
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​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!”
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