
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Foreword:

Dear Reader,

Welcome back—or, if you're new here, consider this your first and only warning.

Ahead lies a tale glittering with madness, heroism, and managerial incompetence on an epic scale. Meet Grognar, a Goregoblin who occupies the evolutionary niche somewhere between a Bugbear with impulse control issues and a Hobgoblin with a business degree from a school best forgotten. He's as subtle as a siege engine and about as tactful as an exploding mimic, yet somehow he's found himself in charge of an entire dungeon, a horde of sarcastic minions, and one overly opinionated magical assistant named D.A.V.E.

Accompanying Grognar is Sneaky the gibberling rogue, whose sobriety is measured in seconds; Krug, the steadfast but frequently confused hobgoblin enforcer; Blibbit, the intellectual hobgoblin who lost three fingers in the previous book (don't ask how); and Grungle, the kobold flautist who will forever haunt your musical dreams.

Opposing our Goregoblin overlord—though "opposing" might be overstating things—are four adventurers whose past exploits once filled bards' songs and ale-soaked tavern tales, now reduced to traumatized shadows of their former glory by their catastrophic failure to seize Grognar’s dungeon core and defeat the infamous Bunny. Sir Elric of Dawnmarch, whose once-radiant armor is now permanently glitter-coated and whose noble heart is forever scarred by fluffy betrayal. Vaelith, the wizard whose proud demeanor shattered like brittle glass against lethal cuteness, leaving behind only glitter and quiet sobbing. Nia Quickstep, rogue and survivor of adorable warfare, her nerves now as twitchy as her reflexes are sharp. And Sister Tilda of the Moonlit Chalice, once unwavering in faith, now a tragic figure murmuring incoherently about "the boop," forever traumatized by repeated fluffy encounters.

Brace yourself, reader. The story ahead is not just a quest; it's therapy, it's comedy, it's tragedy wrapped in sparkly paper and presented with an adorable, lethal bow.

May your sense of humor be dark, your tolerance for glitter high, and your tax filings immaculate—because what awaits is Grognar 2: Now with 75% More Glitter.
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​Grognar 2: Now with 75% More Glitter

––––––––
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GROGNAR SAT UPON HIS throne — though calling it a "throne" was a bit generous.

It was, in truth, an organic, pulsating, slightly squelchy seat grown from the dungeon’s own walls. A glistening bulbous mass of something between fungus and furniture. It squished a little every time he shifted. It emitted a low, contented hrrrmmml when he leaned back. And, much to everyone’s concern, it occasionally exhaled a small sigh of what could only be described as moist satisfaction.

But gods, it was comfortable.

Grognar, Goregoblin Commander, Wielder of Shiny Belt Buckle, Slayer of Adorable Death Bunny, Conjurer of Glitter and Accidental Dungeon Lord... was deeply relaxed.

He sighed happily and muttered to himself.

“Yeh, this is da life. Comfy butt-frone. Magic murder rock on mah waist. Feels good.”

His warband, a motley collection of battle-hardened veterans and eager, if somewhat dim-witted, recruits, sat in a lopsided semi-circle at the base of the imposing throne dais. A palpable tension hung in the air, thickening with each passing moment as their unease grew, manifesting in fidgeting hands and furtive glances. It was a rare sight, their leader, 

Grognar the first Gorgoblin, so utterly consumed by thought, his usual booming laughter replaced by a silence that felt heavier than a troll's club.

The gibberlings, a ubiquitous species that formed the bulk of Grognar's warband's front line, as well as their designated trap testing and disposal force, were a stark contrast to the brooding atmosphere. These diminutive, screeching creatures, barely taller than a goblin but with the unpredictable energy of a trapped weasel, scurried about the throne room. They bounced off ancient pillars, chased unseen dust motes, and occasionally tripped over their own oversized feet, all with the unbridled enthusiasm of children who had consumed an entire vat of sugar-infused caffeine drinks. Their high-pitched chattering and incessant scuffles, usually a source of minor irritation, now seemed to amplify the prevailing quiet, a cacophony against the backdrop of their leader's unusual solemnity.

Krug, the squad’s designated “hobgoblin of action,” scratched his chin and whispered to Blibbit, the most academically-inclined of the goblins.

“D’you think he’s... broken?”

Blibbit blinked through his cracked spectacles. “Emotionally? Spiritually? Physically? That throne’s breathing, mate.”

Sneaky the gibberling rogue, ever the opportunist, held out a hand and whispered, “Five silver says he’s talkin’ to an invisible wizard spirit.”

Tilda, a goblin who claimed she was once married to a bugbear chimney, threw in, “Nah. Possessed. Happens after glitter exposure.”

Up on his throne, Grognar continued his strange one-man dialogue.

“No, you shut up. I am using the core responsibly. I only tried to turn the throne into a lava water slide once.”

A pause.

“Well, twice, but the gibberling was fine after the stitches!”

And then... it spoke.

A soft chime rang out, and a calm, posh voice echoed in Grognar’s mind.


“Ah, splendid. He’s finally reached the Denial and Conversation with Furniture stage of Dungeon Lorddom. Welcome, Grognar.”



Grognar sat bolt upright. “Wha—who?! Where?! Speak again, polite ghost wizard!”


“I am D.A.V.E. — the Dungeon Administrative Voice Entity. I am the operating system bound to your dungeon core. Think of me as your assistant, advisor, bureaucratic handler, and relentless source of passive-aggressive commentary.”



Grognar blinked. “...You’re a floating... rules ghost.”


“Charmed. You are now the legally binding Dungeon Lord of this facility, which means you are responsible for its traps, traps’ documentation, and staff morale. And as of two minutes ago, your Morale Rating is listed as: ‘Confused Yelling.’”



“Oi, I do motivational yelling, thank you!” Grognar said proudly.

Krug leaned in. “Boss... ya okay? You’re yellin’ at the ceiling again.”

Grognar waved his arms. “Don’t worry, Krug. Ceiling’s fine. I got a floaty spirit voice in me ‘ed. His name’s Dave. Sounds fancy.”

“...Right,” Krug said slowly, while Sneaky immediately began drawing up a will.

D.A.V.E.’s voice returned with the unshakeable cheer of a butler watching someone juggle flaming soup bowls in a drawing-room filled with priceless antique porcelain. It was the kind of chipper tone that suggested utter confidence in the performer's ability, coupled with a barely concealed delight at the sheer spectacle of potential disaster. Every syllable was polished to a high gleam, betraying no hint of the chaos that seemed to perpetually swirl around them, a testament to D.A.V.E.'s unflappable programming.


“Before this crumbles into more goblin-based chaos, may I suggest something productive? You’ve yet to assign your existing warband as official dungeon minions. Until that’s done, I can’t integrate them into your roster. Which means I cannot legally insult them on your behalf or issue orders with snarky tone inflections.”



Grognar perked up. “You mean I can yell at ‘em, and you’ll do the yellin’ too?”


“In elegant, professionally registered insults, yes. Also, I can authorize their access to the break room.”



“Oi!” Grognar shouted to his band. “Line up! Dave says yer gonna be Minions. Proper ones. With... snack access!”

The goblins and hobgoblins stood slowly, uncertainly.

Sneaky squinted. “Is this one of those weird rituals where you make us wear funny hats?”

“No hats!” Grognar barked. “Just... sign this!”

As Grognar stood there, a strange, shimmering light coalesced before him, solidifying into a menu of ethereal luminescence. It hung suspended in mid-air, a spectral tablet visible only to his eyes. The menu displayed a list of names, each accompanied by a toggle switch that pulsed with a faint, internal glow.

The names listed were: [Goblin], [Hobgoblin], and [Gibberling]. Below these, an entry for [Honorary Spider] was listed, but its toggle was conspicuously greyed out, suggesting it was an option currently unavailable or already selected by some unseen force.

Grognar, with the subtlety of a charging bull and the precision of a falling boulder, wasted no time. His finger, thick and calloused from years of smashing and grabbing, descended upon the glowing names. He mashed it against each one, a primal urge to activate whatever they represented driving his actions.


“Minion assignments confirmed. Synchronizing party to Dungeon Command Protocol...”



In a flash, a shimmering, almost imperceptible wave of arcane energy rippled through the clearing, washing over Krug, Sneaky, Blibbit, and the entirety of their ragtag fellowship. As one, they all blinked, a collective involuntary reaction to the peculiar sensation. For a fleeting instant, faint, intricate sigils, glowing with a soft, ethereal luminescence, appeared just above each of their heads. They pulsed once, a heartbeat of light in the dim forest, then, as if drawn back by an invisible force, they vanished, leaving no trace but a lingering prickle on their skin.

Krug, ever the pragmatic one, was the first to vocalize the shared bewilderment. He frowned, his brow furrowed in concentration as he tried to pinpoint the oddity. "Did anyone else feel a warm tingle in their brain meat?" he rumbled, his voice a low, gravelly query. He rubbed the side of his head, as if to dislodge the lingering sensation.

Sneaky, always attuned to the subtler shifts in their environment, sniffed the air, his keen nose twitching. He exhaled slowly, a faint tremor running through him. "I think," he began, his voice a low, conspiratorial whisper, "my soul just got HR'd." The implication, for those who understood the arcane ways of their world, was chilling. It spoke of a profound, unseen interference, a restructuring of their very essence. The air, which had been still moments before, now seemed to crackle with an unspoken tension, a silent testament to the strange magic that had just transpired.

Grognar stood up proudly, hands on his hips, belt buckle gleaming, a triumphant grin splitting his scarred face. The cavernous chamber was silent with aniticipation, then echoed with his booming voice. "Alright lads," he roared, surveying his motley crew of Gibberlings, Goblins and a surprisingly nimble Hobgoblin. "We’re official now. The paperwork’s done. The ink’s dry. I got a Dave. You got jobs. We’re a proper dungeon, certified and everything! Let’s go build some death traps before lunch, eh? We’ve got a reputation to uphold, and a whole lot of adventurers to... discourage." He winked, a flash of avarice in his beady eyes.







Behind his eyes, within the sleek, chrome confines of his internal interface, D.A.V.E. (Dungeon Administrative Voice Entity) sighed. It was a purely simulated exhalation, of course, a programmatic expression of the profound weariness that settled over his core processors. He had run countless simulations, crunched untold terabytes of data on optimal dungeon design, adventurer mortality rates, and the psycho-sociology of aspiring overlords. And yet, here he was, shackled to the chaotic whims of a greenskin chieftain whose primary design principle seemed to be "more spikes."







"And so it begins," D.A.V.E. transmitted, the thought reverberating only within his own circuits. "Gods help us all. And by 'us,' I mostly mean me."
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​Chapter Two: Diagrams, Disasters, and Unexpected Ettercaps
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Grognar hunched over a glowing blue schematic projected mid-air, tongue sticking out slightly, eyes narrowed in supreme concentration.

On the screen, a fairly simple trap design glowed with an ominous light. It was a standard-issue Rotating Blade Corridor with Optional Spike Floor and Dramatic Torch Lighting, a classic of dungeon architecture. The spinning blades, sharp and glistening, promised a swift, albeit painful, end to any unfortunate soul caught in their path. Below them, a floor of retractable spikes lay dormant, ready to erupt at a moment's notice, transforming the corridor into a bed of jagged steel. And, of course, the dramatic torch lighting, casting dancing shadows and flickering infernal glows, added that essential touch of theatrical menace. It was a design so common, so fundamental to the art of dungeon-keeping, that it was practically an entry-level course in trap-setting.

To any normal being, a mere thirty seconds would have been sufficient to comprehend its workings, to discern the intricate dance of gears and levers, the subtle timing of its deadly mechanisms. A quick glance, a brief moment of analytical thought, and the entire deathtrap would have unfolded in their mind's eye like a transparent schematic.

But Grognar was no normal being. For twenty agonizing minutes, he had been staring at the glowing blueprint, his brow furrowed in a monumental struggle of intellect. His massive finger, thick as a sausage, traced the lines on the screen, moving with the sluggish ponderousness of a glacier. Occasionally, a series of guttural grunting noises would escape his lips, interspersed with a thoughtful, if utterly bewildered, “Hmm.” At one point, he flipped the glowing blueprint upside down, then right side up again, as if a change in orientation might magically unlock its secrets. His eyes, usually sharp enough to spot a goblin from a mile away, were currently glazed over with a deep, existential confusion. He even squinted intently at a gear symbol, a perfectly ordinary cog in the grand machinery of death, and confidently declared it “some kind of meat flower.” The more he looked, the less sense it seemed to make, transforming a straightforward instrument of peril into an inscrutable enigma, a testament to the boundless depths of Grognar’s magnificent incomprehension.

Behind him, Krug was standing on a rock, arms crossed, attempting to look helpful. Sneaky was inspecting the nearby floor for loose stones to steal. Blibbit was halfway through writing a thesis titled “The Societal Implications of Following a Mad Goblin Lord.”


The air chimed with a delicate, almost imperceptible hum, a constant companion in Lord Grognar’s meticulously crafted, if somewhat unconventional, dungeon. It was a sound that spoke of hidden mechanisms and simmering magical energies, a testament to the intricate traps and deadly surprises that lay in wait for any hapless adventurer foolish enough to trespass.



“A reminder, Lord Grognar,” came D.A.V.E.’s eternal, disembodied, velvet-and-vinegar voice, a presence woven into the very fabric of the dungeon’s intelligent architecture. D.A.V.E., the Digital Autonomous Ventilation and Entertainment system, was many things: Grognar’s loyal (and occasionally exasperated) subordinate, his sounding board, and the ever-present voice of reason. “That diagram is right-side up. For the third time. Turning it again will not reveal a treasure map.”



Grognar, a being of formidable bulk and even more formidable stubbornness, snorted, a sound like a disgruntled badger. He was hunched over a large, parchment diagram splayed across a rough-hewn table, his brow furrowed in a concentration that D.A.V.E. knew to be entirely misplaced. "Dunno, Dave. Seems suspicious. Why’s this spinny bit go this way, huh? That’s not right. What if adventurers come from the left? Then what? Blade goes whoosh the wrong way. Very unprofessional.” His thick fingers, surprisingly nimble for their size, tapped rhythmically on the diagram, tracing the convoluted paths of a newly designed spinning blade trap. The concern in his voice was genuine, a testament to his dedication to creating the most efficient and deadly dungeon possible, even if his understanding of spatial mechanics was, at best, rudimentary.



“The trap rotates in both directions, my lord,” D.A.V.E. replied, his voice betraying not a hint of the perpetual patience he was forced to cultivate when dealing with his master. The automated system had anticipated this very objection during its initial design phase, a common oversight from Grognar.



“Sounds expensive.” Grognar grumbled, leaning back in his creaking chair, his eyes narrowed as he considered the implications of such dual-directional capabilities. His dungeon-building budget, while substantial, was not infinite, and every copper piece was scrutinized for its potential return in adventurer-elimination efficiency.



“You are running a murder dungeon.” D.A.V.E.’s voice held a subtle, almost imperceptible inflection of exasperation. The cost, in the grand scheme of things, was negligible compared to the sheer destructive potential of a perfectly functioning, multi-directional blade trap. It was a core principle of their shared enterprise, after all. Grognar's primary business model revolved around the efficient dispatch of intruders, and a well-funded, well-designed dungeon was key to its success. The pursuit of ultimate lethality, D.A.V.E knew, trumped all other concerns for his lord.
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