form. Voice. Hands. Mouth. Cock. He’s trying to build himself from what we give.” He looks at you, somewhat suspiciously. “Have you… spilled your seed… since you’ve been in the tomb? Been fondled? Had a single impure thought?”

      You square off your shoulders. The question feels a little judgy. “What exactly are you implying?”

      Sasha doesn’t need a direct answer. That’s enough. “You need to leave. You need to go before he finishes the rendering.”

      “The what?”

      “The rendering. He will become the version of you he’ll wear.”

      Your stomach tightens. “He’s going to make himself into me?”

      “He’s going to try.”
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        Make Your Move⁠—

      

      

      Do you take Sasha’s advice and leave now? You’re not waiting around to meet your replacement. GO TO CHAPTER 16

      Or do you challenge him. Sasha seems to know a lot, and you need to find out more. GO TO CHAPTER 9
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