
The mums’ 
curiosity club 

BOOKS ONE TO FIVE

By Floria Valentina

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © Floria Valentina 2025

All rights reserved

Warning: these stories contains explicit scenes of 

lesbian first-time sex, mums experimenting, talk of taboo kinks including rimming 

and extreme cum play, FFF threesome, lesbian panty fetish/sniffing, female orgasm, first-time pussy licking and female to male oral sex scenes.
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​book One: Kirsty
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MUM Kirsty, a slim brunette, early 40s and a teacher, from Scotland, was on edge, about to cum. Only this was different: the feel, the touch, this person knew what they were doing, despite it being their first time (allegedly, but she had doubts). Her teeth grinding, the most surreal experience and orgasm of her life; her dream fantasy, a threesome, now a reality. Unlike anything she had experienced, the smells, the feel, the tastes. She bit her tongue and clenched her eyes; she couldn’t say anything but mercifully wanted to scream as loud as she had ever fucking screamed in her life. Two gigantic cocks, sucking and stroking hard, is what she had relentlessly fantasised about. Thick blasts of fresh warm man juice splashing her face, rubbing their cocks over her body, even the odd playful slap (or sometimes firm) on her face with their meaty shafts. Finishing with her, always in a state of ecstasy, sucking all the cum up, not wasting a drop, describing their taste, ranking their spunk (whose was the saltiest). All for them, though she didn’t mind swallowing (for certain guys she loved it), except when it was lumpy, and she had to chew it (drinkers, smokers, fast food eaters, the culprits). She had done it for years, even at university, and had gone on to sample many others since having her two kids; a range of tastes from salty to bitter (sadly, never sweet, though that day would come). Not tonight, this was a different first for her. Her first threesome. She didn’t have time to consider what was happening, or why it was happening (or whether she should tell this person to stop, go slower). A few wines the day before, a black thong on top of the laundry the next day, and her life was about to change. 

***
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A day earlier, they held their first ‘mums’ wine session. It was summer in New Zealand, the middle of February; a warm and dry spell throughout the country. It wasn’t planned but they needed a night to let their hair down; three mums (all two kids each), in their early 40s, shaking off their respective dark years, ranging from the bad to the nightmarish. Mel, a freelance reporter from Australia’s Gold Coast, had been staying with Dominique, a doctor from Christchurch (known as Dom), after breaking up with her husband, Simon. Normally so positive, like a bouncy rainbow, her husband, or The Prick, had cheated on her several times. She had cruelly found out after giving him a blowjob (she thought her best yet), an attempt to spice things up before going to NZ. She swallowed, but didn’t enjoy (she never did, not of his anyway; he was a drinker). Then the text came during the act: it was another woman asking when his cock would be in her mouth. She tried to pick herself up and always had a smile, but something wasn’t right, an undercurrent of sadness casting a shadow over her. Dom had also been experiencing issues; her husband had been away a lot for work, their relationship had stuttered, and he barely spoke to her. No sex in many months, which Dom had mentioned in passing. Kirsty’s was the nightmare: two guys cheated on her within the past two years, one she was engaged to (she only found out weeks before the wedding), and another treated her like dirt before she caught him with his cock up some girl’s ass - in her own bed. Also, to cap it off, her luggage had been lost while travelling to NZ, a trip which she hoped would be the start of things turning around. The worst thing is she had bought some fancy new underwear, one thing to make herself feel better, and even to share photos with Eddie, a childhood friend of Dom’s and her best friend over the past two years; always one to smile at her, laugh or make her feel better. Give him something decent to wank over. He deserved it.

The night had started tame, a few glasses of NZ Chardonnay, talk of travel, the sights Kirsty should see, the importance of sunscreen, before Mel noticed Kirsty’s face when she mentioned relationships. It soured; she couldn’t hide it. 

‘You okay, Kirsty?’ Mel’s caring, sweet voice asked.

‘Sorry, it’s been a really crap few years,’ Kirsty said, nearly in tears (jet lag and her lost luggage factors also). Dom, sitting beside her, giving her a brush, a little cuddle. She had spoken to Dom on WhatsApp (comfortable enough to message about her new lingerie, hoping to show off to some young men, or any man, Down Under), and felt like they had a decent digital bond. Dom, a doctor with a perfect natural tan, wore glasses. She had an athletic body and brown hair in a ponytail, and was easy to speak to. They gelled immediately, though she was always envious of her perfect life (her husband was also a doctor). Mel - also slim and with lighter brown hair straight down to her shoulders - she hadn’t met before. A few days in, she really liked her; she was happy, always smiling, and she was a little envious, but then Kirsty found out what had been going on behind the scenes. 

‘Things will get better. Don’t dwell on it; none of us should. Can’t tell you how bad my year has been, but don’t want to start a competition. Things will get better,’ Mel said.

‘Absolutely, forget about that asshole,’ Dom said, her tone blunter. 

‘My advice. Focus on yourself and that glass of wine in your hand.’ 

This brought out a gentle smile to Kirsty (ah, smiling, she thought, I remember smiling). She wasn’t sure how anyone could cheat on Mel, or why Dom’s husband didn’t want to fuck her every second. Both had girl-next-door beauty about them. 

‘You know, we should call this group the ‘Life Sucks Group,’ Kirsty said, her first glass of wine finished. Dom had finished her third, and Mel her first also. The second bottle was now out. Kirsty feared things could be worse with her guy than Dom had let on after she received a text, angrily looking at it, before switching her phone off hastily, throwing it down. A brave face, as in to say fuck him. 

‘Didn’t think it’d end up this way,’ Kirsty said, unusual for her to be drinking. The one glass was already having an impact.

‘What wouldn’t?’

‘My shit life,’ she said, a small chuckle. Realising she had sounded overly dramatic, but she did mean every word of it.

‘No more of that talk. From here, new rule: we talk about anything different. Men, cocks, cum, fantasy, go,’ Dom said, suddenly buoyant. Kirsty could tell she had sex on her mind, sensing it had been a long, long time. Her ears also pricked up (Dom using the C word twice, caught her off guard); she had definitely had a few too many drinks. Kirsty had to think; the last fantasy she had touched herself to? It was Eddie’s, not one to reveal tonight, and she let out a smile.

‘Ah, I see that,’ Dom said. 

‘What?’

‘That smile, you horny bitch.’ Mel let out a big laugh. ‘Dom, manners.’

‘Look at her, I want to hear it. Spill.’ Kirsty took another sip.

She was right, that was indeed a smile (she had, badly, tried to disguise it). She had not thought about her ‘life’ for a few seconds. A small win, but a win. Only this fantasy was too kinky to reveal here, especially to two women (one she had just met), who’d likely be turned off by the very thought, kill her buzz for it (yuck her yum, as the saying went). Another sip. Still, she thought about it, but no. Not even to friends she had known for years. She liked them, felt comfortable in their presence. Both beautiful, caring, smart and funny, but also no arrogance about them. She was sure they didn’t know how hot they were (how lucky their idiot partners were, or maybe they weren’t kinky, which surely had to be it). 

Nope, not tonight, she assured herself. No ‘spilling’ here (though a glass or two more, who knew?). She wasn’t going to say anything. Not for now, not until she got to know them, could she trust them. It wasn’t just men who had let her down; it was her family, her work colleagues and her girlfriends too.

‘Come on, spill.’

A shake of the head. ‘It’s too much, another time. Should we move on?’

‘No, my house, my rules. Go.’

She twisted; light-hearted peer pressure was getting to her. She was sure Dom wouldn’t force her to, but she was persistent.

‘Don’t judge me, it’s not really mine, but I’ve been thinking about it. A lot.’

‘Oh, and whose is it?’

‘I shouldn’t say. Or I can’t say, it’s not appropriate.’ 

‘Someone I know?’ Dom asked. 

Somehow deep inside, she wanted to spill Eddie’s fantasy. Very kinky, extremely hot. She felt nervous, on the verge of blurting it out, but he was their friend too (Dom’s for longer, Mel a work friend). Was it her place to say? She was mildly intrigued to see their reactions (likely disgust). She didn’t have any friends to talk about this stuff; it was all serious, though she was grateful. Wouldn’t it be great, she thought, to have two hot girls to share this with? Two girls she’d definitely be okay sharing with another guy, not just talk about sex.

‘He’ll kill me if I tell you. It’s someone you both know.’

‘Okay, you have to spill now.’

‘It’s actually Eddie’s.’
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Kirsty had met Eddie on a dating site; they never hooked up, but there was a connection – both in their personalities, they had fun in their chats, and their kinks. She was able to talk to him, one of the country’s top chefs and keen surfer, about anything, even the time she licked cum off her fingers after a guy fucked her (‘I tasted us both,’ she confessed). He was impressed, the first person she had ever told, and was rock hard (so he told her) immediately. He, in turn, told her the time he licked his own cum, self-described as sweet, from a girl’s pussy. Equally, she was impressed (lucky girl), got wet, and had a good, slow and long Play.

This is how Kirsty was introduced to Dom. Kirsty, just hitting her 41st birthday, hated looking in the mirror (not like there was a stage when she loved it). White in complexion (especially next to bronze Goddess Dom), she had black hair, a slender build, though not as toned as Dom’s. Wasn’t the biggest thong wearer, had a handful; preferred wearing nothing or at least lacy boy shorts, but with money an issue of late, they weren’t her top priority. Eddie was big on them, so always jokingly encouraged her to buy more, including the one she was wearing now: a bright red lace G-string (his favourite, both style and colour), size 6. She had yet to send a photo to him. It was his jovial ‘requirement’, not in a submissive way (though she’d definitely be up for that), for whenever she bought a new pair. A few more wines, she was considering sending one tonight, seeing how horny she got, how down on herself she was. His horny texts were a good way to lift her mood up after a crap few days, a nightmare two years.

Dom smiled, a big surprise to her, when she heard his name. Feeling stupid now, she regretted it. Must be the wine. Time to stop, as she lowered her glass.

‘Eddie’s?’ Didn’t realise you two had, you know?’

‘We hadn’t just talked about it.’

‘He involved me in a fantasy?’

‘Sure did. I thought you knew for some reason.’

Dom wasn’t repulsed; she even appeared flattered. 

‘No, didn’t have a clue, he never hinted he liked me in that way.’ 

She took a second before adding, in a shocked tone, ‘Eddie? I mean, now you mention him, he’s not a bad-looking guy. Okay, he’s hot, a nice body, but I just never thought of him like that, or thought he’d be one to even have thoughts about sex, let alone this kind of fantasy. He’s Nice Eddie, Polite Eddie.’

‘Maybe I shouldn’t say anything. You guys are good friends.’

‘Sorry, not getting out of it. Spill.’

‘Okay, okay, wow the peer pressure,’ she said, smirking. Nervous, she thought what’s the worst that could happen? 

‘Come on, Kirsty, we won’t judge,’ Mel said. That was the clincher, her soft tone prompted her. Convinced her to come clean. 

‘Well, he wants to have a threesome with you and me,’ she shyly said, motioning to Dom.

‘Oh, really? Well, to be fair, that’s standard for guys, but interesting, especially for Eddie, and with us.’

‘That’s not all.’

‘Oh?’ Dom’s ears pricked up.

‘I can’t believe I’m saying this. He wants us, as in you and me, to lick his behind area at the same time.’

‘Fuck me. Eddie does? A rim job? Polite, quiet Eddie?’

‘Yes. Sure does. He’s big into that, especially you.’

‘Holy shit.’

‘There’s more. Kinkier.’

‘More?’

‘Kinkier than that?’ Mel echoed, initially quiet during this confession of Kirsty’s.

‘He wants us to, ah, lick his stuff off each other after finishing.’

Kirsty took another sip, embarrassed, and immediately apologised. They didn’t want to hear this filth. Dom initially hadn’t said anything, taking a large sip. Kirsty was terrified she had ruined the night, awaiting their judgment. Mel, less enthused than Dom at Eddie’s kinks, looked shellshocked. She had known Eddie, too; they had worked together (also, to her, he was just plain and nice Eddie, not threesome, cum-licking Eddie). Kirsty realised he kept his cards close to his chest. 

‘I’d be up for that,’ Dom said, not even a hint of hesitation in her voice.

Her hands shaking, Kirsty took a little sip, her glass nearly empty; getting the sense she needed more wine and get rid of her inhibitions. Time to find out more about this last sentence (Up for licking cum off her? Eddie’s cum? Up for licking his ass? With her?) 

‘Would you really?’ Kirsty nervously asked (not convinced on the rimming, which she had never tried, but was definitely up for the cum cleaning).

‘Of course. Sounds fucking hot,’ Dom said, Kirsty, struggling to hide her smile. The look on Mel’s face caught Kirsty’s eye; one best described as a mix of surprise and bewilderment. Kirsty got the sense she wouldn’t be into this. Too sweet and pure.

‘Definitely doable,’ she said and smiled, before adding, ‘putting on a show. Would be hot.’

Kirsty wanted to scream Let’s do it, but tried to play it cool, still unsure if Dom was humouring her.

‘Think he’d really be up for it?’

‘Oh yes.’

‘Don’t think he’s mentioned sex once in his life. Guess you never can tell, eh?’

‘If he heard about this, he’d be on the next flight out here,’ Kirsty said, meant as a joke, but she also knew his heart might stop if she relayed it when back in Scotland.

The fun and honest night – revealing on many fronts – ended; all tired, a little tipsy, they retreated to their respective rooms, Kirsty on the couch, those two words ringing in her ears. Definitely doable. All she could think of was sticking her hand inside her fancy new red lace G-string and fucking herself silly with her fingers. She was soaking down below. 
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The others had been in bed a few hours. Kirsty lay on the couch, eyes wide open (jet lag a contributor), so tempted to slip her hands inside her soaking string (now, her only pair of underwear unless her luggage was recovered), thinking of Dom, her pussy (very likely bald), her moaning at the single touch of her small but eager and inexperienced tongue. She obsessed over her slit; what it looked like, how wet she got and her taste. Her pussy pulsated with every gentle tongue flick. Their soft and sweaty bodies were tight and intertwined. That’s all this was: a single mum’s curiosity. 

Kirsty struggled to sleep. Definitely doable. Unable to get those damn words out of her jaded mind; a guy dowsing them in creamy cock cream, licking it off each other. Kissing, sucking, slurping up every drop, their fingers soaked in spunk, stroking each other’s clits. Moaning, their salty lips touching. 

The couch was no place to stroke herself, not as a guest, not thinking of two girls she hardly knew. The temptation was there; Mel in one room, Dom in the other. She thought of them tugging their own clits (the least likely of scenarios). She resisted, her hands so close. She held a pillow up to her face, wanting – needing – to scream in frustration.

Barely a few hours’ sleep, and she woke up, the warm sun out. Ready to hop in the shower, embarrassed by what she had said (plus a small wine-induced hangover), but also intrigued by Dom’s reaction, a mixture of laughter, surprise and curiosity. She didn’t pour cold water on it, didn’t scowl her face in disgust at the thought of lapping up semen off her; the very thought that she was into it had sent her into a horny frenzy, one impossible to snap out of. 

Dom was at work, on an early shift (must have left early, as she didn’t hear her). Kirsty had arranged to spend a few weeks with Dom (her kids with her parents); it was Eddie’s suggestion to clear her head, have a few drinks, and sit on a beach (revealing cum-licking fantasies was not on her NZ bingo card). The first night, starting in a familiar downbeat fashion after her lost luggage, had taken a surprising turn. The happiest and horniest she had felt in a long time. 

Tired and her eyes half shut, she wrenched herself up. So tempting to finger fuck herself in the shower, thinking of Dom’s hands caressing her. She paused. Something caught her eye. On top of the laundry was Dom’s black silk thong, which she was obviously wearing last night, and in plain view, almost like it had been deliberately put there. That was silly, realising her sleep deprivation and jet lag were affecting her judgement. Don’t do it, she told herself, as the perverse thought of sniffing it had penetrated her mind. It was too much
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