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EDITORIAL

A December Toike? It’s been
a while since we’ve had one of
these hasn’t it. I’ve gotten a lot
of advice about this issue, from
“do a reduced issue” or “don’t
do it”, so I’ve decided to ignore
all of it and run an extended edition because I am the Editor,
and I can do whatever the heck
I want.
Regardless, welcome to FanFiction Toike! This edition
was dreamt up during the idea
meeting to the adorement of
some, and the dismay of others.
There’s definitely some... interesting pieces in this issue, from
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the sexual activities of M&Ms,
to a piece of Toike legend. On
top of that, we’ve added the
Graphics-itorial! A place for our
graphics directors to sell out to
whichever corportate overlords
they worship.
Anywho, Winter is definitely my
favourite season, between the
snow, the lights, the warmth!
It’s what I look forward to most
every year. It’s also a stressful
time, between exams, obligations, and all that sort of stuff.
I do hope you take a minute
sometime to breathe in the cold,
winter air that I love so much.
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WRITE-ITORIAL

‘Sup my biotches out there in internetland. And yes, I do know that everything
on the internet lasts forever, thank you
for asking. Also yes, derogatory names
associated with women are not cool - I
am sorry.

This issue is about Fan Fiction. Yes, you
read that right. I know what you are
thinking because I was thinking it too
and actually, I still am thinking it. What
the [censored], Toike Oike?? How did
you fall so far from grace?? T_T
In protest, and also in the name of our
Goddess, Satire, I shall seek an outlet for
my frustration. This will of course be in
the form of the most cringe fanfic writetorial possible ft. the executive team of
the Toike Oike. Here goes nothing.
It’s 2451 CE. The OLD EARTH
has been taken over by sentient lettuce. The letti [pl.
Lettuces, I don’t care if
that’s right or not. This is
my story; deal with it] are
the army of JO(ANNA). She has
seized control of OLD EARTH,
nobody knows why but we’ll
just say that it was for nefarious purposes.
Things are bleak. Humans can
no longer eat lettuce. Instead, JO(ANNA)’s Letti army
forces everyone to eat moss;
punishment
for their past
crimes.
One day, a humble moss-farmer
- our GOD, PARKER JOHNSTON decides that he has had enough
of this shit and sets off on a
journey. In which a wise Sage,
by the name of SPENCER, reveals to him that he is the
CHOSEN ONE. The sage’s pet, a
xenomorph named JOEL, gives
PARKER JOHNSTON a magic sword
made out of the precious metal, Aluminium.

Thus, the journey begins.
On his quest to amass a following for his revolution, he
meets a rocket mechanic working at the now defunct and
bankrupt Musk Space Enterprises, GRAEME. The mechanic
is frustrated that he is making no money building these
hunk of junk rockets when
there is much better, more
advanced, and newer technology to be discovered. So, he
quits for Musk and joins PARKER, the MOSS FARMER and CHOSEN
ONE, and they set off towards
THE UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO JO(ANNA)’s evil lair.
Along the way, they bump into
a trio of Sexy Martian Vampires (the SSWs), named NISHA, ESTHER, and URVI. These
Sexy ladies agree to help them
if they can solve a series of
riddles.
GRAEME is really bad at riddles and the Martian Vampires
are about to eat him when
PARKER panics and says something random that just so happens to be the answer.
Meanwhile, at KING’S COLLEGE
CIRCLE, JO(ANNA)’s right-hand
woman, NAT, is frustrated with
JO(ANNA)’s constant demands
for more kale. NAT is disappointed that their plan to
take over the world went evil.
The original plan was actually
a bank heist gone wrong, and
well, now here they are. All
NAT ever wanted was to see how
many heads of lettuce could
wrap around the GLOBE, and now
she’s eating moss and being a
narc.

GRAPHICS-ITORIAL

PARKER and the GANG are almost
at their destination. They
meet a group of FREEDOM FIGHTERS - MAYA, KATE, and DINA
- who take the GANG to their
leader, PROFESSOR DEEKSHA. The
FREEDOM FIGHTERS and the GANG
finally arrive at THE UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO.
It is time for the final showdown - THE CHOSEN ONE vs LONELY LETTUCE LADY. JO(ANNA) decides that she doesn’t want to
fight anymore and gives PARKER
the keys to the place. Her and
her Letti Army leave for MARS
and are chaperoned by the (now
defunct) FREEDOM FIGHTERS to
make sure that they get to the
VAMPIRE MARTIAN PRISON successfully. They do not serve
soup at the VAMPIRE SUPERMAX but I guess that’s okay.
This Fic’s gonna end here with
a bunch of LOOSE ENDS because
we got a word limit and I’ve
already gone over it by 320
words.
Yours,
Nisthervi, Toike Portmanteau Alias
But actually:
Live long and prosper,
Nisha Malik, Esther Smerek, & Urvi
Verkhedkar
Senior Staff Writers, 2T0-2T1
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Content Warning

EngSoc has required us at the Toike to warn you about the articles : “Sexy Septugenarian Senator Stimulates Socialist Singles” and “Feel me up Scotty” due to their
graphic nature. We recomend reading them with an adult nearby, for example a
parent or guardian.
Alternatively, if you experience an erection lasting longer than 4 hours, please
consult a medical professional.

DISNEY AS A PERSONALITY TRAIT
Mary Jane

Toike Botanical Expert

Yooooooo my fahmmms. Why is
this italicized? Hold on.
There we go. Fixed that.
Anyways I want to talk with you
today about those annoying zombies. Y’know, zombies. You probably have one in your life. Scratch
that - you probably have SEVERAL. These zombies feed on content. And no, not juicy over-thetop satirical Toike Oike content
like they probably should since
that’d be actually GOOD for them.
These zombies are slaves to Disney.
Ahhhhhh. You get it now. These
zombies are people whose defining personality trait is their allconsuming obsession with Disney
content.
Movies, music, merch. These
people have seen, have, and done
it all when it comes to their deity
Disney. They’ve got fridge magnets of their family trip to Disney
World Who even goes to Florida
anyways? Against their will and
better judgement probably.
Sure, I’ll admit, Disney movies are
fun. I like to sit down and watch
them occasionally. Especially with

a bowl of cheetos. Uhhhh, I could
go for some cheetos right now
man. Shoot, this article is making
me hungry. I’ma just fire off the
rest of this in list form or something because I have the munchies so bad now ugrhrhghhhg.

Who even is Walt Disney and why
are y’all so obsessed with him?
Can you imagine being a grown
adult and being able to quote verbatim an entire children’s movie?
Yikes.
People who make Disney their
entire personality also have a few
other traits that I personally find
unbearable. Like how they never
shut up about their favourite
character and how they’re going
to dress up as them for halloween,
or even just around the house
when nobody else is there. Really,
these people just haven’t discovered Studio Ghibli yet. They’ve
got overactive imaginations, talking about who they ship who with
and how they’re working on their
fanfic magnum opus.
If you have had the pleasure of
being around one of these crackheads when they meet another
zombie then you know what it’s
like to watch in disgust as two people instantly click. Yeah, I meant

that. Brain-dead Disney-holics
link up with other brain-dead
Disney-holics immediately. They
start talking like they’ve been
friends for years and suddenly
your roommate’s running off with
some guy in a Walmart aisle while
you hold all your groceries too
stunned to say anything.
As they leap through the produce
section singing that dumb love
song from Frozen, you can’t help
but think - filled with regret - of
every time you agreed to edit her
fan fiction or helped her colourcode the fan art that adorns the
walls of her room. And now,
they’ve eloped and asked you to
move out. So here you are, back in
your mom’s basement wondering
where it all went wrong.
What were the warning signs?
The compulsive sexualization of
children’s cartoons? Their altar of
the House of Mouse?
Disney literally owns everything,
fools! Wake up, wake up, wake
up! You are selling your soul to a
corporation that is capitalism at
its finest.
Update: Since writing this article
Mary Jane has become a socialist.

Joel Kahn
Spencer Ki

TOP 5 MOST UNDERRATED DISNEY FILMS

All Solutions Printing Inc.

Toike Disney Fanatic

Deeksha Tewari

COLOPHON
Each month, the staff of The Toike Oike gather at nonspecific points
within their own homes. They all sit at their desks, open Zoom, and listen to the editor angrily rant about God knows what. The team sits and
takes notes on his mindless droning, converting the nonsense of a sad
old man going insane in quarantine into the Toike you see before you.
WHAT HO?
The Toike Oike is fictional writing written by fans, commonly of an existing work of fiction. The author uses copyrighted characters, settings,
or other intellectual properties from the original creator(s) as a basis for
their writing. The Toike ranges from a couple of sentences to an entire
novel, and fans can both keep the creator’s characters and settings and/
or add their own. It is a form of fan labor. The Toike can be based on
any fictional (and sometimes non-fictional) subject.
DISCLAIMER
The opinions expressed in this newspaper reflect those of the Engineering Society and the University of Toronto. In fact, they even reflect the
opinions of the writers. NOT! If you happen to find any of the material
within these pages offensive, do not sue us - you and I both know the
extent of your legal knowledge comes from binge watching Suits during
quarantine.

Patroike Warburtoike

What’s up Skuligans and Disney
fanatics! It’s Patroike here with
another Top 5 list. In honour of
this month’s underrated Disney
theme, we’re gonna be ranking
the Top 5 Most Underrated Disney Films! Let’s get right into –
what? They changed the theme?
When? HALFWAY THROUGH
THE IDEAS MEETING??? Well
does it still have anything to do
with Disney? How can something
sort of have something to do with
Disney? Are we talking childrenfilling-in-the-gaps-of-their-favourite-stories fan fiction or the raunchy shipping kind of fan fiction?
Ok, I guess the filling in the gaps
one isn’t too bad. WHAT? WELL
THEN WHY’D YOU SAY “FILLING IN” WHEN YOU MEANT
THE RAUNCHY O–oh. That is
gross?
Can I at least keep going with the
article?
Ok, I guess I can try to relate the
movies to the theme.
#5) The Black Cauldron
Alright, this movie is straight-up
criminally underrated. It’s got everything: action, adventure, drama, heroic sacrifi–you want me
to say what? No, his name is the

HORNED King. Besides, he’s the
villain. Why would people want
to have sexual relations with the
villain? What does “ultimate bad
boy” even mean? Ok, let’s just get
through this as quickly as possible.

#4) Atlantis: The Lost Empire
Another forgotten masterpiece
that should have gotten a live action remake way before Mulan
or The Lion King. Atlantis is like
Avatar (the blue-cat one, not the
classic children’s series) if it had
a sort of steampunk motif instead
of the aforementioned big blue
cats with sex braids. No, the sex
braids were NOT the best part of
that movie! Well I don’t care what
Tumblr thinks. Besides, they forcibly use those braids when they’re
riding those weird bird things.
NO, THAT DOESN’T MAKE IT
HOTTER!
#3) Brother Bear
This one is the heartwarming tale
of a boy learning that love is just as
masculine as strength or bravery
while on a quest to become a man,
sorry, a bear. Don’t even think
about making a stupid “bear” joke.
I know you were thinking about
it, you sick fuck. Oh, my bad. In
any case I don’t think one of the
moose would fit on a Zamboni so
you probably wouldn’t be able to

give it a ri– why are you winking?
Oh. You were making another sex
joke, weren’t you?
#2) Treasure Planet
A sci-fi version of Stevenson’s
“Treasure Island”, it’s a shame
that Disney mishandled the marketing for this one so badly. So,
what are you gonna twist this
one into? You gonna talk about
how the cyborg probably has a
high-tech dildo on his robotic
arm? How about Morph, eh? Are
you gonna say that this adorable
childlike blob could turn itself
into a floating fleshlight? Or are
you gonna obsess over the catdog babies at the end like people
obsessed over the Shrek donkey-dragon babies? JUST SAY
WHATEVER PERVERTED COMMENTS YOU’RE THINKING OF
AND GET IT OVER WITH ALREADY!
#1) The Emperor’s New
Groove
I wanna die. I wanna fucking die.
This issue of the Toike is cursed.
If we were printing it, we could at
least burn all the copies. But we’re
not and we can’t. The curse will
live on on the internet. Forever.
…
Emperor’s New Groove was a
pretty fun movie.

SEXY SEPTUAGENARIAN
SENATOR STIMULATES
SOCIALIST SINGLES
Alexander O’Shea

Toike Democratic Socialist

I met him at the bar. He had
thinning white hair, thick-looking glasses, and a neatly pressed
navy suit with a Congressional
pin on the lapel. It’s safe to say
he wasn’t my type. Nevertheless, he approached me, bottle
of Ensure in hand, and introduced himself. “Hello, my name
is Senator Bernie Sanders. It’s
very nice to meet you.”
I introduced myself and politely
chatted with the man for several
minutes, all the while scanning
the room for other prospects.
And then he whispered the three
words that would change my life
forever: “Tax the rich.”
Suddenly we were stumbling
through my 200 square foot studio apartment, wrapped in each
other’s arms. I could feel my
growing erection pressing into
my zipper as the Senator talked
about prison reform. “We’re
gonna cut the incarcerated population in half.”
“Yes! Just promise to cut me
in half first,” I thought to myself. I tore off my pants, freeing my throbbing Member of
Parliament, and went to rip off
his $250 suit when a firm hand
caught my arm. He pulled a
plain white handkerchief from
his inside jacket pocket and

placed it over my eyes. “Let’s
make you as blind as justice is
going to be when we reform the
judiciary.”
The anticipation became unbearable. “I’m close,” I gasped
out. “Not yet,” replied the Senator. “I want your balls to turn
as blue as California.” They
obliged. He flipped me over like
Stacey Abrams flipped Georgia.
His pulsating Jewish corned
beef teased my trembling butthole. “Let me socialize your
health care so you can still walk
straight next week.”
With that, he entered my anus.
“Choke me,” I cried out between
moans. “That’s an excessive use
of force,” he whispered back.
“Then what are you gonna do to
me,” I asked. He pulled me close
so I could feel the moisture of
his breath. “I’m gonna cancel
your student loan debt because
education is a right.”
We came in unison and collapsed in ecstasy on the bed,
the Senators arms still wrapped
around me. “Thank you, Senator
Sanders.”
“You can thank me by continuing to exercise your right to
vote.”
I felt the blood rushing once
more to my swollen sausage.
“Ready for Round 2?”

WHY IS EVERYONE SO
OBSESSED WITH KRONK?
Ned R. Morrow

Toike Actual Journalist

Alright, I know Conspiracy
Toike was last month but something weird has been happening
since then and I need you guys
to help me unravel the mystery.
For weeks, the entire Toike staff
has been obsessively talking
about Kronk and I don’t know
why.
Now, based on the fact that
the Toike is a reputable newspaper delivering hard-hitting
journalism to trillions across
the assorted galaxies we deliver to, I have deduced that
this Kronk person is none other
than world-renowned broadcast journalist and anchorman
Walter Cronkite. Obviously, it’s
not unreasonable for staff to admire the man. But obsess over
him? I’m skeptical. I mean, all
this talk of Kronk “helping them
pitch their tents” and wanting
him to “tear them a new asshole” is peculiar, right?

I mean, I’m as big a fan of
Cronkite’s as any. His composure in November of 1963 while
reporting on the assassination
of John F. Kennedy was and is
legendary. The way he took his
glasses off and put them back
on again while announcing that
Kennedy had died was surely
what inspired David Caruso’s
signature move on CSI: Miami.
And you’ve gotta love a man
whose reporting on the Vietnam
War precipitated the end of Lyndon “Big Dick Energy” Johnson’s Presidency and whose
4-minute report on a popular
British rock band helped launch
the fucking Beattles to the US.
Destroy my credibility with middle America, you well-dressed
Monopoly man. Introduce arguably the greatest rock band of all
time to the Western world, you
sentient moral compass.
Fuck! You know what? I get it. If
Kronk were still alive, I’d probably wanna fuck him too. And
that’s the way it is.
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OPINION: TEXTUALISM IS JUST
CONSTITUTIONAL FAN FICTION
Sonny Sotomayor

Toike Constitutional Law Expert

With the appointment of Amy
Coney Barrett to the United
States Supreme Court, the
highest court in the USA has
dramatically shifted towards a
more textualist (or originalist)
interpretation of the Constitution. But should we really be
letting Constitutional fan fiction
become legal precedent for decades to come?
Now, you might be thinking that
I’m being too harsh to subscribers to “a legitimate practice in
Constitutional law” but who in
their right mind looks at a document written by a bunch of rich,
white guys who barely washed
their dicks and thinks, “I know
what these dumb-fucks were
thinking when they wrote this”?
The entire practice is predicated on figuring out what these
probably neuro-syphilis-ridden
whiney little bitches who wanted to pay less money for their tea
meant when they turned their
collective temper tantrum into a
physical declaration of war and
a set of laws. But wait! There’s
more! These “textualists” who
definitely know what the framers meant even though the English language has drastically
changed in the two centuries
since the Constitution was written actually IGNORE any writings that clarify the FRAMERS’
OWN FUCKING THOUGHTS!
Well, as long as those thoughts
“aren’t cannon” to the interpreter. Like, I don’t know, Thomas
Fucking Jefferson saying that
the Constitution is “a living
document” meant to evolve as
American society evolves!
Now, you might be thinking,
these shit-for-brains “judges”
have to at least be consistent
in their interpretations of the
Constitution. Surely, they must
take each part of the document
and interpret it as it would have
been interpreted in the 19th
Century. Of course they do.

Since you’re reading this and
you can’t hear it in my voice,
that was sarcasm and you’re
stupid for thinking otherwise.
No, they are not consistent, because, while they interpret some
things like the Equal Protection
Clause as if we were back in the
1860’s when it was introduced,
they like to let other definitions
evolve with the times. Because
honestly, after everything I’ve
said, did you really think they
would limit the definition of
“arms” to a musket that can
fire a round every few minutes
instead of a semi-automatic assault rifle that can fire a few
hundred rounds in a minute?
No, because the founding fathers would WANT you to have
that military grade human deer
hunting rifle! Never mind other
people’s inalienable right to life.
And here’s the kicker to the
mental gymnastics and hoop
jumping these Alexander Hamilton and James Madison stans
have to do to justify their Constitutional fan fiction: nowhere
in the Constitution including
the amendments is the concept
of Judicial Review stated. The
founding fathers they simp for
NEVER give them the right to
interpret the Constitution and
strike down laws and actions
of the executive branch accordingly. But do they continue to
wield with impunity this power
that has only been given to them
by legal precedent? Of fucking
course they do.
Now, I have a lot of problems
with the way the judiciary operates. The concept of elected
judges completely baffles me
and the process of appeals is
designed to punish poor people.
But the Supreme Court being
able to interpret the Constitution is something that actually
makes sense to me. But that
doesn’t mean that I want a
bunch of wannabe Nic Cages to
set legal precedent. That’s just
fucking stupid.

HOW TO SKIRT AROUND
INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY
LAWS AS AN UP-AND-COMING
FAN FICTION AUTHOR

Shirley Temper

Toike Resident Lawyer

Just do it. Who cares. I would
tell you to try to not over-do it
but you probably will anyways
so please at least just respect
women. Thanks.

Sue us Nike, I dare you

I WANNA LICK ALL THE
STUDIO GHIBLI FOOD
Darth Vibrator

Toike Live-Action Cinephile

I have never seen a Studio Ghibli film. I can’t even name one.
Grand Budapest Hotel? Is that
one?
Well anyway, it was a popular thing on the internet like a
month ago for people on the
internet to be like, “hey, look.
Studio Ghibli food, directed by
Wes Anderson, ahhhh, symmetry shots” or whatever, I never
read the captions -- Wes Anderson made that Japanese cartoon
nemo thing with the fish boy,
right?

KRONK AS A FEMINIST ICON
Watrick Parburton
Toike Special Effects Artist

My dear friend, what are the defining traits of feminism? Some
may say empowerment, others
radical compassion, and still
more that it’s a social movement
originating from humble origins. All of these opinions are of
course true, and it’s important
to note that feminism is not defined by any one characteristic,
but rather, it’s objective. Full
disclaimer, I am a feminist myself.
So what if I told you that one
of feminism’s greatest accomplishments was the objective
portrayal of men in popular
media? That’s right ladies, let’s
dehumanize hunks. The term
chad is in popular circulation
right now, but it’s crucial that
we take a closer, more in-depth
look into the history of the caricaturization of powerful male
figures. Think about it, the
strong man was almost always
the protagonist, and then there
was an equally strong man as his

antagonist. Leading ladies were
romantic interests with no prerogative of their own.

Kronk, a beloved character in a
long forgotten Disney film, The
Emperors New Groove, is no
such protagonist. In fact, he’s a
side character - and a clumsy,
thick-headed one at that. And
Kronk works for a woman, a
smart one. Yzma is Kronk’s boss
and although she has her moments, Kronk respects her and
does her biding. Who cares if
they’re technically the villains?
The protagonist was a whiny
brat and deserved what was
coming to him anyways.
Remember what I said about
radical compassion? Kronk’s
most admired traits are his empathetic actions towards animals. There’s no slaying dragons or hunting in this story.
Oh no, Kronk wouldn’t have it.
Instead of your standard Disney
princess chirping away at her
tiny animal friends, we have this
big hunk tickling his tiny squirrel buddies and feeding what

he thinks is a homeless llama.
That’s compassion. That’s turning gender typical tropes on
their head.
Yeah, okay, maybe Kronk isn’t a
perfect character, and he’s definitely become a meme in recent
years. (Who doesn’t love a good
Kronk meme though?) He even
got his own follow-up sequel
as the starring role. But what
makes Kronk a feminist icon is
not necessarily who he is as a
character, rather its what he is
as a plot point. The Emperor’s
New Groove is a Disney film
about weak, dumb men being
usurped by powerful women
and then not knowing what to
do with themselves. Kind of like
what you’d see happening at a
#metoo rally.
Kronk is an ally, okay? He respects Yzma. He cares for little
animals. He’s a handsome,
strong man but he’s not chasing down women just because
he can.
Deal with it, Kuzco.

CHOKE ME, DUNDER MIFFLIN DADDY
James Halpern

Toike BDSM Enthusiast

Ok kiddos, things are gonna
get weird in here real quick, so
leave if that makes you uncomfortable. I’ll wait. Are we alone?
Good. Lemme start by saying
that I know who you are, Toby
Flenderson. You know what
I’m talking about, you dirty depressed Dundee-less dingus.
You’re really gonna make me
say it? Fine. I know you’re the
Scranton Strangler. And I’m
into it.
So, whaddya say? Are you gonna
choke me? Like you hate me?
But you love me? Lowkey, wanna date me?

What do you mean, no? You’re
really hung up on that Pam girl,
aren’t you? What the hell man,
you guys never dated or anything. You just touched her leg
that one time. And it was really
awkward. Like a Hindenburg
level disaster. I’m honestly just
surprised they didn’t fire you
on the spot. I guess there are
some perks to being the only HR
person at your branch though,
aren’t there?
Why are you climbing over the
table? Wait a second, what are
you doing with that rope? OH
MY GOD!
YES! Choke me harder, Dunderdaddy!

Wait, don’t stop. Where are you
going? Toby? Hello?

So the food, right? The food
looks so damn good I want to

take my tongue and rub it all
over until it chafes. Do they
not feed the animators when
they make these films? “You get
lunch when the movie’s done.”
Geez, it’s like the animators are
trying to make you stomachhorny and succeeding.
I wanna motorboat the hot ramen from the fish children movie. I wanna choke on the bento
box from the movie with the
oval bunny. Gimme the massive feast from the film with the
mask-y ghost and lemme punish my colon for its various intolerances.
Someone give Wes Anderson a
wet kiss on the lips for me, as a
thank you for the food porn.

TOIKE TAKE TORONTO’S WORST
P. Ennis Razer
Toike Slasher

This column features the 3
worst people, places or things
(Nouns, for those of you who
failed grade 4) in Toronto this
month, personal bias definitely included.
3. Skating at Nathan Phillips Square – It’s almost that
time of year again: crowds of
people skating in circles and
taking cheesy pictures in front
of the ‘Toronto’ sign. Meanwhile, there’s nobody left at
Starbucks to talk with me
about my new passion project
but hey, you’re here now so
just read this okay?
“Weasley”. The cold and piercing voice of Professor Snape
echoed off the harsh stone
walls of the dungeon. “Weasley, what part of your simple
mind has sent you strolling
down here after hours?”. Ron
could feel his ears redden at
the speed of a bullet train.
He could feel his pulse quickening, his breaths becoming
sharper by the second. “Sir”,
Ron stammered, his face now
flushed with embarrassment –
or was it something else? “I’ve
come to… to see you sir”. The
biting cold air of the dungeon
suddenly felt thick, thicker
than a bowl of oatmeal. The
silence felt like it lasted an
eternity, but it was broken by
the strike of Snape’s boots,
resounding throughout the
chamber. Was he… approaching?

2. TTC – The TTC has been
really slow lately. Anyways,
Ron could feel each breath on
the back of his neck. He braced
himself for the cold, but the
rush of air was surprisingly
warm, almost caressing his
collar. “And what” whispered
Snape, “have you come to see
me for?”. Both men knew that
this question did not need to
be answered. The tension had
built to an almost insurmountable level, and it was only seconds until Ron felt strong, tapered fingers grip his cloak.
1. Whatever – who cares at
this point.
Ron’s robe slipped away, down
to his ankles with practiced
ease. When he turned, he saw
that Snape had disrobed as
well, revealing a thin, yet muscular frame. Ron’s eyes were
drawn downward, grazing
Snape’s effortless 6-pack and
settling on WAIT. Was he covered in syrup? Yes, a thick syrupy coating covered Snape’s
entire body from head to toe.
Could it be… Ron dipped his
finger in and had a lick. It was!
Trader Joe’s $4.99 syrup, silky
smooth and tasty as hell. Buy it
now at your local Trader Joes
or online at https://www.
traderjoes.com/.
Honorable mention: How easy
this was to write – It makes me
very uncomfortable.

FEEL ME UP SCOTTY

A SULTRY STAR TREK STORY WRITTEN BY SOMEONE WHO KNOWS
NOTHING ABOUT STAR TREK
I. P. Errwhere
Toixual Deviant

“Third base: the final frontier.”
These were the words Captain
Kirk uttered as he reached to
pull off Scotty’s uniform in the
darkness of Starship Enterprise’s broom closet.
“Are you sure we should be doing this, Captain?” whispered
Scotty as he resisted a little.
Kirk stopped and gently placed
Scotty’s hands on his ass. He
leaned in. “Feel me up, Scotty,”
he said, breathing heavily. Scotty’s lips trembled; a little drool
rolled off. He licked his lips as
he leaned in towards Kirk.
Suddenly, the door burst open.
There stood Mr. Spock, face like
a thunderhead, his monstrous
Vulcan dick swaying between
his perfectly toned calves. Spock
raised an eyebrow and looked
down at Kirk and Scotty, whose
hands were now firmly grasping
Kirk’s behind.

“It would be illogical to not use
protection,” advised Spock,
for the first time, his mouth
curled into a sexy grin. His
palm opened, revealing a handful of condoms of various sizes
and alien shapes. Then Spock
pounced.
The three made love well into
the next star system and spread
to the bridge as more crew
members joined in on the orgy
(except, of course, for Mr. Sulu).
Each and every redshirt wore no
shirt, the glow of electronics illuminating their finely chiseled
muscles and soft, round breasts.
Their passionate sex, however,
was cut short by an incoming
transmission.
“Open communications, Uhura,” ordered Kirk, his head popping out from between Lieutenant Chapel’s incredible bosoms.
It was the Gorn--the very same
one Kirk thought he had killed

that one time.

“What do you want from us,
monster?” shouted Kirk. The
tension in the bridge was palpable. Even Spock’s comically
large cock went flaccid as his attention shifted from the sweet
booty meat he was pleasing to
the situation at hand. But instead of showing aggression, the
Gorn closed its eyes in resignation and smiled at the crew of
Starship Enterprise.
“Room for one more?” the Gorn
asked playfully as everyone on
the bridge suddenly beamed
with joy, for it was a known fact
that he had many penises.
“Set phasers to love,” said Kirk.
“And Dr. McCoy, won’t you raise
your leg up a bit more?”
“Damn it, Jim, I’m a doctor, not
a gymnast!”
Fin.

“BOUNDLESS”: PAPER LOVE
Darth Vibrator

Toike I Graduated BUT I DON”T
KNOW HOW TO QUIT YOU
PLEASE LET ME GO

“Hey, so are you new here?”
whispered The Toike Oike to
the new satirical paper during
ANT100 in ES1050. Dressed in
cuffed light-washed jeans, an
un-ironic Patagonia jacket, unbranded beanie and Doc Martens, the new kid was a bisexual
dream. Rumour has it, they
were super popular online.
“Yeah, I moved here from New
York. My family moves around
a lot. It’s not, like, a big deal,”
said The Boundary, their every
word dripping with the honeyed
pomposity of a young paper experiencing its fifteen minutes
of fame. Still, The Toike Oike
swooned, brushing the hair
from their margins in a bid to
maintain The Boundary’s attention.
You see, no one really looks at
The Toike Oike anymore. Nobody walks by, biting their lip,
saying, “damn, The Toike is
looking real funny today.” The
Toike even tried branching out
into new forms of content, but
nobody wants to watch two guys
blend things. They felt old -- irrelevant, a relic of a bygone era.
But The Toike had just gotten a
new editor a few months earlier
and was feeling confident lately
-- relevant, even -- so they decided to take a chance and talk
to the new kid.
“That’s a really cool-”

“So, I hear you’re the new kid,”
spat The Strand menacingly,
slamming
their
Moleskine
book of free-form poetry on to
the small fold-out precariously
perched on The Boundary’s
thick right thigh. The Strand’s
equally clunky Doc Martens
tapped in double-time awaiting
the satirical upstart’s response.
“Yeah, what of it?”
“I just want you to know that
you don’t belong here and you
never will.”
The Toike Oike attempted to interject, “guys, please-”
“Can you guys shut up, please?
I’m trying to get into grad
school. Do you even know that
is?” shouted The Varsity to everyone even though nobody
ever wanted to hear what they
have to say. The Varsity always
spoke loudest of all the papers,
even though they only ever
published yesterday’s shower
thoughts filtered through the
Oxford Dictionary. Everyone
heard what they had to say, but
no one cared.
“Guys, why can’t we all-” started The Cannon.
“SHUT UP!” shouted back all
of U of T’s publications at The
Cannon, the oft-forgotten engineering newspaper made for
people too boring for The Toike
and too engineer-y for The Varsity. Sat beside them was The
Gargoyle, doodling nonsensical

nightmares on the syllabus in
grey even though they have a
sixty-four pack of Crayola pencil
crayons.
“That’s not very hoikity choik
of you guys,” added The Mike,
judgmentally and secularly. The
Mike was always trying to be
The Varsity.
“Can we just get back to our lesson?” moodily cried The Varsity. “The break is over and I’m
trying to maintain my funding
for the year and I can’t maintain
my funding if I don’t… you guys
wouldn’t understand.”
“Fine, whatever. Vic loves everyone.” The Strand picked up
its sticky-note-riddled journal
of unpublishable nonsense, and
shot one last cutting look at The
Boundary on its way back to its
seat at the front of the class.
The Boundary shook its header
in frustration, it’s tangled brown
locks bouncing down over the
headline on the front page.
The Toike watched The Boundary. Was it attraction, was it
love? Or was it an obsession,
born of jealousy? The sexy
young upstart and the forgotten
mainstay. Star-crossed, crosscampus, interdisciplinary lovers
-- could it ever be?
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a) Spider-Man Noir: You’re an enigma
wrapped in a mystery surrounded by a thick
fog of confusion. You’ve buried your emotions for so long that you’re not even sure
you have any anymore. And you’re sure that
everyone thinks that you just don’t have any
emotions. The truth is you just haven’t found
people you can trust. Yet. You’ll find a family
that loves and respects you eventually. For
now, just keep on fighting those Nazis.

b) Johnny Blaze: You’re a bit of a hot-head. You
jump head-first into danger without giving it a
second thought. But living life on the edge has its
drawbacks and your actions can put the people
you care most about in danger. You’re better off a
loner so you’re the only one who’s at risk. Just
make sure you read every contract you sign very
carefully from now on, especially when you’re
dealing with the literal Devil.

c) Balthazar Blake: Buddy, you’ve been on a
disturbing downward spiral recently and, unfortunately, I don’t think you’ve quite hit your low
point. Maybe someday you’ll get your career back
on track but shit like this isn’t the way to do that.
Maybe you should take sometime to figure out who
you are as a person.

d) Benjamin Franklin Gates: You’re a very
well-read crazy person who can think his way
through any problem imaginable, provided said
problem has to do with American history and
extremely convoluted conspiracy theories. Fortunately for you, you live in a time when the Deep
State was cool and left people treasure and not
when they were a bunch of alleged child-trafficking
Satanists.

1. What is your favourite colour?
a) What’s a colour? All I see are different shades of grey, which I just now realized is
representative of the fact that I myself live in a moral grey area.
b) Red. All I see is red. Because red is the colour of justice being served and the souls
of the guilty burning away.
c) Blue. Merlin’s hat was blue. And so’s my fire.
d) Orange because I used an orange binder for my history classes as a kid.
e) Black. The colour of death.
f) Green and gun-metal grey. Both are the colour of money. Just in different ways.
g) Hmm. I guess Caucasian because those are the only people whose faces I can
take…off.
h) Well, my mustache is brunette and it’s my favourite thing in the world so I guess
my favourite colour is brunette.
2. What is your favourite book?
a) The Rise and Fall of the Third Reich by William Shirer. It’s amazing to me that
you defeated the Nazis decades ago on this Earth. Wait, they’re BACK! FUCK!
b) The Divine Comedy by Dante Alighieri. It’s nice to imagine a world where the
Devil is frozen in Hell rather than out and about, making deals with desperate souls.
c) Harry Potter by J.K. Rowling. It’s not accurate at all but it’s a nice little story and
it’ll probably never be controversial. WHAT? SHE DID? Well, that’s disappointing.
d) 1776 by David McCullough. It has so many CLUES.
e) Who cares about books? We’ll all be in the ground soon, though not soon enough
if you ask me. Time spent reading is time you could have spent drinking to numb the
pain of your pointless existence. Fine, it’s Hamlet by William Shakespeare.
f) The latest issue of Guns and Ammo magazine. Well my guns say it DOES count as
a book. No, this isn’t the first time they’ve spoken to me. BACKGROUND CHECKS
ARE UNCONSTITUTIONAL!
g) The Face: Pictorial Atlas of Clinical Anatomy by Karl Wesker. It was…inspiring.
h) Oliver Twist by Charles Dickens. I would have adopted that little thief in a heartbeat.
3. A cult has captured you and now plan on executing you with live bees.
What do you do? (Editor’s Note: Yes, I included this question. No, I
didn’t include Nic Cage’s character from Wicker Man. Bite me.)
a) Bees confuse me. They’re striped two shades of grey but they’re also a letter? I
don’t understand them. But I will.
b) The bees can’t hurt what they can’t touch. Flame on! Wait, shit, that’s that other
guy’s thing. At least it’s the same brand.
c) A little bit of magic should clear those bees right up.
d) I ask the bees if they are part of the Knights Templar. They will lead me to a long
lost treasure that my family has a weird personal connection to.
e) I accept my fate. What’s the point in fighting the bees? It’s not the best way to go,
but I won’t care about the how of it when I’m dead.
f) I shoot the bees. I shoot every last bee.
g) I want to take the bees’ faces…off.
h) I let the bees build a home in my glorious and I raise them as if they were my own.

e) Ben Sanderson: Despite your appearance,
you’re a very serious person. People expect you
to act all crazy all the time but that’s just a
façade you’ve grown tired of maintaining. You’re
done hiding the sadness that’s deep inside you.
At least your life ends with a bang (look it up).

f) Yuri Orlov: Okay, simply put, you’re a bad
guy. Duh. In reality, you’re more of an
extreme capitalist than a pure villain but that
might actually be worse. You like to play both
sides of a conflict…at a price. You know what
you’re doing is wrong but you just don’t care.
I would tell you to go to Hell, but I think
you’re already there.

g) Castor Troy: You are seriously fucked up
in the head. It’s one thing to steal someone’s
face for escape purposes. Who hasn’t done
that? But not even Hannibal Lecter used
someone else’s face to get closer to that
person’s family. Seriously, seek help before
you accidentally bomb a city or something.

h) H.I. McDunnough: You’re just a small child
trying to make a name for yourself. Here you are, a
fresh-faced (save a creepy-looking mustache)
rookie avoiding using your family’s name so that
people don’t give you special treatment. You have
no idea how crazy your life is going to be, you
sweet summer child. Just as a note though,
YOU’RE NOT ALLOWED TO STEAL BABIES
BECAUSE YOU CAN’T HAVE ANY!
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REAL-LIFE CUMBERBITCHES DISCUSS HIS CAREER Norm &

“THE FOOT” HAS HAD ENOUGH PSA: ENOUGH OF THE SNOWPERSON BODYOF YOUR SHIT, WEIRDOS.
SHAMING!
Toe

Toike Toe

An increasing uproar from one
of our most beloved heroes, The
Foot, has caused people around
the globe to perk up their ears.
According to The Foot, who has
told us that we can call them
simply Foot, fame has brought
more than positives. Foot claims
that an increasing population
has decided to express their desires, and Foot is (pardon my
French) pissed the fuck off.
We conducted an interview
with Foot to get details of their
first-hand experiences that have
made them feel uncomfortable.
What we learned was nothing
short of disturbing. “Some of
these assholes think that just
because I’m a superhero and
am here to protect all of humanity, that I somehow owe them
something,” explains Foot. “You
wouldn’t believe some of the shit
I’ve heard over the years, but especially in the last few weeks.
‘Just let me suck them a little,
Foot’, or ‘What do you mean I
need consent to floss my teeth
with the hairs, Foot?!’ WHO DO
THESE FUCKS THINK THEY
ARE?! Sure, I’m of service to the

people, and I’m cool if people
want to crack one off to my publicity posters, but I have to draw
the line somewhere! I’ve had
enough of your shit, weirdos.”

We were shocked to hear how
Foot was being treated and decided to take to the streets and
hear from some of the people
who want to get funky with
Foot. Some conversations we
had were frankly shocking, but
they all gave us an inside look
into the minds of the “weirdos.”
“Foot’s toenails are an embodiment of their strength and resilience. Not a single crack or chip
in those babies,” said Frank, a
local kindergarten teacher. “Seriously though, Foot could stand
on my back to give me a sensual
massage any day of the week!”
exclaimed Lisa, mother of three.
The sudden burst in enthusiasm towards The Foot remains
a mystery, but scientists confirm that all offenders share the
characteristic of being “fucking
weird.”

Frosty the Dough-Man

Toike Sentient Pile of Solid H2O

Alright, ‘tis the season and all
that fucking bullshit so I think
now’s as good a time as any to
make this Public Service Announcement, so here goes. This
Holiday Season, a lot of you little
shits are probably gonna be constructing your own snowmen
and snowwomen and you probably have a particular snowman
in mind that you want to replicate. A snowman you’ve fantasized about through all those
overly warm, snow-less months.
Well, guess what? You’re going
to FAIL. That’s an inevitability. What I want you to know is
that IT’S NOT COOL TO BODYSHAME YOUR SNOWPEOPLE
JUST BECAUSE THEY DON’T
CONFORM TO YOUR NARROW-MINDED, SUPERFICIAL
IDEA OF SNOW-PERFECTION!
Now, you might be thinking
that YOU would NEVER be
so shallow as to knock over a
snowperson you made just because they don’t look like the
scarfed, top-hat wearing, m’lady
saying, crack-smoking SIMP-

SICLE you’ve dreamt of. Well I
don’t give a flying fuck whether
you think you contribute to the
culture that makes snowpeople
who aren’t three perfect spheres
of firm but slightly sticky snow
stacked in order of descending
size with stick-thin arms and
perfectly shaped button noses
long to become a puddle in your
backyard. The reality is that, if
you aren’t actively speaking out
against these impossible to attain beauty standards, you’re effectively supporting them.

Charred Rodent

Toike Marvel Correspondent

So, this Holiday Season, make
your snowpeople. I mean, if
you can. Who knows how many
more years of snow we’ll have
with the way the world is going.
But, if – let’s be honest, when
– it turns out far different from
the image you constructed, don’t
get mad at the snowperson and
knock it down. Accept them for
what they are.
REAL SNOWPEOPLE HAVE
IMPERFECT CURVES!

Now don’t think that I don’t
know that we’ve made real progress in the past few decades. I do.
One of the most important developments of the snowperson
body positivity movement was
when that perfectly spherical,
fossil fuel endorsing pedophile
Frosty was discarded as the
ideal snow-form. 20 years ago,
a snowman like Olaf wouldn’t
have been able to break into
the movie game, let alone develop the cult-like following he’s
amassed. But, save a few unexpected curves and an irregularly
shaped carrot nose, Olaf is not
all that far from the ideal snowman image that’s been peddled
for years.

JESSICA RABBIT IS HOTTER

Alvin Andy Shetmunks
Toike Oversized Rodent

It’s a girl, it’s a pig, it’s… a female
pig wearing pants?
That was the non-gender conforming sight in the “Peppa Pig”
show last Saturday morning that
greeted regular viewers whilst
enjoying their usual baby food
and bottled milk, to the horror of
many passionate fans.

Benny Buggs

vs

It is an undeniable fact that Jessica Rabbit is the sexiest cartoon in the history
of film. Her sultry voice could knock a man out due to a lack of blood flow to the
brain. Her fiery red hair would give a firefighter pause to approach her. And that
body, oh my God, that body, with legs stretching all the way from the ground to the
bottom of her torso and ample assets that could make your eyes jump out of their
sockets and your tongue roll out of your mouth like a Froot by the Foot. In conclusion, Jessica Rabbit is undoubtedly the hottest cartoon of all time.

Sorry, why am I here? I agreed to come here to debate the sexiest cartoon character
of all time. But this guy is out here making things weird by talking about how he
wants to fuck Lola Bunny, a fucking cartoon rabbit! Is he serious about wanting to
fuck a bunny?
See, you’re making things weird again.
HOW DARE YOU! YOU’VE TAKEN SOMETHING COMPLETELY NORMAL AND
PERVERTED IT! AND I FOR ONE WILL NOT STAND FOR THAT! GOOD DAY!
…
I SAID GOOD DAY!

With my cup of tea (Earl Grey)
and my croissant (chocolate)
both at the ideal temperature
and the weather outside perfect
for a nice day indoors (14˚C and
raining), I sat down at my desk
and started the virtual meeting.
One by one, the Council members logged on, many of them
wearing deerstalkers and other
Crumpleshirt costumes. “Greetings all, and welcome to the first
ever meeting of the Council of
Cumberbitches.”
After exchanging the traditional
British pleasantries for the first
half hour, I directed the conversation to the question atop

everyone’s mind: which Cumber-character is the sexiest? A
chorus of voices started to answer and then stopped to apologize for speaking out of turn.
When the apologies ceased and
the debate continued, numerous
names abounded. The answers
ranged from Satan in Good
Omens (look it up, it was him)
to Ford (the “nice” slave-owner)
from Twelve Years a Slave to Julian Assange in The Fifth Estate.
But four names kept coming up
as the apex of arousing acts. The
true pinnacle of peak provocative performances. Sherlock
Holmes, Khan Noonien Singh,
Doctor Stephen Strange and
Smaug the Dragon (before special effects were added).
After hours of deliberation, a
tentative triumphant titilla-

tor was crowned. In a shocking
twist, Smaug was determined
the top tempter, though everyone agreed the mo-cap performance by Croquetball was the
sexy part. “There’s just something about the way he crawls
about in that skin-tight suit that
just gets me going,” said lizardlover – the Toike has confirmed
that this is her Tumblr username and not her actual name.
“Plus, the power he conveys in
that voice of his is a real turnon.”
The Council meeting concluded
approximately 6 hours later after the entire Zoom meeting
watched the entire first season
of Sherlock, climaxing several
times throughout the viewing
party.

PEPPA PIG FANS OUTRAGED OVER UNSTEREOTYPICAL OUTFIT

POINT COUNTERPOINT
Roginald R. Abbot

With the second Doctor Strange
movie on the horizon and literally nothing else to do during
the pandemic, I decided to convene the first annual Council of
the Cumberbitches via Zoom
to conclusively determine once
and for all which of our Lord and
Saviour Bartleby Cumbersome’s
many roles is the best. It was a
decade ago when Bandersnatch
Cummerbund was first introduced to mainstream audiences
as a modern (and sexy) Sherlock
Holmes. Now, after 4 seasons of
Sherlock and several hit movies,
Candlestick has firmly cemented himself as a Hollywood ALister and simp-lord. But which
of these roles is the most ravishing? Which of these characters

is the most charismatic? Which
of these parts is the most provocative? These are the questions I will leave to the Council.

NO, LOLA BUNNY IS HOTTER

Are you out of your fucking mind? I admit, Jessica Rabbit has certain physical characteristics that would appeal to the more superficial viewer. However,
personality-wise, Lola Bunny is by far the sexier of the two. Maybe you have a
problem with a girl being able to beat you at basketball but, for someone more
secure in their masculinity, Lola’s skill on the court is a huge turn-on. If looks are
all you care about, Lola still gives Jessica a run for her money. Those deep green
eyes dare you to come closer. The way she bites her lower lip could make lesser
men run away in fear. And don’t even get me started on her legs. Jessica’s may be
long but Lola’s are built for bouncing. Going up and down and up and down and
up and down. All. Night. Long.

A sexy bunny. Who can REALLY hop.
What? Jessica fucked a cartoon rabbit. Why can’t I?
…
Are you just waiting fo–

“I was getting ready to start my
weekend with my usual watch of
Peppa,” explained 29 year-old
Petra C. Panda, a young Canadian viewer from Toronto, “when
all of a sudden, Peppa starts
wearing, of all things, some car-

toon jeans!”

“It came out of nowhere,” stated
Delphine Dubya, founder of peppapig.fandom.com, in response
to the episode where Peppa is
seen wearing pants before going
skydiving from 10,000 feet.
“Peppa has always been seen as
the pristine puritan girl, the Virgin Piggy, the one who would
deliver us from our depraved
ways- and now she’s wearing immodest male clothes? This is an
utterly despicable move from the
show’s creators to grab that extra slice of a progressive viewer
base, nevermind the show’s core
values! They’re seeking profits over principles, money over

morals, and care more about
their bottom line than the bottom half of Peppa,” declared an
exasperated Dubya.
“She wears feminine garb on the
TV show, in her Christmas specials, on the official figurine-- I
mean, even the Play-Doh™ model of Peppa features her wearing a dress! And now that she
wears pants- what are we supposed to do, just call her ‘Phillip
Pig’ now?” Ms. Panda cried before dramatically falling on the
ground, sobbing.
There were more tears to be
found in this reporter’s maskedup investigation on the streets,
where the Toike Oike went to col-

lect viewpoints from the general
Peppa Pig fanbase. The reactions
were, generally, dumbfounded.
Many fans appeared to be unable
to handle the extreme bombshell of Peppa’s new fashion
style, with common bewildered
responses including “Wha awe
panz?”, “Goo-goo Gah-gah”, and
one young fan even reacting to
the news with a screeching fit
after several microphones were
crammed into their face to capture their full opinion. Whatever
the show’s progressive intention,
it remains clear that Peppa Pig’s
pinafores won’t be losing this
prudish fandom’s attention for
quite some time.

Gord

DISCUSS TALKING
TO YOURSELF
This monthly column features
a titillating discussion between
brothers Norman and Gordon
McLuhan from Moose Jaw. This
month’s column is sponsored by
Tumblr. Want to avoid all the politics and just focus on the fan art
depicting your favourite fictional
characters in some, how should
we say this, less than PG positions
and scenarios? Try Tumblr.
Norm: Hi there. I’m Norm McLuhan and this is my brother, Gord –
Gord: Hey there.
Norm: – and today, we’re discussing Shipping.
Gord: Just shipping, Norm?
Norm: Yep, Gord. Just shipping.
Gord: Huh?
Norm: What’s wrong, Gord?
Gord: Nothin’, Norm. I just sort
of thought Shipping was normally
accompanied by Handling.
Norm: Ah, Gord, ya hosehead.
That’s Shipping. Today, we’re
talkin’ ‘bout Shipping.
Gord: You’re the hosehead,
hosehead. Ya just said the same
word twice.
Norm: I s’pose I did, didn’t I?
Sorry ‘bout that, Gord. Today,
we’re talkin’ ‘bout the tendency
of fans to “Ship” characters from
their favourite books n’ movies together.
Gord: But what does that mean,
Norm?
Norm: Well, they write fan fictions about characters starting relationships with each other.
Gord: Well that seems like harmless fun.
Norm: And sometimes they write
erotic fan fiction where characters start havin’ the sex with each
other.
Gord: Ok, that seems like it might
get a little weird or creepy but I
guess they aren’t hurting anyone.
Norm: And one character will
probably be part of multiple
“Ships” so fans’ll start really heated, mildly bigoted “debates” online about which Ship is better.
Gord: …
Norm: …
Gord: The internet was a mistake.
Norm: …
Gord: …
Norm: I think you’ve said that
before.
Gord: This has been Gord and
Norm –
Norm: WAIT A MINUTE!
THAT’S MY THING!
Gord: – discussing Shipping.
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From the Toike Vault
Written as the show-stopper for Disney’s 1991 animated film, “Beauty and the Beast,” “Gaston” is the horniest song ever made for a children’s movie. A homoerotic homage to
yaoi written by noted horndog Howard Ashman, it is the famed lyricist’s final work. Also known as “FutureSex/LoveSounds,” the original, uncensored lyrics are being shared
here for the first time. The Toike’s brilliant staff of music majors and toot-tooters uncovered the lyrics in the vault of Walt Disney’s secret Nazi paraphernalia room. Here it is
published for the first time.

“GASTON (FUTURESEX/LOVESOUNDS)” FROM THE BEAUTY AND THE BEAST

LeFou, w/ chorus: Gosh, it disturbs me to see you, Gaston
Looking so down in the dumps
Every guy here’d love to love you, Gaston
Even when taking your lumps
There’s no man in town as desired as you
You’re everyone’s favourite guy
Everyone’s awed and inspired by you
And I am hard and we shall see why!

No one fucks like Gaston
Cums with force like Gaston
In a pinch nobody sucks big dick like Gaston
I’m especially good at self-fellating! Ptoooie!
Ten points for Gaston!

When I was a lad I ate four dozen loads
Ev’ry morning to help me get large
And now that I’m grown I eat five dozen loads
So I’m roughly the size of a barge

No one fucks like Gaston,
Eats my butt like Gaston!,
No one’s dick is as slick and as thick as Gaston!
For there’s no man in town half as manly!
Perfect, a pure fucking stud!
You can ask any Tom, Dick or Fanny
And they’ll tell you whose dick they prefer to be on!

Say it again!
Who’s a man among men?
And then say it once more
Who’s that chode next door?
Who’s a sexy success?
Don’t you know? Can’t you guess?
Ask his fans and his five hangers-on
There’s just one guy in town
Who will dick you right down...
And his name’s G-A-S... T...
G-A-S-T-E...
G-A-S-T-O... ohh, ow...
GASTON!!!

No one fucks like Gaston
Eats me out like Gaston
In an orgy nobody cucks like Gaston!
For there’s no one as girthy and veiny
As you see, I’ve got penis to spare
Not a bit of him’s scraggly or scrawny.
That’s right!
And every last inch of me’s covered with hair!

POINT COUNTERPOINT
Zach Snyder

THANOS IS SEXIER

vs

Thanos is the ultimate Daddy. Ask Gamora. The man’s hands are big enough to
choke Ant-Man at full size. And you know what they say about a man with big
hands, right? They say that they have to wear larger gloves. And those larger gloves
are perfect for closing off blood flow to your brain and for opening your asshole.

I mean, Thanos may be a bit lazy, but when he cares about something, he gets it
done. That’s the problem with Dr. Manhattan. He doesn’t give a fuck about anything. He just peaces the fuck out to Mars while everyone else deals with the problems he could deal with in a few seconds. So how the fuck are you gonna get him to
wanna fuck you?

Oh snap. You went for the dick.
Thanos has genitals.

Toike Candy Fucker

Hello friends and welcome to
another list where we rank the
objective sexiness of popular
candies and other foods. As you
know, last month, we determined that Almond Joy is the
sexiest coconut-based candy bar
on the market, narrowly beating out Bounty. This month,
we’re going to rank the 6 M&M
spokes-candies based on their
objective fuckability. Let’s get
started!

#5) Yellow
Alright, here’s the first twist
of this list. I really struggled
to place the OGs on this list.
They’re both old as shit, which
I’m personally not into, and
they’re out here repping the
most basic M&Ms ever produced. Yellow gets points for
his length and girth but I have
to put him below Red for reasons that will become apparent
shortly.

My what a guy!
GASTON!

Tony Stank

Mark Sinc

#6) Orange
The Orange M&M is objectively
the least fuckable. As the mascot for pretzel M&Ms, this little shit is rightly neurotic, and
I’m just not into that. Plus, the
guy already has a pretzel literally inside him. Which begs the
question, how much room is left
- how should I put this… inside
him? Besides, orange is just objectively an unsexy colour. Basketballs are orange. Have you
ever wanted to fuck a basketball? Didn’t think so.

No one shoots like Gaston
Pounds those glutes like Gaston
Then goes tromping around
Swinging dick like Gaston!
I use the balls in all of my fellating!

We’ve all been with Gaston
Spitroasted by Gaston
No one’s got a left curve in his dick like Gaston
Gaston: As a specimen, yes, I’m intimidating!
My what a lay, that Gaston!
Give five “oh gods!” Give twelve “fuck-fuuucks!”
Gaston is the best and the rest is all drips!

M&M’S RANKED BY
FUCKABILITY

THANOS DOESN’T HAVE SHIT ON DR.
MANHATTAN
Please. Cross-fit grimace doesn’t have shit on the Naughty Nude Nuclear Dominatrix ‘Natrix. When you need someone to put you in your place, who are you
gonna go to? The lazy shit who sat around letting his kids and lackeys do everything for him for 20 movies or the literal God who ended the Vietnam War in less
than a week? That’s what I thought.

Okay, I didn’t want to bring this up but we don’t even know for sure that Thanos
has genitals. But you know who whipped out his dong for all the world to see? Dr.
Manhattan. Sure, it may not have been very impressive but we only saw it flaccid and Dr. Manhattan has proven that he is a literal grower. Until you can show
me Thanos’s Sceptre and his Infinity Stones, these two aren’t even in the same
league.
And the balls, yeah.
Prove it.

#4) Red
Alright, I was really close to putting Red at the very bottom of
this list. He’s short, not particularly thicc and he’s the mascot
for plain M&Ms. He’s boring
and boring is definitely NOT
sexy. But Red has one thing
going for him that none of the
others have. When Red wished
to become inedible in one commercial, he turned into the one
and only Danny DeVito. There
are two kinds of people in this
world: people who are sexually
attracted to Danny DeVito and
people who are lying to themselves. I am a proud member
of the former group. (Danny, if
you’re reading this, my number
is 420.666.6969)
#3) Ms. Brown
We’ve reached the Top 3 and
things are getting harder (hehe).
Slotting in at #3 is the sexy librarian of the spokes-candies,
Ms. Brown. This hot chocolate
was thought to be naked when
she was first introduced. She’s
also voiced by a former Miss
America winner and is the mascot for dark chocolate M&Ms,
the sexiest chocolate (I will fight

you on this). All in all, the fantasies write themselves for this
one, making Ms. Brown a nobrainer for our Top 3.
#2) Blue
Similar to Yellow, Blue gets
points for having length and
girth. But he finishes so high
up on this list for two reasons.
First, he’s just way cooler. The
Blue shell adds another layer of
sexiness that Yellow just doesn’t
have. And honestly, it shows
when you hear either of them
talk. Second, Blue is the mascot
for Almond M&Ms. Now, you
may be thinking “Mark, why are
almonds so much sexier than
peanuts?” Well, dear reader, the
simple answer to that question
is the ridging of the almond.
Simply put, Blue is ribbed for
our pleasure, which is why he is
our runner-up.
#1) Ms. Green
Was there ever any doubt as to
who would get the top spot? It
had to be the original female
M&M. The original candy sex
symbol. The peanut-butter
M&M mascot herself. Ms. Green
was created because people
thought that green M&Ms were
aphrodisiacs. Since her creation, Ms. Green has frequently
been pictured shell-less and
has starred in millions of the
hypoglycemia- and sugar-highinduced fantasies of candyfuckers across the globe. And
it’s not hard (well, IT is hard,
but you know what I mean) to
see why. With her luscious lips,
sexy boots and tasty filling, who
wouldn’t want to get some of
Ms. Green.
There you have it, folks. A definitive ranking of the six M&M
mascots based on their objective
sex appeal. If you take issue with
these rankings or the concept of
ranking candy by sexiness (or if
you know how to contact Danny
DeVito), please contact Parker
Johnston at toike@skule.ca.

Just look at her
You know you want to

JK. ROWLING ANNOUNCES LATEST BOOK IN
THE HARRY POTTER SERIES; SAYS IT WILL
OUTSHINE WATTPAD FANFICTION
Rita Skeeter

Toike Magical Correspondent

JK. Rowling, author of the famous Harry Potter series, has
announced in her latest press
release, that the latest Harry
Potter book - Harry Potter and
his Forbidden Dark Desire for
Draco Malfoy - will be soon out
on shelves. Rowling is quick to
add that “this book is written
specifically to outshine Wattpad fanfiction”, which comes
as a relief to readers after years
of resentment since the debut
of mid-tiered Wattpad quality
Cursed Child. Fans are pleased
to note Rowling’s noble goal of
outshining Wattpad fanfiction,
and believe that this is something all authors, especially of
Rowling’s stature, should aspire
to.
The Toike was lucky enough to

interview Rowling, who gushed
to our team about her book.
“I’m really excited to release
this book! I’ve never tried writing fanfiction before - well, not
intentionally - so I look forward
to getting the reception from
my fans, who’ve always shipped
Draco and Harry together.”
However, the most notable part
of our interview was the fact that
Rowling’s newfound passion for
fanfiction seemed to completely
sideline her past interest in political correctness. Not once did
Rowling mention the empowerment of LGBTQ+ community or
the eradication of toxic masculinity (topics we nervously anticipated) in the duration of the
interview.

Perhaps this book signifies a
new era for JK Rowling, both
professionally and politically. In
the meanwhile, Potterheads can

enjoy a dose of their favourite
ship (#Drarry) in a racy format
that guarantees to outperform
Wattpad.
Harry Potter and his Forbidden Dark Desire For
Draco Malfoy
Synopsis
Harry Potter, now a middleaged dad, lives with his wife
Ginny and 3 children. Life is
content, but predictable. In his
heart, he knows he wants something more... Draco Malfoy is on
the verge of a broken marriage,
and risks losing his wife and son
Scorpious forever. In his heart,
he knows what he wants but he
is torn between his duty and his
true desires… Through a chance
encounter on Parents-Teachers day, Harry and Draco find
themselves alone in a Hogwarts
hallway. Will they quench their
old desires? And at what cost?

TURNED ON BY A LIGHTSABER: THE HACKSMITH TELLS ALL
Witty Name

Toike Grown Man

Popular YouTube icon The
Hacksmith, known throughout the web as an engineer who
“take[s] fictional ideas [...] and
make real working prototypes,”
is currently battling a lawsuit
after an alleged break-in at his
workshop.
On November 19, 2020, James
Hobson - known online as The
Hacksmith - thought he was going to have a normal day, “playing with his retractable lightsaber, posing for instagramable
pictures while [colleague Bogdan Malynovskyy] machined
parts for their latest projects,
maybe even rejecting a few female applicants vying for the
Hacksmith Team.”

tions on the walls of his workshop’s exterior, as if something
“very very hot and dangerous”
had perforated the drywall. Unfortunately, he also said that
could describe anything in his
workshop. “I tried calling the
police,” Hobson told the Toike,
“but the ad in my AFK Arena
app - the best RPG game for the
busy you - was loading, so I just
decided to wing it.”
As he entered the workshop,
he encountered Kassa Novella,
29-year-old therapist and notorious fanfiction writer who rose
to fame after publishing Fix Your
Attitude, in a… compromising
position. Though her family now
disputes this, Hobson stated
Novella was trying to reenact a
scene from her fanfiction when
he entered the workshop.

But November 19th, 2020 was
far from normal. An exclusive
Toike Interview with him reveals
the grim reality of that day.

“Dude.” Hobson took a deep
breath, and after a round of AFK
Arena, continued, “Dude. My
lightsaber, dude.”

“I was playing AFK Arena, a light
RPG game - the best RPG game
for the busy you - on my way to
work, because AFK Arena allows
you to multitask through its rewarding non-grindy style RPG
format, so it doesn’t require a
huge time investment, and can
be played casually,” Hobson
explained, “when I noticed the
door to my workshop busted
open.”

Indeed, the scene in question
from her fanfiction uses the
lightsaber’s hilt as an object of
pleasure, colloquially known as
a “dildo”. The fanfiction delves
into immense detail on multiple
instances Kylo Ren “uses” the
whopping 29.8 cm long lightsaber hilt - without accounting for the two tiny slits for the
sub-lightsabers on each side
- on “you”, the fictional character embodying the reader in the
fanfiction.

He explained that what tipped
him off were the vertical lacera-

“I couldn’t stand it,” Hobson’s
voice cracked, “I swear, I didn’t
mean to - I mean, I just -”
Through tears, Hobson told the
Toike how he put what he describes as “the most scarrin’ shit
I’ve seen,” to an end:
“I turned it on.”
James Hobson is now facing
multiple charges, including murder and false advertising - having called the lightsaber a “thick
hot rod,” which the prosecution
argues justified Kassa Novella’s
alleged behaviour. In his preliminary court appearance, he
pleaded not guilty, stating, “that
bitch deserved it.”
Though his court date is not yet
set, the defense announced earlier this week it will be a trial
that will define the century, and
“finally put fanfiction writers to
an end.”
In the meantime, all we can do
is hope.
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BEN OF THE MONTH!

THIS ISSUE OF THE TOIKE OIKE IS DEDICATED TO.......

TOIKEOSCOPES

Want to join the Toike?
Read this Black Box!
Are you fairly hilarious? We want you!
Can you photoshop like a boss? Join our graphics team!
Do you want to try your hand at humour writing? Become one of our staff writers!
Do you have the mad English skills required to pick out our typos and grammar follies? Do content editing for us!

Head over to www.toike.skule.ca/join and get on the mailing list!
You’ll automatically be notified of upcoming meeting dates, times, and locations.
Alternatively, if you’re interested in something specific, like graphics, editing, layout, multimedia, social media or distribution,
email toike@skule.ca and let us know!
Get involved with your friendly neighbourhood Toike Oike! Anyone can join.
It doesn’t matter what year, faculty, discipline, or college you’re a part of; if you can read this then you’re good enough for us.

ARIES

Have you guys seen Shazam?
That wizard was weird right?
“Lay your hands on my staff
so my powers flow through
you”? “I open my heart to
you”? Anywho, there’s no
harm looking for a homeless
wizard and grabbing his staff
to see if you get powers, right?

LIBRA
This Toike’s not weird, you’re
weird! We’re normal. Just
take a look at WattPad. That’s
a representative sample
of the population, right?
Anyways, the shit on there is
way worse than the stuff we
wrote here.

TAURUS
Hmm. This month, you’ll
embark on a great quest
with someone very special
to you. A philosopher.
This quest will take you
somewhere dangerous. To
the frozen center of hell
itself. Sounds like a fun time!

SCORPIO

Have you ever just jerked it
to pictures of Dwayne “The
Rock” Johnson from The
Mummy Returns? What? You
haven’t? Yeah, me neither.
What a weird thing to do. Is it
hot in here? IT CAN BE HOT IN
WINTER! CLIMATE CHANGE IS
REAL, YOU P.O.S.

GEMINI
So you’re the fucker who
keeps on writing all the
Suite Life of Zach and Cody
fan fics. Sorry, Suite Life
on Deck fan fics. The other
would have just been weird.
Anyway, I’m a big fan of your
work. You just keep doin’
what you’re doin’.

SAGITTARIUS

Mythology time. Do you think
centaurs are the spawn of
some unholy union between
man and horse? Honestly,
you should do us all a favour
and test out the theory. For
science, of course.

CANCER
Go watch Divergent and
then watch the Fault in Our
Stars. Yeah, you probably
like that the actors played
siblings in one movie and
a couple in the other, you
sick twisted fuck. Go watch
it again you perverted old
Tumblr goblin.

CAPRICORN

Alright, it’s December so let’s talk
about Santa and his elves. Do you
think...that he fucks the elves? Or
is Santa more of a reindeer fucker?
For the amount of time he spends
watching little kids sleeping, I
know that he’s not getting any
from Mrs. Claus.

LEO

into some weird stuff, aren’t
you? I’m getting a sense that
you have fantasies about
Aslan the Jesus Allegory Lion
from Narnia...and he’s with
the White Queen? No, not the
White Queen. Mr. Tumnus? No,
not him either. OH GOD. THE
KIDS?!?! WHAT THE FUCK IS
WRONG WITH YOU?!?!

AQUARIUS

I assume you’ve been spending
a lot of time on DeviantArt and
Wattpad, right? Well I’ve got
some bad news for you. All that
masturbating has probably
left you a little dehydrated. Do
yourself a favour and drink lots
of water before you go back on.

VIRGO

Okay, you probably don’t
understand 90% of this Toike
because we’re all twisted
shitheads and you’re a pure
soul so we’re gonna change
that. You should go to
DeviantArt this month and
check out some of the fan
art. [WARNING: The Toike is
not responsible for loss of
innocence.]

PISCES

Okay, hear me out. Aquaman
can talk to fish, right? And
fish teeth are less in the
way than human teeth are,
right? And Aquaman’s a very
attractive man, right? Do you
see where I’m going with this?
[Completely unrelated, check
out “Justice League is Sad” on
YouTube]
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