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Chapter One

 


“Oh my goodness! Now this one I like,”
laughed Fleur, climbing up the steps onto a statue in the Botanical
Gardens. She slid between the legs of the man of stone and rested
her mouth over its extra-large penis.

“This one’s so much better endowed than the
angel with the long, curly hair we saw over there a ways.”

Ulric snapped a photo of her on his phone,
saying, “Sweetie, that was no angel. That was Eros, and trust me,
his behavior is said to be anything but angelic!”

“I wouldn’t expect anything else from the
God of Love and Sex!” She jumped down from the statue to look at
the photo with him. He wrapped his arm around her waist and tugged
her tightly against his body. He loved the feel of her soft curves
against his side. She fit perfectly there with her head resting on
his shoulder. Smiling, Fleur lifted her face up to his, and he
couldn’t resist dropping a teasing kiss onto the tip of her
nose.

Damn, he loved this woman with all her
quirks and teasing and bright, sparkling joy. Ricky couldn’t resist
giving her another hug.

Meanwhile Heath had kept walking, his gaze
on a statue down a short pathway on their right. Heath was the
thinker of their group, the one who made Ricky realize how
incredibly lucky he was to have these two people in his life,
broadening his horizons, and filling his heart with happiness. Not
to mention making his cock damn hard for them both as well.

“Hey, Ricky, you’ll like this one better, I
promise,” called Heath.

Fleur ran to see what Heath was looking at
and Ulric ambled along behind his two partners. He loved them both
equally, and as a triad they had some spectacular sex, but he
didn’t always understand their thought patterns. Especially
Fleur’s. He grinned, remembering when he first met them. He’d hated
having to go to that charity dinner. Then the three of them had all
been left sitting at the table when their tablemates got up to
dance. They’d started talking, and the relationship had exploded
from there.

And he did love them both very much,
although in quite different ways. Fleur was full of energy and
ideas. It was quite typical of her ability to convince them to do
what she wanted that they were all here today. While the idea of
spending a sunny Saturday afternoon walking around the Botanical
Gardens was totally not his scene, Fleur had wanted to come, Heath
was agreeable, and as Ricky hadn’t had any better ideas of things
to do, here they were. Besides, he was amused at Fleur’s
enthusiastic explanation that the trip to the gardens was all about
their names. She’d said Fleur was French for flower, and Heath was
a kind of plant, and gardens always had flowers and plants. Also,
Ulric means wolf and she’d heard a statue of a wolf was to be found
in the gardens. Maybe next weekend we’d better go to the
zoo.

Their relationship was still comparatively
new. Two months they’d been together and in some ways they were
still each finding their own place in the triad. Fleur was at the
heart of their relationship. She was so lithe, and pretty, and
bright, a bundle of wicked humor, sparkling energy, and as hot as
hell in bed.

Actually, even though Ricky considered
himself to be the leader of their little family, in many ways it
was Fleur who made the suggestions and got him and Heath thinking
about ideas and situations. Then, before long, they found
themselves doing things like walking though the Botanical Gardens
instead of sitting comfortably on the couch. Ricky snorted. Sitting
on the couch with his arms around Fleur, nuzzling her neck, and
sharing a beer or two with Heath was always enjoyable. He was quite
content just to be with them both. But this was good as well. He
couldn’t imagine not being with these two people now. They were
part of him, part of who he’d become since the three of them had
met.

Ricky grinned to himself and caught up to
the others. Heath was staring up at a statue of a woman wearing
nothing much, with one huge breast exposed.

“Climb up and kiss it, Heath, and I’ll take
your photo,” called Fleur.

Heath shrugged the backpack off his
shoulders and took a run up to the statue, catching hold of her
elbows and kissing the breast, before dropping back to the
ground.

The three laughed over the rather blurry
photo on Fleur’s phone, then Heath picked up his backpack and they
continued walking along the little path, which took another
turn.

“We seem to be walking around this
never-ending hedge-thing. I wonder what it is,” commented
Fleur.

Still another turn took them to the opening
in the hedge and a sign.

“It’s a maze! Oh, awesome. Come on,” called
Fleur, running inside. “Right or left?”

Ricky scanned the sign, but there was no key
to the maze there. “Likely we’ll be stuck here for a hundred years,
slowly starving and turning into skeletons,” he wailed in as
mournful a voice as he could manage.

“Our bones will be found by archeologists on
a dig in the year 2100,” added Heath in a sepulchral tone.

But Fleur just laughed, turning right and
left as they meandered through the maze. He smiled at her
rear-view, shaking his head at her joyous enthusiasm, and
completely unable to tell her he wouldn’t join them in this
adventure.

After half a dozen dead-ends, and just when
Ricky was getting tired of the game, they found themselves in the
center of the maze. There was a cluster of benches to sit on and a
fountain.

Predictably, in the middle of the fountain
was a statue of a man and a woman, dressed in long cloaks and very
little else, in a clinch.

“You know, people say art today is
pornographic, but when you look at statues like the ones in the
Gardens here, they’re definitely anatomically correct,” said
Heath.

“Oh yes. Just think of all the famous
paintings we studied in school. Most of them were naked, too. And
David,” added Fleur, licking her lips.

“David who?” Ricky wasn’t following her
conversation.

“Michelangelo’s David. Now, he’s
mighty easy on the eyes.”

“Didn’t the museum hang a fig leaf over his
cock or something so ladies wouldn’t be shocked?” asked Ricky.

“Yeah, because he’s not circumcised.”

“So what?”

“The real David would have been circumcised,
but the sculpture is from the Renaissance and European men weren’t
circumcised then, so I guess Michelangelo sculpted what he saw,”
added Fleur.

They talked about art for a while, the
conversation rambling as it does among good friends. That was
something else Ricky loved about his partners, actually how they’d
begun their relationship. The easy way they could share about
pretty much anything at all. Finally Ricky stood up. “Better keep
moving. We’re a long way from the bus stop.”

After a few false starts they found their
way out of the maze, Ricky having taken pains to memorize the
directions they took. They kept walking on the little path,
deciding that it circumnavigated the maze and would bring them back
to the main path.

“Oh look, another statue,” said Fleur,
jogging ahead to look at it. Then she shrieked, “Oh my God, Ricky,
this one looks exactly like you.” Ricky could hear the
teasing in her voice but was too far away to work out what she
meant this time.

Heath punched him lightly on the shoulder.
“Your turn for a photo opportunity, my friend.”

Curious, Ulric lengthened his stride until
he stopped in front of the statue. Well, damn if Fleur hadn’t been
right, although his nose wasn’t that long and his teeth definitely
weren’t that big either. But it was his namesake. She’d
mentioned this statue. It was a huge wolf, his head raised,
scenting the air. Ricky stepped up on the base, then launched
himself up to clamber onto his namesake’s back while Heath snapped
a picture of him.

As soon as Ricky was back on the ground,
Fleur grabbed both men’s arms. “It’s a sign. We should fuck
here.”

“What?” Ricky looked around them. Okay, no
one was nearby, but hell, they were in a public park.

“Sweetie, you know I’m always ready to fuck
you and Ricky, any time, any place, but why here? Why now? In
another hour we can be back home with a nice, comfy bed,” added
Heath.

“Oh, don’t be party poopers. I need
you both. Didn’t you say that other statue is Eros? The God of
Love? Added to these three statues of us, it’s a double sign we
should fuck right here and right now!” Fleur rubbed herself over
Ricky’s body. His cock instantly stood to attention. Then she
pressed her butt back against Heath, grinding it over Heath’s cock.
Ricky watched Heath’s eyes glaze over with lust and they both
grabbed Fleur to hold her sandwiched between them.

“I’m convinced, and it’s not like we’ve seen
any other people in this area of the gardens, but I still don’t
understand your reasoning,” said Ricky, trying to will his cock to
behave.

Fleur was always able to arouse him. She had
the hottest little body he’d ever seen, with her shiny golden
curls, big baby-blue eyes, and lush, rounded curves everywhere.
He’d never seen the attraction in stick-thin women. He wanted a
woman with stamina who could fuck and play all day and all night.
Not some fragile little princess who would break if he slammed into
her too hard.

“Isn’t it obvious? The maze is for sex.
There’s a man and women getting it on in the center of the maze.
Eros is overlooking the whole thing. Then on three sides of it
there are a man, a woman and a wolf. Heath, me and you. Besides,
you’re both hard,” she wiggled against them again to underline her
comment, “and we don’t want to waste that, now do we?”

“How about we take turns and the other one
can stand guard,” suggested Heath.

Ricky relaxed. “Ah yes, that sounds better.
I agree we haven’t seen anyone and it’s already starting to get
dark, but still, I like the way you think. I’ll be first watchdog.
Where do you want us to be, Fleur?” he asked.

“Ideally we’d fuck under our statues, but— I
know! How about inside the maze, in the center? Then if anyone does
come we’ll hear them and have time to get dressed.”

“Sounds like a plan. It should be easier to
find our way to the fountain this time, too,” added Heath.

Ricky thought he’d remembered the way out,
and reversing it should be easy, but they still made a few wrong
turns before arriving in the heart of the maze. Ricky eyed the
seats. They weren’t all that comfortable, nor were they
particularly wide, but he liked the option better than lying on the
ground. Now the sun had gone down it would soon get cool. They had
sweaters in the backpack Heath was carrying. If Fleur wanted to,
they could put them on the seat to soften it a bit.

Ricky took a seat facing the entry to the
path so he’d have plenty of warning if someone was coming.
Hopefully, the only people coming around here would be Heath, Fleur
and him. He snorted quietly and watched, licking his lips as the
others undressed.

Fleur unzipped Heath’s jeans
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