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    To the readers—Thank you for letting me continue this madness.For every laugh, every raised eyebrow, and every time you wondered why a goblin was holding a glitter cannon—I'm grateful.

To the Accounts Department—This book has more spreadsheets than sense. You deserve hazard pay.

To my friends and family—Thank you for your support, your patience, and for pretending to understand when I say, "It's funny because the filing cabinet is sentient." You've helped make this chaos possible.

 

--Mark--

      

    


​Foreword:

Dear Reader,

If you’ve made it this far, you are either deeply curious, worryingly invested, or have lost a bet to a kobold. Regardless, welcome to Book Three—a tale of bureaucracy, betrayal, and belt buckles.

Our story continues with Grognar, the ever-ambitious Goregoblin dungeon master whose subtlety remains a myth and whose dungeon has become the most glitter-saturated hazard zone in five realms. His minions remain loyal (ish), the traps remain wildly unsafe, and his assistant D.A.V.E. (Directive Apparatus for Villainous Efficiency) continues to issue snide remarks with the kind of professionalism only a magical AI with trust issues can maintain.

But even glitter has a price.

Following the legendary (and traumatizing) Entrance Hall Massacre, Grognar's rise to power has attracted a new kind of horror: Bertram the Unwaivable, a tax collector so cold and methodical that even the bunnies have stopped hopping.

As Grognar wrestles with receipts, inventory, and kobolds with wildly inconsistent accounting practices, our original adventuring party finds themselves scattered and scarred. Their last encounter with Grognar left them emotionally unstable, partially flammable, and permanently sparkly, oh and extremely retired.

This tale is one of audits and adventure, of dungeon expansions and bureaucratic doom. It’s about a goblin learning what it truly means to be a dungeon boss—not through conquest, but through compliance.

Prepare yourself, brave reader. For beyond these pages lies a war not of swords, but of spreadsheets.

Welcome to Grognar 3: Grognar and the Accountancy of Doom
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​Chapter One: Sparkles and Spreadsheets
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Grognar, Dungeon Lord of The Whispering Labyrinth, sat slouched in his new office chair. The chair, carved from some kind of fungal bark and upholstered in suspiciously comfortable mimic leather, gave a faint purr whenever he leaned back. He hadn’t decided if it was affection or indigestion. Either way, it beat the squelchy throne by a mile.

The office itself was freshly built by the kobold construction crew—which meant it had exactly three too many trapdoors, one fire-breathing filing cabinet, wallpaper that blinked, and a roaring fireplace that occasionally coughed when the smoke got too thick. But it was his. There was even a window. Well, not a real one. Just an illusionary projection of an outdoor view, updated every hour to reflect whatever the weather would be if they weren’t four stories underground and surrounded by spiders.

Krug stood in the corner by the "Motivational Skull of Leadership" (which currently read "Bleed for Success!") holding a mug of beetle-brewed coffee and squinting at it like it might attack. A hulking hobgoblin with more brawn than brain but a heart loyal as any dungeon hound, Krug had the permanent expression of someone trying to solve a riddle written in meat. He wore his armor like a second skin—mostly because it was too tight to remove.

Blibbit was perched on a stack of inventory scrolls, carefully inking a ledger with only seven fingers now and a disturbingly content expression. The most bookish hobgoblin Grognar had ever tolerated, Blibbit wore spectacles made from cut bottle-bottoms and a robe that smelled faintly of ink and mushroom tea. Despite losing three fingers in the previous dungeon fiasco (an incident involving a mislabeled mimic and a misunderstanding with a cursed stapler), he now wrote faster than ever, possibly out of spite.

Sneaky lounged across the freshly-assembled meeting table, nursing a mug of something vaguely flammable and chewing a quill with the lazy focus of someone hovering between tipsy and fully fermented. He watched the mimic filing cabinet hiss at a nearby broom like it was the most compelling theatre he'd seen all week.

And then there was Petunia.

A small, shimmering imp with sparkling wings and a personality somewhere between unhinged unicorn and chaos elemental, Petunia had taken up residence in Grognar's dungeon after "accidentally" falling into a vat of glitter traps and deciding never to leave. Her entire existence was now a kaleidoscope of sequins, giddy energy, unsolicited hugs, and an aggressively flirtatious attitude toward most of the mimic furniture—and, on occasion, some of the non-mimic furniture as well.

"I redecorated the storage room!" she announced, fluttering into the room carrying a small crystal lantern that now blinked "FABULOUS" in pink letters. "It's very hostile-chic!"

Grognar groaned and rubbed his temples. "Please tell me you didn't touch the goblin acid barrels again."

"Only to make space for the sequin vault!"

Sneaky let out a low whistle. "We have a sequin vault?"

"Now we do!" Petunia beamed.

D.A.V.E.—the Directive Apparatus for Villainous Efficiency—flickered into view in his chosen form: a tall, impossibly skinny tiefling butler with crimson skin, silver spectacles perched on the tip of his nose, and a coat so crisply pressed it could cut paper. His voice, as always, was smooth, dry, and unimpressed. "I have logged seventeen violations of basic dungeon storage protocols, four aesthetic war crimes, and one potential glitter-based demonic summoning."

"Is that bad?" Grognar asked, still rubbing his head.

"Only if you enjoy not being exploded by fashion-based anomalies."

A soft knock came at the door.

"Mail?" came a squeaky kobold voice, as confused as anyone underground should be.

Everyone in the room paused.

"Mail?" Grognar repeated, blinking. "Who sends mail to a dungeon?"

"Are we... allowed to get mail?" Blibbit asked, adjusting his bottle-bottom spectacles.

"I thought the only things that came to dungeons were adventurers and bad decisions," Sneaky muttered, hiccuping slightly.

Petunia gasped. "Maybe it's enchanted glitter samples!"

"Or a cease and desist from fashion itself," D.A.V.E. offered dryly.

Krug opened the door and accepted a black envelope that hissed slightly when touched. The envelope immediately snapped at his fingers, drawing a startled yelp and a few drops of blood before he dropped it on the floor with a curse. It hissed again, then lay still—perfectly motionless—until Grognar picked it up, at which point it practically purred in his hand. The seal bore the insignia of a quill through a skull.

Grognar eyed it. "Why does that look like a threat wrapped in paperwork?"

D.A.V.E. squinted at the seal and went unusually still.

"Because it is," he said. "It's from the Office of Unrelenting Bureaucratic Oversight."

Blibbit dropped his quill.

Petunia gasped. "Do you think it's a fashion summons?"

"Worse," D.A.V.E. said. "It's a tax audit."

The room fell silent. Even the mimic chair groaned.

Grognar slowly sat up, eyes narrowing.

"Krug... prepare the snacks. Blibbit, bring the ledgers. Sneaky... keep Petunia away from the sequin vault. Also, someone teach me how to do that number thing... you know, when you mash two numbers together and get a new one? I think it’s called add-ma-tation or some other wizardry."

"Why?" Petunia blinked innocently.

"Because," Grognar said, already reaching for his battle helmet, "We’re about to face something truly terrifying."

He looked at the envelope.

"Paperwork."

The envelope twitched in his hand, then emitted a dry crackle. A scroll unfurled from within it with eerie precision, revealing row upon row of densely packed legal runes, penalty clauses, and incomprehensible sub-sections.

At the very bottom, one final line appeared in glowing red ink:

SIGN IN BLOOD TO ACKNOWLEDGE RECEIPT.

"Of course it does," Grognar muttered.

Everyone exchanged confused glances.

Krug scratched his head with the pommel of his axe. "Mashing numbers together?"

Blibbit frowned. "Do you mean... math?"

Sneaky blinked, swayed slightly, and muttered, "I thought that was wizard stuff."

Petunia just clapped excitedly. "Ooo! I like mashing things!"

D.A.V.E. adjusted his spectacles with an almost imperceptible sigh. "This level of fiscal illiteracy is precisely why I, your D.A.V.E.—Dungeon Accountant and Vault Evaluator—am recommending we hire a proper accountant. Expensive, yes. But much, much, much, much needed."
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​Chapter Two: Fiends, Forms, and Flame-Grilled Finance
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Grognar had faced many terrors in his time—bunnies, adventurers, sentient filing cabinets—but nothing filled him with dread quite like what D.A.V.E. had proposed.

"We’re going to the demonic realms," Grognar said flatly, dragging his feet like a child summoned to a particularly boring family reunion.

"Indeed, sir," D.A.V.E. replied with his usual cool precision, adjusting his perfectly ironed tiefling cuffs. "As your D.A.V.E.—Demonic Audit and Valuation Executive—I must inform you that if we’re to survive this audit, we need someone who understands infernal tax loopholes, financial ley line leakage, and the mystical expense category of ‘Miscellaneous Vague Wards’."

"Do they have snacks there?"

"Only if you consider soul-charred croissants edible."

"...I might."

With the kind of deep, weary sigh reserved for realizing the paperwork pile had literally sprouted legs, Grognar gave it a cautious glare as it skittered off into the hallway trailing a quill and muttering something about unpaid invoices. He stepped through the swirling, brimstone-scented portal that had been temporarily installed in the janitor’s closet before the paperwork could come back with reinforcements. D.A.V.E. followed with the calm precision of a butler stepping into doom.



The demonic realms were a bureaucrat’s fever dream. Everything smelled faintly of cinnamon, sulfur, and burnt contracts. The ground was paved in heat-resistant filing folders, and the air shimmered with heatwaves and the echoes of deadline-induced screaming.

Fiends bustled about in smart waistcoats, their tails flicking as they exchanged flaming business cards and hissed over contract fine print. There were line graphs on fire, arguments about decimal placement, and a flaming kiosk flashing "WELCOME TO HELL. PLEASE TAKE A NUMBER" in painfully cheerful burning script.
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