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The world as we know it has gone mad.

We all need a little somethin’-somethin’ to smile about.

**Elbows Up**

[image: A cartoon of a beaver
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Like any good Canadian Beaver, I loved nibbling on my tall, girthy Softwood. I even played with the occasional Ukrainian Sausage, so big and delicious. How could I resist him when he strutted by in those sexy green combat pants? Just the memory of him made me salivate. 

I had a lot to be thankful for. Yet, I often felt the urge to mix it up. Find something terrible for me. A little cross border shopping, if you will. Maybe, take a risk and see if I can’t make the world a better place in the process. 

I saw Cheeto in real life for the first time in the snack aisle.

He’s been on the TV a lot lately, so I knew exactly who he was. The fluorescent lights in the store made him look even more pumpkin-y than the TV cameras. He was more orange than a popsicle, but strangely, it suited his swoopy hair, drooping jowls, and general temperament.

He was sharply packaged in a blue suit  and solid tie. His tiny finger pointing at himself as he announced, “I’m the best. The best that was ever made. If only other munchies could be as good as me.”

I smiled indulgently at him. Such childlike enthusiasm.  

I checked out his feet and noticed they were as petite as his hands. But, I reminded myself, some of the best snacks I’ve known had smaller appendages. They just knew how to handle them, which made those small nibbles just as satisfying as the bigger guys. 

What’s that old saying? It’s not the size of the wand, but the magic in it. 

He might be worth the experiment. After all, I’ve been hearing for years about how great he was at screwing people. 

He watched me carefully, checking out my natural assets. My high mountains that seemed to defy gravity and the junk in my trunk was all-natural goodies. 

Still, I didn’t want to give in too easily. Guys like him performed better when they had to work for it. 

I smiled again to myself as I walked away. I’d be back soon. Once I had a better plan to interact with him. 

Cheeto’s voice echoed behind me as I walked down the aisle. “I’m the best. Really, the best. When you realize it, it will be a beautiful thing. We will do beautiful things together. Wonderful things.”

Yeah, he wanted me. 

As expected, I saw him every time I was at the grocery store. Sometimes he was near the checkout. Other times at the aisle end caps when there was a sale. He was always promising to be salty and hard with a bite that satisfies. He even came with a small complimentary pickle.

Of course, you know my beaver quivered in excitement. I loved something good and hard, and I loved pickles, and a gherkin could be just as fun as my bullet vibrator if there was a master in control. 

He assured me he was a master. No one knew any better than him. He was constantly drawing attention to himself in the grocery stores and finally I decided it was time to find out if his self-promotion was true or if he was all bark and no bite. 

So, the next time I saw him in the store, I took him home with me. Just to see what all the hype was about.

His bluster got tiresome pretty quickly. All he could talk about was how he was the greatest and everything was great, and we were going to do beautiful things together. 

His lengthy verbal foreplay evaporated my anticipation. I had a list of better things for him to do with his mouth.

He was starting to make me question whether he’d be even worth opening his package. Especially with that musky odour wafting from him. Usually, I loved a good spicy scent, but this one seemed a little off. It started off fresh and clean when we were out in the open, but turned sour as soon as I got close. Even the tangy promise of his little pickle couldn’t make him more appealing.

The more he talked, the more I realized that was all he could do. 

I was horny, and he was impotent. 

He was supposed to be great at fucking people and so far, my beaver was not getting any action. I wasn’t even getting goosed. 

Maybe he just grabbed pussies?

I wanted something to sink my teeth into, nibble around the edges and suck a bit, you know. Maybe I should have bought a lollypop instead. 

But, his promise of intense pleasure from the friction of his texture rubbing against my inner softness while he thrust his salty goodness where I needed the most tempted me. I didn’t expect to have buyer’s remorse so quickly.

He was still talking. Promising big things, twenty-five percent bigger than I’d ever seen before. 

He seemed to forget I’d seen his pickle. 

Finally, he finally shut up and got down to action, then immediately turned soggy as he wavered back and forth between sticking it to me and pulling out. 

It wasn’t the sexy tease I’d hoped for. 

To say I was disappointed was an understatement. Everything crumbled around him. Including my desire.

Frustrated at his impotence, I grabbed my house robe, ready to take him out to the trash and then go play with my faithful companions who never let me down. Sausage and Softwood.

Suddenly, there was a knock at my back door.

Tugging my robe tighter around my ample assets, I left Cheeto still rambling, to go answer the door. I figured my day couldn’t possibly get any worse. I was wrong.

Chicken Jerky stood on my back porch wearing heavy eyeliner. His presence confused me until I recognized him from the same shelf as I’d seen Cheeto. Like Cheeto, he looked hard and deliciously salty. I could only hope that he had something good for me to chew on and wouldn’t crumble at the first nibble. 

Curious, I stepped aside and let him into my home. 

Perhaps all was not lost if Cheeto had a back-up plan. I was always up for a little two on one action. Maybe I’d be getting screwed after all.

I should have known better. 

Chicken Jerky didn’t add any action. Instead, he just joined the chorus about what a beautiful thing I could have had and that I’d ruined it. 

I ruined it!?

I looked down at my glorious mountains and hidden valleys barely covered by my silky robe. My unexplored riches, open and ready for action. “Yeah, buddy.” I said to the Cheeto, “I don’t think I’m the problem.” 

Oddly enough, the arrival of Chicken Jerky made Cheeto hard again and in that moment, I realized how much he liked Chicken Jerky joining our little party. 

It got me excited again, too. Maybe I’d be getting a little tag team action, after all.

But alas, they kept talking amongst themselves about how great they were, and I was cast to the side.

Rather than be rude and interrupt their boasting, I decided to bring in a member of my own team. I was ready for a full-on snack fest. 

I left them to their own devices and went to grab my favourite playmate, Softwood, from my personal pleasure arsenal. Honestly, the other two were so invested in their duet, I don’t think they noticed I left.

My boy and I returned, and the room went quiet.

Softwood towered over Cheeto and Chicken Jerky. They cowered and shrank right before my eyes. Then they seemed to regroup and managed to look highly offended at the intruder.

“What is he doing here?” Cheeto screamed in my face. Forgetting this was my house, not his. 

“That’s highly distasteful to bring him here.” Chicken Jerky said, standing slightly behind the Cheeto. Whether in deference, fear, or just to avoid being sprayed by tiny neon orange spittle. “We were doing the job.”

“Were you though?” I asked. “You promised to fill me until I was overflowing and yet you’ve left me with a deficit instead. So, I brought in someone I could depend on to fulfill the promise to satisfy my needs.”

Now that there was competition in the room, the Cheeto was harder than ever, his gherkin expanded to the size of a baby dill. Even Chicken Jerky had perked up again. Although he still looked a little slimy, and not in the good lubrication sort of way. 

I did a quick mental check to make sure I was up on all my vaccines and figured it would be fine if I took a shower afterward.

I took off my robe again and Softwood’s log grew bigger and thicker right before my eyes. 

Cheeto, with his tiny pickle and Chicken Jerky, finally appeared ready for action. 

This was going to be a sword fight of epic proportions. I just hoped they didn’t forget about me. But, if they did, I still had Sausage to eat while I watched the show. 

Softwood was tried and true. I knew it wouldn’t disappoint. He walked toward Cheeto and Jerky, who stepped back and cowered together. 

“I thought we were here to make beautiful love together. Beautiful love.” They said to me. 

“So did I, yet you’re too busy playing with yourselves and letting my prime beaver go to waste.”

“But it’s soft wood.” Chicken Jerky tried to disparage my lumber by making a joke. 

I looked at the flaccid little orange prick beside him and then pointedly looked at the tall sturdy tree with its branches erect and ready for action. “Don’t you know beavers love wood?” I paused for a second. “You’ve been whining about people owing you and not paying you back. Well here Softwood and I have meaty Sausage waiting in the kitchen. We can stuff you to the brim until your eyes roll back in your head with pleasure. Unlike you, I’m willing to share.”

The eyeliner around Chicken Jerky’s eyes made them look cartoonish when they went wide at the prospect. “Wood and sausage?”

“It’ll be so electric, it will light you up from the inside out.”

Their tremors seemed to be more of anticipation than fear as I called out for Sausage to join us. 

His width made it difficult for him to walk through the door. He’d already ditched his army issued cargo pants but kept his boots on. “For traction.” He told me once. He was very strategic. 

He leaned against the dresser as Softwood blocked the exit, surrounding Cheeto and Chicken Jerky. 

“Bend over I’ll drive.” Softwood said to Cheeto as he pushed him toward Sausage, still leaning against the dresser.

“This is going to be such a beautiful thing. A wonderful thing. A... marve...” Cheeto bragged until Sausage’s meaty thickness stuffed his mouth.

The room went blissfully silent. 

Chicken Jerky didn’t seem to know what to do as not-so-Softwood plowed into his friend. He just sat on the edge of my bed watching the action. I licked at his saltiness and tried
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