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Dungeon Maintenance 101 is a combination short story and TTRPG one shot for the enjoyment of TTRPG players, game masters, and fans of short, humorous fantasy fiction. 

The story is supplemental rather than essential to the one shot. You can read the story without playing the one shot or play the one shot without reading the story.

If you are a game master, consider using the story as inspiration before you run the one shot. You can either share the story with your players beforehand to ease them into the chaotic and comedic world of Dungeon Maintenance 101 or hold it back for them to enjoy after they’ve explored the world on their own. 

If you are a player, you may want to avoid the clues in the one shot section of this until after you’ve played it, but you can read the story at any time without spoiling the adventure. 

If you are neither a player or a game master, you can still enjoy the story! 
The Story: 
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Basher the Dungeon Custodian whistled as he made his way down the dank, dripping tunnels beneath Dark Lady Eviscera’s Evil Lair. His green-tinted skin glistened in the orange light of the smoking torches, and his long ears bobbed merrily behind him. He couldn’t wait to get to work! 

Yes, maybe the Dark Lady was a demanding boss. Yes, maybe the quartermaster skimped on the maggots on the lunch line—Basher didn’t need that much protein anyway—and yes, there was always the chance of death or dismemberment for small, expendable Goblins such as Basher and his co-workers, but he didn’t care. As far as Basher was concerned, Dungeon Custodian was the best job a Goblin could have. Certainly beat slopping the war pigs or the hot, sooty work of keeping the evil forges lit.

Up ahead, the tunnel forked. Basher chose the narrow side passage leading to the supply closet. He opened this to reveal everything he’d need to complete his daily tasks: buckets and shovels to scoop up what remained of any unlucky adventurers who had braved the twisting maze beneath the lair; barrels of preserved meat to feed the dire wolves in the pits beneath the trapdoors—assuming they hadn’t gotten their fill feasting on more adventurers; other food for other dungeon critters; and, of course, Basher’s trusty broom. 

Basher began to load a wooden cart with creaky, wobbly wheels with the needed supplies but stopped halfway through. Upon the shelf was a small burlap sack labeled “Dried Whole Rat, Certified Rancid.” 

Excitement quivered through him. He had put in a request with the dungeon quartermaster, Dratt, for those months ago but had never expected the surly, coin-pinching fellow would listen. The stingy old troll counted every flail, wooden treasure chest, and head-holding spike like they were made of gold. Basher had repaired his broom five times in the last four weeks because the fellow wouldn’t authorize him a replacement. Basher had despaired of ever getting anything as frivolous as certified rancid rats! 

Yet here they were.

He picked up the bag with a mix of awe and disbelief. 

“Mimi will love these!” he whispered.

While Basher loved all the dungeon critters, there was something special about Mimi. When he’d first found her, an abandoned mimic pup, curled up in a corner of the dungeon, pretending to be a discarded snail shell, she’d been so tiny, so helpless, barely able to swallow down the bugs and worms he brought her to help her grow. She was still small for a mimic, but so clever! While most other mimics restricted themselves to one or two forms, usually preferring treasure chests to lure in greedy adventurers, Mimi knew dozens of shapes. Sometimes she was a skull with glinting crystal eyes. Other times a particularly tempting golden locket. Once she’d disguised herself as a rug. She’d fooled even Basher with that one. When he’d stepped on her, she’d pulled herself out from under him. They’d both gotten a good laugh out of that one. 

As he placed the bag of rats on his cart, he could hardly wait to get to the treasure room to see what form Mimi was in today—and surprise her with a delicious treat for being such a good little monster. 

Only one more thing left to load.

He turned around to look at the wall where various tools and cleaning supplies hung on hooks. His worn, battered broom looked worse than ever. Sometime since the end of Basher’s last shift a large, shiny black spider had decided to build a web using the broom as one of the supports. Now it narrowed eight dark beady eyes at Basher, crouched in the corner of its glimmering white web. 

“Sorry, little guy.” Not wanting to risk a bite, Basher reached for his trusty roc feather duster. As he did, though, his eyes caught sight of something leaning in the corner. It was the most beautiful willowwood broom he’d ever seen. The handle was polished to a fine sheen and the bristles were in pristine condition, none broken or bent. He put the feather duster back and picked up the broom, caressing it. “My, whatever’s gotten into Dratt? Maybe he got into some of Pidge’s potions again.” 

Whatever had caused Dratt’s uncharacteristic generosity, Basher didn’t question it. Instead he placed the broom on top of his cart and pushed the cart out of the closet, whistling as he made his way to the dungeon entrance. 

Other minions of Dark Lady Eviscera soon joined him on his walk. Scitterfang, the scaly but bright-eyed Kobold who was the lady’s trap master, carried a sack filled with bits and bobs gathered from the scrap piles, rusty metal, coils of sturdy rope, and rough wooden spikes.

“You expecting a lot of repairs today, Scit?” Basher asked.

The kobold’s eyes darted from side to side. “Adventuring party last night,” he then said in a high, reedy voice. “Glokir said got all the way to the treasure room. Triggered lots of traps. Real mess. Stinky adventurers.”

Something in Basher chilled. No adventuring party had ever gotten that far before. How many of the dungeon critters had they killed along the way? Hopefully Mimi was all right. She did sleep in the treasure room, but she was so clever about disguising herself. Surely no band of foolish adventurers would find her out—and if they did she’d probably eat them. 

A great clanking echoed down the tunnel as Ragglebones the Loot Goblin, in charge of keeping the dungeon stocked with tempting loot that would distract and encumber adventurers, hurried to catch up to them, a barrel of swords and maces strapped to his back and a large treasure chest in his arms.

“Worst adventurers ever,” he griped. “They smashed three of my best chests and one of them took the oaken club of bashing into the fire trap. All that’s left is ashes!”

“Of the club or the adventurer?” Basher asked.

“Both but who cares about the measly adventurer!” Ragglebones gritted his yellow teeth. “You know how Dratt gets on me if I request more loot. ‘Work with what you got,’ he says. ‘Be resourceful,’ he says. ‘Ask the sorceress for some scrolls of minor illusion,’ he says. Like minor illusions fool adventurers at this level! All it takes is poking one with a stick and the game is up. Even a barbarian can figure it out.” He elbowed Scitterfang who cringed and hissed. “Scits, you got to make the traps more deadly. Work with me here!”

“It Cleo’s fault!” Scitterfang mumbled. “Likes riddles. Puzzles. Says slow them down. Nah, we not need riddles. We need fire. Big rocks fall. Everybody die. Heh, heh, heh.” He rubbed his front claws gleefully together. 

Basher made sure to nod in a sympathetic manner. Since Dark Lady Eviscera had recruited Cleo, Scitterfang had done nothing but whine and moan about the enigmatic Sphinx and her love of confusing but ultimately solvable riddles. 

If anyone cornered her about it, she’d drone on and on about her dungeon crafting theory. About how the farther in adventurers got, the harder it would be for them to get out again. Therefore the puzzles and traps needed to be “solvable.” A riddle lock couldn’t just not have an answer. The adventurers would give up and go home. No, it needed to be hard enough to give them a sense of accomplishment but easy enough that they’d unlock the door and move into the next room where, ideally, the guard monsters would pick them off. 

Murmuring voices drifted towards them as they approached the dungeon entrance. A knot of other minions grouped before the door, waiting for the wrought iron gates, decorated with horned skulls with flames for eyes, to open.

At a glance, Basher could see most of his coworkers. A few burly trolls and snarling orcs who would be swapping out—or just replacing if the adventurers had gotten some good hits in—the minions from the last guard shift. They’d go towards the end of the dungeon, right before the entrance to the lair itself. Above them hovered clacking skulls, alight with green flames, their bony jaws opening and closing in raucous laughter. 

Closer to the door, though, was the maintenance crew. Goblins, kobolds, and even a few rough-looking humans and dwarves, carrying tools, more cleaning supplies, and sacks of feed for the dungeon critters. Scitterfang, Ragglebones, and Basher squeezed through to join their fellow minions. 

At their approach, a particularly scrawny young goblin grinned, ducked behind a fat dwarf, and tossed a banana peel onto the floor in a very unsneaky manner. 

Basher sighed inwardly, but intentionally stepped forward, right onto the peel. He gasped, pinwheeled his arms, and gave a strangled yelp before sitting down in a manner he hoped looked enough like falling. 

The little goblin jumped out, cackling madly. “Ha, ha, ha! Gluk-Gluk got you good!”

Basher picked himself up. “You sure did, Gluk-Gluk.”

One of the larger minions, a minotaur with a ring in his nose and one broken horn, cast them an obvious side-eye. 

Basher swallowed then lowered his voice. “You should be careful, though. You know Helgore doesn’t like you pulling pranks around the lair. If he catches—”

Loud footsteps slammed towards them as the biggest, brawniest orc of them all elbowed his way to the front of the room. The minions immediately fell silent. 

Helgore the Minion Smasher loomed over the gathered minions, his red eyes scanning their numbers, looking for anyone, anything, out of order. Basher couldn’t help but stand a little straighter. The massive orc’s nostrils flared. 

“The Lady Eviscera is not happy,” he said, his voice like boulders tumbling down a mountainside, deep and grumbling and threatening catastrophe to all who heard it. “This last group of adventurers made it much too far into the dungeon, almost to the final gate before her throne room. It’s your job to stop this. Every trap, every monster, every skirmish, it’s your job to make sure the adventurers don’t get through. Got it? If you all don’t want to get demoted to monster-feeding duty, you better shape up fast!”

“Monster feeding doesn’t sound so bad,” Basher whispered.

Ragglebones shuddered. “I’m pretty sure he means
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