BEARy Nice To Meet You


Ryan hadn’t even known he had an uncle until the birthday card came in the mail on his 7th birthday. It featured a brown bear in a classic birthday hat on the front with “You’ve BEARly grown this year!” printed on the inside. The message read “Happy Birthday Ryan! Hoping you have a BEARy good day!” and was signed “Uncle Garth”. Sara, his mother, had paled when she’d seen the signature and grabbed the card away from the bear cub, but his father, Adam, had just exclaimed that he’d forgotten she even had a brother, and how nice it was that he remembered his nephew’s birthday. She’d given a shaky smile and simply said he lived far away and quickly brought out the next card, secreting away the bag of king-size candy bars that had come with his uncle’s card.


A few months later his mother had been crossing the street when she was struck and killed by a teenage drunk driver. Everything had become a blur for a while, with both he and his father in a kind of shock. The incident had made the papers and tv stations due to the perpetrator being only 14, with debate back and forth on whether he’d be tried as an adult. A few weeks later, the local station had a follow-up on the incident; the teenager had gone missing while on bail and still hadn’t been found.

After a time, things returned to a semblance of normalcy. His father even started dating again after a conversation with Ryan about how he might date women (or men), but it didn’t mean he no longer loved Ryan’s mother or Ryan. The 7-year-old didn’t know quite what to think of his daddy going on dates, but he soon saw that it made the handsome bear happy in a way he didn’t remember seeing him before. Kisses between his parents had always seemed perfunctory and polite, but the first time he’d peeked out the window to see his father kissing a date goodnight on the front porch, it had looked a lot more like what he saw in the PG-13 movies he was sometimes allowed to see, with tongue and everything! It had given Ryan a funny feeling seeing the kiss between his slender father and his date, who had the look of a tough soldier like GI Joe. 

Time passed until it was the morning of Ryan’s next birthday. He’d received another card, this time attached to a giftcard to the local camping store of all things. This card featured another bear on the front, this time wearing a business suit, and “BEARy nice to meet you!” inside. Ryan found the message strange until there was a knock at the door. His father had gotten up to answer it with a small smirk, and there on the doorstep was the biggest bear Ryan had ever seen. The bear’s thick brown pelt was on display in his shorts and tiny tank-top with a bear paw in the middle. He had a furry belly causing his XXXL-shirt to ride up a bit. The male was large, standing a head taller than his already tall father; while not as muscular as his P.E. teacher, the man was still seemed solid and powerful like few adults he’d met.

“Ryan, look who’s here to see you! It’s your Uncle Garth!” called his father. Ryan rushed over to meet this mystery relative and was immediately swept up in a crushing bear hug. “Hey there little cub! Happy Birthday!” Apparently, his father and uncle had connected at his mother’s funeral (Ryan could barely remember the event, having been in a sort of zombie state). Garth lived in the next state over where he worked as a firefighter, but they’d exchanged numbers and begun texting back and forth, forming a friendship and eventually making a special plan to go camping at a lake 2 hours away for Ryan’s birthday. 

His father ushered him out to Garth’s big Jeep where Ryan sat up front to excitedly chat with his uncle on the way to the camping store. There they picked out a large tent and other supplies before getting back on the road. This time it was the two adult bears up front gabbing away while Ryan excitedly reviewed his Cub Scout manual in preparation for his first big camping trip. He looked up from time to time to see his daddy blushing through his fur at flirtatious comments from Garth that mostly went over the little cub’s head. Other times he’d glance at the rearview mirror only to see his uncle staring at him with a hungry look that Ryan was unsure of, and even received a wink himself, causing his face to grow hot.

Once they’d reached the campground, Garth (the more experienced camper) had shooed father and son off to take a dip in lake while he set up the tent and other supplies. Adam surprised his son by stripping fully naked before wading into the refreshing water. Ryan hadn’t seen his father naked since they’d stopped showering together a few years prior, his mother saying he was old enough to shower by himself. Truthfully, Ryan had missed being “nudie” with his father, loving the feel of their hugs with his father’s chestfur rubbing against his back and his thingie rubbing against his butt. The cub had just finished removing his clothes when he felt furry wet arms encircle and lift him up, and then he was flying through the air before landing in the water with a splash. He and his daddy tussled in the water for a bit before grabbing their clothes and walking back to the now ready campsite, shaking the water out of their fur as they went.

At first surprised at the duo’s nakedness, Garth had quickly recovered and given an uproarious guffaw and immediately thrown off his own clothes. His level of fur was just as consistent on his large butt and balls, and the cub was reminded again of the size difference between his maternal Grizzly side of the family and his father’s Brown Bear ancestry. Just as Ryan realized he had been staring too long at his naked uncle, he realized the bear was staring right back at him with that same hungry look from the Jeep, and noticed the Grizzly even lick his lips once or twice. Adam missed the extended glances, as his top half was inside the tent looking around, with his butt in the open air and wiggling back and forth. Garth made a hushing motion to Ryan before tiptoeing behind the Brown Bear and giving the right buttcheek a hearty *Smack*. Adam had fallen into the tent at the powerful spank, and they’d all had a giggle fit.

Soon the sun was setting, and Garth got the campfire started in the site’s firepit. Between the warm spring night and the heat of the flames, none of them felt the need to put their clothes back on. Adam and Garth sat close together on one bench with their legs touching and whispering back and forth while letting Ryan cook and assemble s’mores on the other bench. At first Ryan pretended not to notice his father’s hand on Garth’s thick thigh or Garth’s big paw cupping and squeezing his father’s butt, but definitely couldn’t help but stare when he saw both of their willy’s start to plump up. He’d seen his father’s thing like this once or twice during their showers (he’d told Ryan it was a “chub”), but Uncle Garth’s was even bigger. Adam had looked embarrassed when he realized what had caught his son’s attention, but Garth had just grinned, and pointed out the cub’s own stiffening pud before whispering something to the daddy that made him blush.

With sticky s’mores consumed and the fire pissed out by all three males (causing another round of giggles), it was time to crawl into the tent. The child-sized sleeping bag had turned out to be overkill for the already warm night, and Ryan ended up just laying atop it. His father and uncle had said they hadn’t minded the warmth of their bags after they set up a noisy battery-powered box fan and actually zipped the two adult sleeping bags together. Ryan soon drifted off to the white noise of the fan, though he was woken up a few times during the night by animal noises outside, as well as what he assumed was the sound of the men tossing and turning in their joint sleeping bag (but that seemed to go on for quite a while…)

He had finally fallen into a true, deep sleep when a constricting warmth began to creep up his legs. Despite a dampness to it, it was welcome at first due to the increasing chill of the night. His sleepy brain assumed he was somehow sliding into his sleeping bag, and he even tried to shuffle himself a little deeper. The warmth made its halting, jerky way over his calves, knees, and thighs before Ryan felt something different. The 18-year-old had been sleeping on his stomach, but he felt his hips start to raise up as the hot wetness reached them and his paws placed inside the “sleeping bag”. Just as he started to realize something was amiss, a furry paw clamped down around his mouth. Something that felt like a giant muscular thumb began running over his private bits, moving his testicles back and forth, playing with his willy, even running up, down, and poking into his bumhole. A deep “MMMMmmMMM” seemed to vibrate all around him, before he actually heard a loud *GULP* and felt more of himself tugged into the damp sleeping bag. More gulps started coming faster as the powerful paw muffling his surprised cries was also aiding in his slide.

Ryan was more confused than scared as the tight moistness moved up his chest and he felt the probe sliding over his stomach and nipples. His penis had grown stiff at the attention paid to it and his bum. Combining that with the total dark of the tent and the grogginess of waking, and the young bear just wasn’t sure what was going on. His lower body was now being squeezed hard to the point of pain, and he knew for certain that he definitely wasn’t in a sleeping bag. The cub felt fear start to overtake him as he began to put together that he was being swallowed down a throat. Had a predator gotten into their tent?
At the same time the cub felt his head leave the comparably cooler outside air and enter the mouth of whatever was devouring him whole, his footpaws finally escaped the squeezing pressure before splashing into some sort of liquid. As he felt the mouth close with the teeth catching some of his headfur, the tongue was moving all across his face. He heard another appreciative moan from the predator, this time vibrating his entire body. There was another powerful swallow, and he felt his body being tightly massaged and sliding down, with more and more of him entering what could only be the stomach.

The air inside was blisteringly hot, acrid, and foul. As his head entered the belly of the beast, the first breath of it caused the little bear to break out of his fear and confusion. He immediately began screaming and trying to push against the walls that were so tight against him, holding him in a fetal position facing down where he couldn’t even kick. He tried to reach the path to the throat he had entered from but couldn’t pry it open.  There was no light here either, and the teen panicked fully, hyperventilating and using up much of what little air he had in his struggles. He calmed for a minute when he felt everything shift sideways and what he thought were paws rubbing him through the stomach walls. He tried to push back in the same places to let the paws owner know where he was, but all he got in response was a chuckle that shook him. A chuckle that even through the stomach walls sounded a lot like his uncle’s…

Ryan tried yelling out to his uncle but got no response, just more rubbing from the outside. The liquid that had been at the cub’s front-half when he first entered the stomach was now at his side after the shift in position, even up against his face, and what had started as a tingle was starting to feel more like the pins and needles of a limb waking up from sleep. The rubbing turned into up and down shaking of the belly. The liquid (already rising) was splashed all over the 8-year-old meal, accompanied by a gurgling sound Ryan was familiar with from resting his head on his father’s tummy after a giant Thanksgiving dinner… “digestion.”

The liquid was now getting all over even his untouched body parts, spreading the pins and needles, but the parts of his fur and skin laying directly in the liquid were starting to actually burn, causing Ryan to squirm even harder. He felt his world shift again as the owner of the stomach moved around. He continued screaming and trying to fight his way out of the tight sack even as he thought he could hear muffled voices through the heavy walls of skin and fat. Suddenly he found himself curled upright as his footpaws and legs were completely submerged in the acids, and he heard groans as a back and forth rocking motion started up. Where was his daddy? Had he been eaten by a predator too? Ryan cried even harder at that thought, starting to grow lightheaded at the lack of air.
Within minutes of this new splashing, his lower half was in more pain than he’d felt in his entire short life. He couldn’t even feel his toes anymore, and his legs felt like they were burning away. All of a sudden, a deafening *belch* sounded out and what little air remained immediately left the chamber. The constricting walls pressed into him even harder, and for a few seconds his entire body was submerged in the stomach acids. In his panic, Ryan opened his mouth and the caustic liquid flooded down his throat and into his stomach and lungs. But then fresh air returned and the stomach relaxed just enough for the child’s head to be above the liquid. 

The rocking sped up at this point, even as Ryan reached the peak of his agony. His willy and balls felt like he’d dipped them into a colony of angry fire ants, while his upper body felt like hornets were stinging him all over. He’d gotten the acids into his eyes and he thought they were melting out of his skull even as his insides started to dissolve from the swallowed liquid. He struggled as hard as he could, but couldn’t even scream anymore because of the damage to his lungs. The fight started to go out of him as the pain stayed at unbearable levels. He heard the muffled voices outside grow louder and louder, especially the rumbling one that vibrated around him. Just before he slipped completely below the acids, he was able to make out his uncle screaming “FUCK YES! FUCK YES, I’M BREEDING YOU WHILE DIGESTING YOUR BOY!” The pressure on Ryan’s body increased to the tightest of his entire experience as Garth squeezed his powerful abs as hard as possible, crushing the cub, breaking bones, and generating one final death spasm that the Grizzly Bear rode to a mind-blowing orgasm.
