
Deep in the sweltering jungle, where trees stand like ancient sentinels 
and sunlight barely touches the ground, lies the legendary Pyramid of the 
Sun of Jimquetzal. Over the centuries, the jungle, like a patient beast, 
has reclaimed what was once its own. Lianas twine around the black stones 
of the pyramid, while colossal roots crack the ancient steps. Its blocks 
of black stone, covered in moss and grotesque roots, emerge like the 
teeth of a sleeping colossus, a scar on the earth forgotten by time.

Legends whisper that the pyramid of Jimquetzal was the throne of a 
long-lost sun god, whose name has dissolved like dust in the wind. It is 
said that the ancients who lived there did not build the pyramid, but dug 
it up, guided by feverish visions that drove them mad.

Other stories tell of the Faceless Guardian, a figure shaped by eternity, 
half man, half beast. He patrols the steps of the pyramid, protecting the 
secret of a hidden relic: the Eye of the Sun, a gem of living gold that, 
according to the elders, is the source of divine power. Anyone who dares 
to touch it is instantly consumed, their body transformed into ash that 
the wind carries away to feed the hungry jungle.


