Cheryl wasn't supposed to go into her parents' bedroom, but her mom and dad were gone for the night with her sister, and her big brother Collin had fallen asleep, so she figured it’d be okay as long as they didn’t find out.  She and her guests had been darting from room to room bottomless as a sort of game, since Cheryl had ruined her guests’ panties in the laundry.
Suddenly, something big and fluffy hit her face.  Hearing giggling, Cheryl flailed her arms forward to get it off, eager to identify the culprit.  "Claire! You..."  The puppy-girl was already swinging a second pillow at Cheryl's face.

"Lynnelle, come on, join us!" Cheryl cheered at the quiet girl. She grabbed another pillow and tossed it at the little fox, then noticed something shiny that rolled out from underneath. Curious, she immediately let her legs fall out from under her right in front of the object and bounced from a kneeling position onto her bottom, narrowly ducking beneath another of Claire's pillow-swings.

"What's this thing?" she asked, not so much expecting an answer as she was inviting the other girls to ponder it.  Claire tossed her pillow on the bed and leaned in to study the item Cheryl now held in her hands.  It was a weird, long shape.

"Is it a comb case?" the terrier asked.

"What, they have cases for those now?" Cheryl pondered, trying to confirm the theory by twisting it open, but to no avail. "Of course," Claire explained, "I brought mine over in a case, but that one looks a little different..."

"Oh, wait, there's a switch here." Cheryl could make out the words "OFF" and "ON," along with some kind of dial, like she saw on her mom's stereo set. "I think it's some kind of music play-eek!"

The device punished her by zapping Cheryl’s hand, causing her to fumble in a panic, slapping Claire in the face and catapulting the object across the bed. "Ouch! Why'd you do that?" Claire shouted from under her mitts. "It buzzed me!" Cheryl argued. "It was an accident!"

"Oh," Lynnelle gasped, finally seeing the object in full view from the other side of the bed. "I know what that is."  "Really? What is it?" asked Claire, abruptly forgetting about the pain in her nose.

"It's a...bibe-rater?" She seemed to be unsure.

"Oh, a...vibrator?" Cheryl tried to help her out before going into a rant over it. "Like, because it vibrates? ...Is that really all it does? You don't plug it into a game or anything? What's with adults and all their boring stuff!" She kicked it away a little further.

Lynnelle picked up the vibrator and clicked it off. "Yeah, vibrator! It's not for games but I like it. My daddy lets me use his when I'm a really good girl." Cheryl was confused. Claire seemed interested. "Really? How do you use it, then?"

"You rub it against your kitty."

Claire scrunched together her lengthy eyebrows. "...Monsieur Miaou-Miaou?" Cheryl could hear the servos turning the doll's head toward Claire when she spoke its name. "Uhn-uh," Lynnelle tried to clarify, "your girl-kitty, your p-...pagina?"

"No way!" Cheryl gasped, palming her little chubby mound as she thought about the buzzing. "Your privates? Wouldn't that hurt?"

"No, it feels real good!" Lynnelle bounced. "Do you wanna feel?"

"I...I dunno..." Cheryl said, bringing her legs together, letting her hand fall closer to her labia.

"Hmm..." Claire had her face contorted in thought. "If you can promise me it won't hurt, Lynnelle, I'll try it." In a quick motion, she brought her legs up between her arms and seated herself upright, spreading them out to fully expose herself to the smaller girl.

"Promise," Lynnelle repeated.  Cheryl crossed her legs and rested her head on her hands to watch, elbows on her knees.  She'd never seen Lynnelle speak up about anything like this, so she was really curious to see what the girl had to show them.  She was also really interested in seeing someone else's private parts so close, even though she probably wasn’t supposed to...

Claire covered herself with a slap, making Cheryl jump. "Hey, don't stare at it like that!" "What? You aren't wearing anything anyways, so why does it matter?" "I-I-if you're gonna look so close, I get to see yours too!" Claire spouted awkwardly, grabbing at Cheryl's thigh. "Ah! What are you doing, don't!"
Claire insisted. "You don't get to see mine if I can't see yours! Cheryl huffed, "Okay, I get it, fine!" She sprawled out similarly to Claire's position with her privates facing directly toward the puppy. She could feel heat rushing to her face as Claire gazed intently between her legs.

It was silent for a moment, save for the hum of the vibrator. The two older girls had fixated their eyes on the bodies of one another. At the corner of Cheryl's vision Lynnelle was hunched over, inspecting her own body, doing something with her hands, but Cheryl wasn't paying enough attention to know what it was. Finally, Claire began to speak, but it didn't make Cheryl feel any less embarrassed. "So...yours kinda looks the same..."
 "Y-...yeah..." If it did, then why was it so interesting?  Cheryl's eyes wandered to her own parts and she studied the area for a moment. "...I don't get it."
"What?" Claire shifted an arm closer to Cheryl.
"I mean, if they're the same, why does it feel different looking at each other's...?"
"...I don't know. Maybe-Ooh! Lynnelle, that thing's cold!"

"Sorry..." Lynnelle stuck the vibrator in her mouth, then desperately grabbed for the switch once she realized it was still on.

"Ew, you just touched my pee-hole with that thing!" Claire spat.  Lynnelle stopped working her tongue around the toy and pulled it out for a moment to say, "I'm making it warm." 
"But it's dirty now! Actually, we did take a bath--but still...!" 
"It's okay. Daddy licks mine sometimes, and I lick his a lot. It's not dirty." Lynnelle stuck the vibrator back into her mouth and positioned herself more directly between Claire's legs. 
"Wait, why do you lick...what! Why!" Cheryl was so confused. She couldn't believe how many strange things Lynnelle did with people's privates.

"It feels good.  Wanna see?" 

"I... I don't know," Cheryl answered. The thought of her friend's head between her legs, doing something like that...  It just seemed so weird.  Lynnelle probably just wanted to stare at her privates like Claire...
Lynnelle had turned the vibrator back on and let it lay at the base of Claire's mound. Claire cringed a little. "Oh, it feels so gross and...oh my..." Her eyes widened and she started to lift her hips. Lynnelle started to press the toy into Claire's lips slightly, parting them and rubbing against the pink flesh inside.

"Oh..." Claire's hips kept rising and her shoulders kept sinking.  She didn't seem to really be looking at anything anymore, just narrowing her eyes more and more as her head tilted back. 
"Does that really feel good, Claire?" Cheryl asked hesitantly. "Yeah... Yeah, it really does..." Claire sounded like she was genuinely enjoying the feeling, so Cheryl started to consider Lynnelle's offer seriously.

"...Okay, Lynnelle," she said. "Can you show me that thing?" "Mm-hmm," the tiny girl hummed. Lynnelle motioned with her free hand for Cheryl to spread her legs.  Cheryl complied and reclined onto the pillows that had been piled up behind her.  She watched as the younger fox girl leaned in, one hand on her thigh, and paused her head just in front of her labia.  Lynnelle seemed to be struggling to service Claire in her new position. "Claire," Cheryl grunted, "do it yourself so Lynn can show me this!" 

"Oh, oh fine," Claire mumbled, gripping the toy. "What's she showing you exactly?" she continued half-interestedly, not even bothering to look at the two girls.

"She's gonna...were you just gonna lick it?" Cheryl asked nervously.
"Uh-huh," Lynnelle said, "just gonna lick your kitty like this." She was already doing it before Cheryl could prepare herself. "Ah, jeez!" she giggled. "Go slower, I'm ticklish!" It was all she could muster not to kick or shove Lynnelle off herself.  It felt way too funny; there was no way this was supposed to feel the way Claire was acting like it did...

Cheryl felt like part of her was swelling up down there. "Lynnelle, I'm starting to feel kind of weird..." 

"Good," she said.
"Why does it feel like...I don't know..."
"Your pee-pee is getting bigger."
"Huh? You're just messing with me, aren't you? Stop it!" She tried to push Lynnelle away.
"No, really!" Lynnelle pleaded. "See?" Cheryl shrieked as Lynnelle squeezed something with a thumb and finger. "That hurts! What are you grabbing!"

"Your pee-pee. Girls got one too. See?" Cheryl had to angle herself a little differently to look past her belly. Lynnelle was still holding the little pink bit for Cheryl to see.
"...Is that really what it is?" Cheryl asked.
"Yeah."  Lynnelle leaned down and massaged the part between her tiny fingers with her tongue, rolling it just a little bit over her thumb.  Cheryl was starting to understand what Claire was feeling.  She didn't know why, but she really liked how this felt.  She was trying her best to contain the sounds that seemed to be fighting to get out of her, but it wasn't working.  She put her hands on Lynnelle's head as if to ensure that the blue-haired girl wouldn't stop what she was doing. Cheryl closed her eyes…
She heard a door open.

“Hold on!  Stop!” she hissed, shoving Lynnelle away.  “Claire, turn that thing off!”  The yorkie hesitantly obeyed and began to ask, “…Well, what is-“
“Shh!” Cheryl listened and watched the door which laid ajar, her arms between her legs to cover herself in case they were caught.  Claire had brought up one of her legs to hide her privates and the toy she’d been using, while Lynnelle had completely turned her body, legs spread in the direction of the door.

The girls froze.   He’d passed by the door.  Cheryl was pretty sure that he hadn’t heard or seen them, at least, but she started to get the feeling her brother would look in the room on the way back.  “I think we should sneak back to my room,” she said.

“Are you serious?” Claire huffed, “what if he sees us?”

“He will if we stay in here, just—come on!”
After a quick glance down the hallway, the three scrambled back to Cheryl’s room and the young hostess shut the door behind them.  It wasn’t long after they had heard her brother return to his room that Cheryl realized Claire had taken the vibrator with her.
It’d probably be okay to use it some more.
