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  Prologue

  
  




The wind carried the scent of cider and woodsmoke through the winding paths of Elmswood Forest. Above, the canopy blazed in gold and crimson, each leaf drifting down like a slow-burning ember. Somewhere in the distance, the bells of Ashenguard tolled the hour, their sound muffled by the thick autumn air. 

At the edge of the Ghostwood, Sune was closing up her tavern for the night. The carved pumpkins in the windows flickered with warm light, their grins sharp and knowing. All Hallows’ Eve decorations hung from the eaves — garlands of dried corn husks, lanterns shaped like owls, and a wreath woven from scarlet leaves. 

She paused at the door, watching the last of the festival-goers vanish into the mist. Somewhere behind her, the fire in the hearth sighed and went out. 

From the shadows, Dina emerged, her cloak dusted with fallen leaves. “You’re late,” Sune said, though her voice was more fond than scolding. 

“I was walking the Ghostwood path,” Dina replied. “The leaves are falling faster this year. Like the forest knows something’s coming.” 

Sune locked the tavern door, the key cold in her hand. “Tomorrow night,” she said quietly, “the March begins.” 

Dina’s eyes flicked toward the forest, where the mist curled between the trees like pale fingers. “Then we’d better be ready.” 

Somewhere deep in the Ghostwood, a single lantern flared to life — and the leaves began to fall faster. 

Dine and sune looked out into the crimison jungle dina why do they call it the ghostwood forest if it’s the crimion jungle sune my mother used to tell me stories that the crimon jungle turned this year with the spirts of elders and spirts the likes no one has seen. grimi walks over and joins them. And laughs the jungle is more then spirts this time of year sune oh since you know this area more then us tell us  
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                                     The Legend of the Ghostwood Forest




In the heart of Elmswood, where the harvest moon casts its silver glow and the leaves burn crimson with the turning of autumn, a tale as old as the mountains themselves is whispered by firelight. The Legend of the Ghostwood Forest, a story of spirits and sacrifice, has been passed down through generations, its roots tangled in the blood and memory of the land. It is a tale told by Elyra, the wise and weathered matriarch of Sune’s clan, and by Queen Serlith, Sune’s birth mother, whose regal voice carried the weight of both love and warning.

Long ago, before the dwarven clans carved their halls in Kor, before the Lunareth knelt at the Moonstone Well, the Ghostwood Forest—then called the Crimson Jungle—was a place of light and balance. Its trees sang with the voices of elders, their spirits bound to the earth in harmony, guiding the living with wisdom and guarding the sacred relics that held the world’s equilibrium. The forest was a living hearth, its roots entwined with the Sunfire, a primal flame said to be a gift from the goddess Lunara herself—a flame that could create, heal, or destroy, depending on the heart that wielded it.

But harmony is fragile. A betrayal, born of greed and ambition, shattered the Crimson Jungle’s peace. A mage of great power, kin to Queen Serlith, sought to harness the Sunfire’s might to open a forbidden door—a gateway to a realm of unbound chaos that promised dominion over all. His name is lost to time, known only as the Betrayer, but his actions scarred the land. The Sunfire, meant to be a beacon, became a curse, chaining his soul to the Crimson Tree and twisting the forest into a haunted maze of crimson leaves and vengeful spirits.

Elyra, who raised Sune in the warmth of a tavern’s hearth, would tell this tale on All Hallows’ Eve, her voice low as the wind carried the scent of cider and woodsmoke. “The Ghostwood remembers,” she’d say, her eyes glinting with the fire’s reflection. “It remembers the Betrayer’s sin, and it guards the seals that keep him bound. But the spirits within—they’re not all foes. Some are lost, some are guardians, and some… some wait for a heart brave enough to face the truth.”

Queen Serlith, Sune’s true mother, spoke of the legend with a heavier tone, her words laced with sorrow. Before her death, she stood beneath the Crimson Tree, her hands trembling as she pressed a glowing relic into its bark. “The Sunfire Curse is my family’s burden,” she confessed to a young Sune, her voice breaking. “It binds the Betrayer, my kin, to keep the door closed. But it binds us, too. You, my daughter, carry its spark in your blood. One day, you’ll face the forest’s heart—and you’ll choose to bind or break.”

The Ghostwood Forest, now a place of flickering lanterns and shifting shadows, holds more than spirits. It is a crucible where courage is tested, where memories burn brighter than fire, and where the Sunfire Curse waits for its reckoning. Sune, raised by Elyria’s stories and shaped by Serlith’s legacy, steps into this haunted realm with Dina, the Crimson Guardian, and Grimi, the rune-forged dwarf. Together, they face creatures born of curse and memory, and each encounter a thread in the tapestry of the forest’s ancient tale.

This is the story of the Sunfire Curse—a saga of bravery, betrayal, and the unyielding will to restore what was lost. As the harvest moon rises and the crimson leaves fall, the Ghostwood Forest calls, and the spirits within whisper a challenge: to face the darkness, to honor the past, and to forge a future where the Sunfire burns free once more.






I

the request on all hallows eve


The Tiatan Forge, a cavernous hall carved deep within the Ironcrag Peaks, thrummed with the heat of molten steel and the rhythmic clang of dwarven hammers. The air was thick with the scent of scorched iron and ancient stone, the walls aglow with runes that pulsed like the heartbeat of the mountain itself. At the heart of the forge stood the Council of Elders, their beards white as frost, their eyes sharp as the axes they forged. Before them knelt Grimi, his rune-carved axe resting beside him, its faint blue glow a testament to his clan’s sacred craft.

Grimi, weathered and broad-shouldered, bowed his head in respect, though his voice carried the grit of a warrior who’d faced more than fire. “Elders of Tiatan Forge,” he began, his words echoing off the cavern walls, “I seek yer blessing to join Sune Fireborn and Dina, the Crimson Guardian, on a quest into the Ghostwood Forest. The Sunfire Curse stirs, and the Crimson Tree calls. I’d walk with ‘em to face what lies there—and to tell the tale of it come All Hallows’ Eve.”

The eldest of the council, Tharok Ironvein, leaned forward, his eyes narrowing beneath a brow heavy with centuries of wisdom. His voice rumbled like a forge bellows. “The Ghostwood, ye say? A place of spirits and betrayal, where the Sunfire Curse binds the Betrayer’s sin. Why risk yer blood for this, Grimi Runecleaver? The forest’s shadows don’t rest, ‘specially not on All Hallows’ Eve.”

Grimi raised his gaze, unflinching. “Aye, I know the tales. The spirits of elders, the Crimson Tree’s wrath, the Moonstone Well’s guardian—Varyn himself. But Sune carries the Sunfire in her blood, and Dina’s tied to the forest’s heart. They’ll face it whether I go or not. I’d rather stand with ‘em, axe in hand, than let the Ghostwood claim ‘em alone. And the tale—someone’s gotta sing it proper, so the clans remember what’s at stake.”

A murmur rippled through the council. The forge’s fires flared, casting long shadows that danced like the spirits Grimi spoke of. Tharok’s fingers traced the edge of a runestone on the council table, its carvings mirroring those on Grimi’s axe. “The Sunfire Curse is no small thing,” he said, his voice low. “It’s bound to Queen Serlith’s bloodline, to the Betrayer’s treason. Ye’d walk into a forest that remembers every wound, every oath broken. And on All Hallows’ Eve, when the veil thins, the spirits’ll be at their strongest.”

Grimi nodded, his jaw set. “Aye, and that’s why I’m askin’. The spirits don’t rest, but neither do I. Sune and Dina are set on facin’ the curse, on findin’ the seals that hold the Betrayer’s door shut. I’ve seen Sune’s fire, felt Dina’s resolve. They’re not just wanderers—they’re called. I’d be their shield, their blade, and their voice when we return to tell the tale under the harvest moon.”

A younger elder, Vira Stonewhisper, leaned forward, her eyes glinting with both caution and curiosity. “And what of the Ghostwood’s guardians? Kugapete’s Anger, the Crimson Warden, Gorath of the Ghost Forest? Ye know the legends, Grimi. They’re not mere beasts. They’re memory made flesh, bound to protect or destroy. What makes ye think ye can stand against ‘em?”

Grimi’s grin was sharp, almost reckless. “I’ve forged blades that sing with the mountain’s soul, Vira. My axe carries the runes of Kor, etched with the same fire that burns in Sune’s blood. I don’t claim to best the guardians, but I’ll face ‘em. And if the spirits want a fight, I’ll give ‘em one worth rememberin’.”

The council fell silent, the forge’s hum filling the void. Tharok exchanged a glance with the others, their faces unreadable but heavy with deliberation. Finally, a cloaked figure stepped from the shadows at the hall’s edge—a sorcerer, his robes shimmering with faint silver runes, his eyes like twin moons in the dim light. His voice was soft but carried a weight that stilled the forge’s clamor.

“If ye must go, Grimi Runecleaver, so be it,” the sorcerer said, his gaze piercing. “But heed this: the spirits of the Ghostwood don’t rest on All Hallows’ Eve. They walk, they watch, and they judge. The Sunfire Curse is no mere tale—it’s a chain forged in blood and betrayal. Take Sune and Dina, but remember: the forest will test yer heart, yer truth, and yer will. Fail, and ye’ll join the spirits ye seek to free.”

Grimi rose, his hand resting on his axe’s handle, its runes flaring briefly. “I hear ye, sorcerer. The forest’ll test us, but we’ll test it back. I’ll bring the tale of the Ghostwood to the clans, win or lose, so the fires of Tiatan Forge burn brighter for it.”

Tharok raised a hand, his voice final. “Go, then, with the forge’s blessing. But mark this, Grimi: the Ghostwood’s spirits are not yer only foes. The Betrayer stirs, and the seals weaken. Protect the Fireborn, guard the Crimson Guardian, and tell the tale true. The clans’ll be waitin’ on All Hallows’ Eve.”

Grimi bowed once more, his heart steady despite the weight of the sorcerer’s warning. He turned, the forge’s heat at his back, and stepped into the cool night air of the Ironcrag Peaks. The harvest moon hung low, its silver light touching the distant edge of the Ghostwood Forest, where crimson leaves fell like embers. Sune and Dina awaited him there, their own resolve a fire to match his own.

As he descended the mountain path, Grimi’s thoughts turned to the tale he’d tell—a saga of courage, of spirits bound and freed, of a forest that remembered every step. All Hallows’ Eve was coming, and with it, the Ghostwood’s reckoning. The clans would hear the story, and the Sunfire Curse would burn brighter in their hearts.
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The fire crackled low in the hearth of Sune’s tavern, casting flickering shadows across the carved pumpkins and dried corn husks strung along the walls. Outside, the wind rustled through the trees of Elmswood, carrying the scent of cider, smoke, and something older. 

Sune stood at the doorway, arms folded, watching the crimson leaves drift down like slow-burning embers. Dina joined her, cloak drawn tight, eyes scanning the treeline. 
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