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			Dedication

			
		
    To you, dear reader — thank you.
Thank you for picking up this book, for stepping into a dungeon riddled with questionable choices, goblin logic, and more glitter than is legally advisable.
You are brave. Possibly foolish. Certainly curious.
You could have chosen an epic tale of noble heroes and elegant quests. But instead, you chose Grognar — a Goregoblin with a dream, a crayon, and absolutely no idea what he's doing.
For that, you have my deepest gratitude… and my sincerest warning.
This book contains traps. Literal and literary. Expect explosions, jazz spiders, sentient furniture, and at least one enchanted sandwich. There will be goblins. There will be mistakes. There may be glitter-related trauma.
You have been warned.
Now sharpen your wit, brace your belly (for laughter and/or horror), and hold onto something flammable — because you're about to descend into madness, mayhem, and possibly management.
Good luck.
And remember: never trust a rock that blinks.
--Mark--

      

    


​Grognar the Glorious (Sort Of)
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​Chapter One: Grognar Gets an idea (Unfortunately)
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Grognar adjusted his dented shoulder pad and tried to look important. It wasn’t easy — one of the gibberlings had just thrown up on his boots, and the goblins were arguing over whose turn it was to carry the “Boom Stick.” The Boom Stick wasn’t a real weapon. It was just a stick. With spikes. And a label written in blood-red crayon that said "DO NOT TOUCH (unless boss says so)." It had exploded twice. Possibly on purpose.

Still, Grognar was determined to lead. He had a mission. A shiny mission.

“Alright, listen up, you beautiful disasters,” Grognar barked, puffing out his broad green chest. His voice echoed off the mossy dungeon walls like someone gargling gravel through a megaphone. “Orders came down from High Warlord Skazgak himself. Our job is to stop a party of smelly, well-groomed heroes from grabbing the dungeon core. You know what that is?”

A goblin raised a hand. “A snack?”

“No.”

“A bomb?”

“No!”

“...A metaphor for our crumbling morale?”

Grognar paused. "...Not this time."

He stomped over to the center of their makeshift camp — which featured a campfire fueled entirely by old furniture and a suspiciously flammable map of the dungeon — and jabbed a claw at a crude drawing in the dirt.

“This,” he said proudly, “is the core.” He had drawn a circle with little sparkles around it. Also a smiley face, for scale. “It’s ancient. Powerful. Magic-y. And it would look amazing right here.” He gestured to his belt, which already featured three bottle caps, a dragon tooth, and what might have been a baby owlbear skull. “Like a trophy! A shiny, glowing, life-threatening belt buckle!”

One of the hobgoblins — a towering brute named Krug who had the charisma of a damp loaf of bread — crossed his arms. “Boss, permission to ask a strategic question?”

“Only if it’s dumb.”

“If the core’s so dangerous, why don’t we let the heroes take it, then steal it from them once they’ve handled the traps?”

Grognar stroked his chin, pretending to ponder. “Hmm. Cowardly. Clever. Minimal effort. I like it. But no.”

“Why not?”

“Because I want the shiny thing first. And if I die trying, I expect all of you to avenge me in spectacularly disorganized fashion. Or die trying.”

The goblins cheered half-heartedly. One started chanting “Grognar! Grognar! Grognar!” before forgetting why and walking into a tree.

The gibberlings — who nobody had technically invited — were already fighting over a half-eaten beetle and trying to light each other’s hair on fire with tiny matches.

Grognar grinned. He had a team. He had a mission. He had a vague map that might have been upside-down. What more could a Goregoblin want?

He stepped dramatically toward the dungeon’s main corridor, his boot squelching in something that smelled like expired cheese and sentient regret.

“Onward, minions!” he bellowed. “To destiny! To danger! To... the really loud clicking sound coming from that hallway!”

There was a pause.

Click. Click. Clickclickclickclick.

“...Trap?” offered a goblin.

Grognar’s eyes narrowed.

“Maybe. Send in a gibberling.”

They did. The hallway exploded. Everyone applauded.

And with that, Grognar’s glorious quest for the dungeon core had begun.
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​Chapter Two: This Chest is Definitely a Trap (But Open It Anyway)
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The hallway reeked of burnt fur and poor decisions.

Grognar led the way, limping slightly from the last “minor explosion” — which had only taken out two goblins, a crate of emergency cheese, and his dignity. The squad followed at a respectable distance, mostly because the smoke coming off Grognar’s armor was making them itchy.

“Status report!” Grognar barked.

A goblin with an oversized helmet saluted. “Sir! Krug is mildly concussed, Blibbit has lost three fingers, and the gibberlings are playing keep-away with our last health potion!”

Grognar nodded. “Excellent. Morale is high.”

They rounded a corner and entered a stone chamber lit by glowing fungus and bad decisions. In the center of the room sat a treasure chest. It gleamed under a beam of light that was either magical or someone had installed a skylight, which seemed unlikely this far underground.

The goblins gasped.

“Ooooooh,” said one, eyes wide. “Free loot!”

“No,” Grognar said, holding up a hand. “It’s too perfect. A chest. Unattended. Center of the room. Nothing around it but ominous lighting and foreboding silence.”

Krug stepped forward. “So... trap?”

“Obviously,” Grognar said. “Which is why we’re opening it.”

Everyone stared at him.

“What?” he said. “You think we don’t open the possibly cursed treasure box sitting in a room labeled ‘Definitely Not a Trap Room’ on the map? Have you people no sense of tradition?”

“But Boss,” whispered Blibbit, nursing his three-fingered hand, “what if it eats us?”

Grognar scoffed. “Please. What kind of chest eats people?”

The chest shivered.

Then it grinned.

It grew eyes. And teeth. A lot of teeth. Some in places teeth definitely shouldn’t be. A long, sticky tongue lashed out and grabbed a goblin by the ankle.

“AAAAARGH!” the goblin screamed as he was flung into the air and chewed on like a squeaky toy.

Krug sighed. “Called it.”

“Right,” Grognar said, drawing his oversized cleaver. “Team formation Alpha-Six!”

They stared at him.

“...The one where we scream and hit things!”

“Ohhhh!” everyone shouted, suddenly energized. “Yeah, we can do that!”

The room exploded into chaos.

Krug rushed the mimic and swung his cleaver — it stuck to the mimic’s tongue and was promptly swallowed.

The creature was delighted when the gibberlings began pelting it with rocks, beetles, and even one of their own kind, screaming "WHEEEEEE" until it was unceremoniously devoured.

Grognar leapt on top of a crate, slipped, fell off the crate, and landed sword-first into the mimic’s backside. It screeched in pain and tried to bite him. He bit it back.

It screamed louder.

“YOU WANT TO BE A BELT BUCKLE TOO?!” Grognar roared.

He was hurled across the room by the mimic, crashing into a barrel ominously labeled "definitely not flammable." Despite the label, it exploded, much to the delight of the onlookers. Cheers erupted as everyone scrambled, patting at the flaming liquid that had spattered onto their tunics.

Blibbit, now wielding the Boom Stick (with oven mitts), jabbed it into the mimic’s mouth. “BOOM TIME!”

Nothing happened.

“...Wait, I think I was holding it backwards—”

KABOOM.

Silence.

Smoke drifted through the room. The mimic was a charred, twitching heap of goo and unclaimed loot. Grognar emerged from a pile of debris, smoking slightly, eyes wild.

He staggered over to the remains of the chest and pulled out something shiny: a silver spoon, engraved with “Property of Lord Glembuckle.”

He held it high.

“VICTORY!”

The squad erupted into cheers. Even the surviving gibberling gave a thumbs-up, though it immediately used that thumb to poke someone in the eye.

Grognar grinned, teeth blackened from soot and glory. “Mark it down. One mimic. Zero survivors. Except us, which makes us winners by default.”

Krug stepped forward, wiping ichor off his face. “Boss... that was the dumbest, most reckless, least tactical fight I’ve ever seen.”

Grognar slapped a hand on his shoulder. “And it worked. Which makes it leadership.”

Krug considered this.

“...You terrify me.”

“Good! Now let’s find more stuff to poke!”

And with that, they pressed on — bruised, burned, half-missing a squad member, and more determined than ever.

The dungeon hadn’t seen the last of Grognar.
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