
What’s the Problem? 
A story of Alynnya Slatefire and some goblin mischief, by We’re All 
Mad Here 

Globwick, the head shaman of the Kummingittit Tribe, sorted through a box of arcane 
implements. 
 
“I swear, I can never find…” 
 
“Sir!” 
 
Globwick cursed and nearly dropped the box. 
 
“Damnit, Bob!  How often have I told you to knock?” 
 
“Sir, you’re in a tent.” 
 
“And you can’t stand at the entrance of a tent and say ‘Knock, knock’?” 
 
Boblooked confused. Globwick rolled his eyes.  
 
“What is it now?” 
 
“Well, sir, it’s the new captive.” 
 
Globwick thought back to the tasty blonde humie they brought in during the morning hours. The 
raiders had found her setting up on the beach to watch the sunset in a skimpy bit of cloth. She 
hadn’t even really struggled all that much when they pounced on her and brought her to the 
tribe. 
 
“She’s been used up already?” Globwick sighed.  He’d hoped to get some time with her before 
that. “Send the boys out and get ano…” 
 
“No sir, that’s not it,” Bob interrupted. “The opposite, really.  She’s enabled a good twenty-five 
totems so far and is going strong.” 
 
“How many breaks are you giving her?” Globwick looked thoughtful. 
 
“None, sir. She’s actually refused to take breaks. She’s actually getting more excited as we work 
our way through the back stock of inert totems. She’s even multi-tasking. The lads, you see. 



The acolytes who need the final initiation? She’s got ‘em lined up and is taking care of them 
while she’s enabling totems.” 
 
“She’s what?” Globwick’s eyes widened. “How? No humie has that level of stamina and sexual 
energy.” 
 
“This one does, sir.” 
 
“Right,” Globwick set his box down and made for the entrance. “Time to get in on that action. I 
take it you got some before you came over.” 
 
Bob hung his head in shame. “Yes sir.” 
 
“Can’t blame you. So, why did you rush over here?  What’s the problem?” 
 
“Our back stock, sir.  At this rate, we’ll be out just after supper.” 
 

~~~ 
 
Alynnya Slatefire knelt in chains in the rude goblin shack. Her chains were secured to the floor. 
Around her were strewn various Goblin Lust Totems.  An orderly line of the totems were on one 
side, each bearing a solemn expression.  Elsewhere were strewn totems with the more familiar 
smile upon them. 
 
Aly bounced up and down upon one of the previous type, feeling the familiar warm rush of yet 
another orgasm hit.  As she caught her breath, one of the nearby goblins swapped out the 
now-enabled totem for another. 
 
Yeah, this was a great start to her two-week leave.  She was already thinking ahead to how to 
spend the rest of the holiday.  She’d heard rumors of a certain pirate captain in these waters. 
 
Aly had to arrange passage home somehow… 
 
With thoughts of sexy pirates in her imagination, she set to work on yet another Goblin Lust 
Totem, bit her lip, and smiled. 


