"Momma, ah, momma!"
Laura heard her daughter call out for her, loud enough to hear across the house and through a door.
I thought we finished figuring out long division together last week, she thought, so now what?
But there was a pitch or maybe breathiness in the tone that made her get up right away. She didn't even bother to close her work laptop, instead rushing straight to the bedroom. When she tried the door, it wasn't locked, but it did take her more than a moment to push it open; several books which had been stacked up were now in a pile.
She found her daughter there, half-kneeling and half-lying on all fours, on the bed -- and being a very naked fox, too. One paw was between her legs, looked a little moistened; the lips of her puffy black spade deformed against it when she thrust and ground against that paw. The other paw was bracing her on her mattress. Her long, bushy tail was draped to her side; but it flicked a little when she would from time to time shiver, and again call out "Momma!"
"Kelley Anne Cooper! What do you think you're doing and why were you calling me?"
Kelley froze. A drip of something thicker than water fell from between her legs, joining a small puddle forming on the blanket. "Um! I kind of saw you doing something in the shower the other day, when I had to use the bathroom while you were in there. And you looked like you felt so good. So, um, I decided to try tickling myself in the same place on my body as you were. But it felt so good, and I couldn't stop, and then I started remembering seeing you, but it was more than remembering. Like, in my head, you came to my room and started touching me, and I felt even better! So, erm, now that you're here, could you? I'll tickle you back too, if you want!"
"What? No, Kel, I can't! It wouldn't -- how did you even --" Laura's thoughts whirled. Her daughter had apparently seen her having some "me time" in the shower, tried to imitate Laura, discovered masturbation all on her own, and now wanted to have sex with her own mother?
Gods know I wasn't innocent at nine years old, myself, but at least I had -- oh. Well, there are upsides to not having a twin as precocious as we both were, I suppose. Hmm. I certainly don't want her to imprint fully on me, but she's already having her first fantasy and it's about me, so kind of too late for that ... and from the look of her spade, I think her first heat is very close, maybe already here. I guess ... I'll help. This once. And tomorrow, Jack and I will start asking around about boys her age who are already on the pill, and then --
Her thoughts were interrupted by Kelley speaking again. "Momma? I -- I didn't do a bad thing, did I?"
"No, no, sweetie! Not at all. I was just -- surprised, and thinking, for a bit. I've decided that yes, I'll help you. But only this one time! Your father and I will be talking about it, and we should have something better arranged to help you soon enough. Between now and then, we'll discuss all together how you can get through this without more help from me. But as for today ... hold on, I'll be right back."
Laura left Kelley's bedroom to go to her own bedroom. She opened a drawer, grabbed a small bottle, and returned.
"A little something to make it easier for both of us," Laura said. "It's called lubricant, or lube for short. Anyone who helps you like I will be today should use some with you, so daddy and I will buy you some of your own as soon as we can."
"What's lube?"
"It's special slippery stuff. Remember when I put that goop on your muzzle when it got all chapped and dry last winter? This is like that, but for private parts. I'm going to put some on you now, okay?"
"Okay, momma!"
Laura squeezed some onto one paw, and with the other swirled the lube around to warm it up. "I need you to move your paw, Kel," she said.
Kelley did, and her mother inched forward, forward more, even more still -- until, at last, her slick paw met her daughter's slick labia. Then, taking a breath, Laura moved her paw in slow rubs up and down, back and forth, and all around the 'Y' shape of the folds of Kelley's vulva.
"Ooooh, mommaaa, your paw feels so good, even better than mine!"
Laura chuckled. "Silly kit! You're so cute. I haven't even gotten started; I'm just getting you ready! But, keep talking to me; it makes me feel good too, to hear you."
Kelley turned her head to nod at her mother, and continued telling her how she felt, as Laura covered every square millimeter, every bump and fold and crevice, of Kelley's spade.
"Mommy's finished getting you all ready. Now the fun part begins," Laura said, as she shifted her paws to start spreading Kelley's lips open with one, and placed the other just off the tapered edge, and ground with both paws, hard.
"Mommaa, what's happen-- aaaah!" Kelley shouted, losing words at the end.
"I'm treating your girl parts the way that they want, no, need to be treated. Lots of rubs up and down your slit; and even more at just the right place above, or right now below it, to give a lot of attention to a special part of you. Most of us canine girls, we have a fun little place deep inside the entrance to our private parts. You can't reach it with your paw, and it's even hard to reach with toys -- at least without ones we'd need to go to a special and expensive store for. You can forget about almost any boy knowing anything about internal clitorises, much less how to pleasure them. But your mommy knows." Laura spoke those last words while kneeling down and leaning forward to speak directly into her daughter's ear.
Then she leaned back again, and let her eyes roam. She drank in the sight of her pubescent preteen daughter quivering, tail and ears twitching, butt shaking, pussy leaking fat drips onto the bed. Laura smiled as she continued to paw Kelley off. When her shouts quieted again to coos and moans, she redoubled her efforts; when Kelley's shouts slipped towards outright yells, she backed off some; never did she fully stop, though. After several minutes of this, Laura saw Kelley's legs and footpaws begin to tremble in quick oscillations, and she knew the kit was close.
"It won't be long now, honey. How are you holding up?"

"Feels -- need to pee --" was all that Kelley managed to put to words.
"Oh, no, that's normal, darling, you don't have to pee. You're very, very close now to a magical experience called cumming. When it feels most like you need to pee, try to relax as much as you can! You'll enjoy it even more that way, I promise. And, if you do pee -- don't worry. I'll clean everything up."
"Ohh ... kayyy ..." Kelley's breath was often coming in great heaves now.
Still, Laura continued. Still, her daughter gasped, shook, moaned, and shouted.
Until, at last --
"Mommmyyyyy--!" Kelley started, but her voice caught in her throat, and then came out as a drawn-out whimper, making her sound like a little pup again.
When she heard this, Laura withdrew her paws from Kelley's spade, stood up, leaned over her daughter, scooped her up, hugged her tight, and held Kelley's legs wide apart to spread her spade, which Laura then lined up above the puddle from before. She felt Kelley's butt clench and her knees lock up; saw Kelley's ears stand tall and stiff; smelled the musk that had pervaded the room gain a sharp, bitter-salty-sweet note; and heard her daughter scream.
It was wordless, primal, and when Kelley's breath again ran out, this time not a whimper but a great big inhale followed. Then she screamed again, and inhaled again. And again, while thin off-white fluid sprayed out of her, soaking a wide stain into the blanket.
But, much as Laura might wish that this moment could become something more, could become timeless -- Kelley's orgasm came to end soon enough.
"Momma. That. Was. The best. I've ever felt. In my whole life!" Kelley yelled, and squirmed in her mother's arms. "Can we do it again? Or, can I make you feel that way? Please. Pleeeease?" Kelley looked up at her mother, her eyes wide and shining.
Laura laughed, deeper and longer than a chuckle. "Tell you what, kiddo. When your father gets home, maybe he'll agree to teach you. It wasn't just for the orgasms, but it might have mostly been for them, that I married that tod. He'll be thrilled that his daughter wants to learn."
