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“Dad, when can I smoke a cigar?” The cub bear asks his father, standing near a poker table surrounded by dad’s friends, thick bears with matching cigars.

“Not until you have learned to smoke a pipe like its air.” Dad bear pets his naked son on the head, handing him a large Wellington pipe. 

“Besides, it’s not legal for you yet. Have to wait another year to smoke cigars”
Loose tobacco used in pipes is legal at age 15, but rolled tobacco products are legal at age 17. 

The cub awkwardly starts to pack the bowl of the pipe, his dad instructing him to pinch off a little bit of tobacco and push it down in the bowl. He layers the pipe as instructed, his erection bobbing in front of the other bear at the poker table.
“He’ll make a fine pipe pig”.
One of the bear poker player comments as he strokes his cock, watching the bear cub pick up the lighter.

The cub holds the pipe in his mouth, clicking open the lighter and holding the flame to the bowl. The orange light dances in the bowl, the cub using his cheeks to really get the tobacco in the bowl glowing orange-red with several puffs, on the last puff, the bear inhaling the smoke.
“Grrr! Good little fuck, take that smoke into your lungs.“
The cub exhales slowly from his mouth and nostrils, putting on a nice show for his dad and “uncles” to show them how far he has come with his pipe smoking.

“Keep puffing pig, keep that pipe lit all the way through now like we practiced.”
Dad would practice on his cub bear by strapping him down to a chair and fitting a gas mask on his face, running a chain of pipes on the cub until he started to cough and sputter. Dad would attach a milking machine to the cub during his pipe smoking sessions, the same that was used when he reached puberty. Eventually the cub grew used to the sessions, addicted to the tobacco. Dad would unstrap the cub and have him hold a pipe in his hands, then in his mouth, in front of a mirror to show off his new look..
“He smokes that pipe so well.” One of the bears says, sniffing up the sweet pipe smoke.
The cub puffs the pipe so that he is blowing a cloud over the top of the pipe to join the wafting, hot, jets that escape the bowl, caressing the instrument in a bath of smoke.

“Yup, we sent him off to dragon finishing school. They taught him how to make nice clouds like that over the pipe. 
“He’s legal now as well? Just turned 16?” A dadish brown bear in a leather harness sniffs a cigar as he looks down between the cub and his dad.
“We’re gonna fuck his brains out.” A polar bear says he strokes his thick ursine cock.
All the poker players, 5 in total including the cub’s dad, have stopped playing the poker game and are focused on the pipe huffing cub. There are two brown bears in leather harnesses, a polar bear, a black bear, and the cub’s father, another brown bear. 
The game was really to see who would get to fuck the cub first. 

The polar bear has the highest amount of chips so he gets the honor of topping the cub first.

“Your dad gave you a nice collection of butt toys for your 16th birthday.” The polar bear says as he looks down at the cub, motioning him to sit back in a chair facing the polar bear.
The cub sits down, the butt plug in his rear shifting as he settles his weight down on it. He responds with a soft moan, taking a deep draw from the pipe into his lungs to exhale the smoke slowly from his nostrils like a dance of pleasure. 

“It’s okay to stroke yourself a bit while you smoke” The polar bear says as he slides a cigar into his mouth, lighting it as he watches the cub pleasure himself.

The two brown bears from earlier are standing behind the poker table, one bear spread out bent over, while the bear behind him fucks him, puffing on his cigar.

Dad takes a large pipe out himself, sitting next to the black bear who also is packing a pipe. 

The cub holds his pipe with one hand, the long vulcanite stem perched on his lips and teeth, the other paw stroking his dripping cock as he puts on a show for his dad and his 4 poker buddies.
Holding the cigar like a meaty seal, the polar bear works his cheeks around the tapered end, letting his cheeks fill with the smoke and gently seep out between his thick black lips.
The bear cub, through a haze of his own pipe smoke, watches the polar bear, almost 3 times his size, jealously watching him work that thick cigar.
“Why don’t you bend over that chair for me so we can get that plug out of your ass and my cock in it?” The polar bear says to the cub.
The bear cub clamps the pipe between his teeth, shifts around on onto his knees on the chair, turning his head to the side and back as he gives a billowing puff of the pipe for the polar bear behind him.
“Oh fuck!” The polar bear says as he stuffs the cigar into the corner of his mouth, sliding up behind the bear cub prone on the chair. He slides his heavy paws down the cub’s back, holding him at his thick sides for a squeeze, forcing some pipe smoke out of the bear, before giving him a slap on the ass. The butt plug is removed and drops to the floor with a plop and roll under the chair.
The polar bear wastes no time as he slides his cock into the pre lubed and pre stretched bear cub’s hole, taking the young bear to the hilt.
His dad watches as his son is taken by Uncle Ted, proud of the show that he son is putting on. Such a hot bear he’ll grow up into, already mostly developed, the dad bear thinks as he tamps down his pipe.
The chair is surprisingly strong as it supports the weight of the cub and the polar bear pounding his ass on top of it. 
It doesn’t take the polar bear very long, each deep stroke eliciting a reciprocating puff of pipe smoke from the cub. The polar bear starts to fill the inside of the cub’s ass with his artic seed, pulling out early for spring as he jets a load down the cub’s back for everyone to see.

“Us next!” The two leather bears from earlier join the cub around the chair. “We need your mouth for this sweetie, don’t worry, one pipe for another, then we can replace it with a fresh bowl, looks like the polar bear smoked you clean anyways”.
The cub blushes, looking down at the puddle of cum on the chair, not realizing that he came as the big polar bear fucked him.
One bear at his mouth, the other bear at his cum and lubed ass, the cub gets spit roasted between both brown bears. 
“Pipe smokers have the best cock sucking mouths.” The brown bear grunts as he sinks his cock into the cub bear’s mouth.

The brown bear from behind takes the cub in the ass, using cum as lube from the previous bear.
“Should take you down to the leather bar, you would look good in a harness and cuffs. Can’t drink though, they’ll let you fuck but not drink.”
With bulging cheeks, the cub takes bear’s cock in his mouth like he’s lighting a thick pipe, working around it with need. At the cub’s rear the leather bear works into a steady rhythm, making the cub moan in pleasure as he is taken by the adult bears. 
Dad and the black bear watch from the couch, joined by the polar bear, they form up a nice threesome.
The steady fucking and sucking goes on for the better part of a half hour, both bears go through another round of cigars before they leave a trail of cum on and in the cub. 

“That was good son or bear now I should say. Look at you all grown up now and taking it from the big bears.”   Dad leans in to pat his son the head, rubbing his hand around cum dribbling down his cheeks.

 “Thank you dad for the best 16th birthday ever!”   The cub now bear says as he takes a pipe from his dad, sliding it into mouth.
“Are you ready for your birthday spanking?” Dad asks as he holds his hand up behind his son. “…unless you’re too old for that now?” 
“Oh dad, such a kidder..”
“Your birthday spankings are about to take on a whole new meaning”. Dad says as he gives his son a few good swats on his rear, grabbing at those meaty cheeks.

“There’s a new bath house downtown, just opened; we should take him down there and run a train on him.”  One of the leather bears comments.

“How about it kid? Want to fuck a dude in a harness at a sex club? I saw all those weird magazines under your bed, Leather Furs Monthly. It’s nothing to be ashamed of if you really want that, that’s why I invited your leather uncles over”.
“Yeah, the kid can smoke a pipe for all the other bears down at the club, really show off.” One of the leather bears says. “Got to get you dressed for the role” The bear says he takes out their present for their nephew, an X chest harness, with matching collar and cuffs. 
“Oh wow! Thank you Uncle …..” the cub says he is dressed by both of his uncles in leather attire, the fresh leather smell wafting over his nose. 
“Let’s have him walk his dad in as a slave… Bet it’s been a while Bill?” As they slip a leather collar around his neck.
“That’ll be hot!” 

“Clip the leash on his collar like this” The leather bear says in instruction to nephew cub on how to handle a slave, pulling his brother down to his knees. “Just like how used to play when we were kids”. 
Come on; let’s go down to the bath house. 
…To be continued?

