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Don Karnage laid back in his captain’s chair, lazily puffing away on his calabash tobacco pipe. Clouds of thick, aromatic smoke drifted from his lips, cascading down over the long stem of his glorious instrument. One paw was clutched on the knobby shank of the pipe, the other working away at his dripping cock. 

Kit sat in a chair opposite the captain, a large inflatable butt plug tube snaking out from under the chair over to Dong Karnage, the rubber bulb resting between his legs. Kit coughed a bit as Don blew pipe smoke towards the young kit, a smile resuming over his face as the cloud cleared, sniffing the sweet smoke.
“This arouses you, no?” Asked Karnage.

The kit shaked his head yes, leaning back in the chair with a moan as Don gave the inflatable butt plug a few pumps of air. The young cub always had a tinge in his loins whenever a pipe smoker was near, the sweet smell somewhere between brownies, and sex. 
“Would you like to show me how much you enjoy it?”

The kit shaked his head again, letting out a gasp as Don let the air out the butt plug, the captain’s hind paw stretching over to hook the nipple clamps on the bear, giving them a little tug. 

Don stood up from his chair, stepping around the puddle of cum on the floor from both wolf and bear. He tamped out his pipe into an ashtray, scraping out the innards before refilling the bowl. He took a few draws through the pipe, clean enough for the cub he thought to himself.
He walked through the smoky air of the captain’s cabin, around the back of Kit’s pleasure chair. He traced a finger along Kit’s chin, lifting it up to look at the wolf. He slid the stem of the wet pipe up into to the bear cub’s mouth, a look of pure joy on the cub’s face as his teeth gently bit down on the vulcanite, sneering up at his wolf master.

Kit reached up to take the bowl of the still warm pipe into his paw, thumb and forefinger sliding down to the bottom of the shank, the rest of his fingers curling around the bottom of the bowl.

Karnage handed the bear cub a lighter, he always detested the sulfur smell of a match. 
“Long, deep puffs as you light it”. Karnage reminded the cub who was still learning to smoke a pipe.

Kit excitedly clicked open the flame of the lighter, tipping the pipe slightly to the side in his maw as he held the orange flame to the bowl. His cheeks slowly began to billow, pulling the flame, and air through the bowl, as twisted cyclones of sweet smoke were forced out of his mouth. He held the lighter there for several puffs, breathing through his nose and only using his cheeks to billow. On the last puff, the kit let the captured cloud pull down into his lungs, his eyes distant for a moment before jets of smoke climbed out of his nostrils and mouth.

“Ah, you are learning young cub. Very well.” Karnage circled around the front of the cub’s chair, his long muzzle floating through the fog like an air ship emerging from a cloud.

“Now you get to blow smoke at me, yes?” Don resumed his position on the chair across from Kit.

He picked up the rubber bulb of the inflatable butt plug buried in Kit’s ass, giving it a few pumps which made the bear cub moan.

“Pleasure comes with a price, no?” Karnage teased the cub.

Kit continued to enjoy his reward as Karnage inflated the toy in his ass with a few more pumps. The cub was allowed to jerk off as he faced the wolf, who in turn was taking pleasure from watching Kit’s pleasure. Both horny shipmates continued to edge each other, getting close to blowing another load onto the steel plates below. The air was thick with the smell of semen, and smoke as the captain and kit enjoyed their special time together.  
Kit was the first to blow his load, spraying thick globs of cum over onto Karnage, his powder blue coat stained with half of the crew’s seed, and cotton candy urine. 
The air wolf casually plays with the tip of his uncut cock, pinching and trying to hold back from cumming. He readies a water pipe for the two starfish to both enjoy. Kit finishes the pipe that he is smoking, drawing it down to nearly ash, tamping out the remains of the soggy pipe spittle. 

Karnage wiggles the butt plug free from Kit’s ass as the two lay down on a pile of pillows beside the bed. Lying on their sides, the wolf is the big spoon, the kit the small spoon. Kit’s well used ass easily accepts the uncut wolf cock, pumping with a steady rhythm as both enjoy lazily puffing from the long hookah tubes. 
The knot slides into Kit’s ass, locking captain to cabin boy with a moan. Sliding one leg up, the wolf turns his ass backward to the cub.
An announcement comes over the tin speaker. “Sea Duck sighted ahead captain”.

“Looks like you’re coming with me for a while, my little kumquat.” Don pulls Kit by the ass with his knot across the cum slick deck, raising a cheer from crew. 
Standing at the helm, Karnage spins the wheel of the air ship, Kit still tied to his cock and perched down on all fours. Some of the other pirates try to get close to Kit for a sniff, getting a hindpaw to the face from the wolf.
“There’s dildos in that sea duck”. 

