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About The Author




Eros (/ˈɪərɒs/ or /ˈɛrɒs/; Ancient Greek: ἔρως érōs “love” or “desire”) is one of the four ancient Greek terms that can be rendered in English as “love”. Eros refers to “passionate love” or romance. The term erotic is derived from eros.


Wikipedia

The Bacchanalia (or Bacchanal / Carnival) were Roman festivals of Bacchus based on various ecstatic elements of the Greek Dionysia. They seem to have been popular and well-organised throughout the central and southern Italian peninsula.
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She had slender hips that swayed like the trunk of Mrs. Cornelius’s palm tree. The only palm tree in the village of Normandy that had not fallen to the mite that had been killing off palm trees across the island of Redonda. Her breasts were bee stings and were tastefully covered by scraps of cloth held in place by fine strings. Her skin was golden as were her eyes and she held a confidence that drew the attention of every man in the room.

She, this slender, golden goddess was everything Lativia Johnson was not and would never be. It was the sight of this woman that had Lativia stop in her tracks and gape. How am I supposed to compete with that? She thought as she pulled that much closer around her a short silky robe. Lativia had selected it from the pile of robes above a sign that read ‘XL’ but it might as well have read ‘Small’ or ‘Extra small’.

In tugging it closer, the robe cinched in at her waist but didn’t do much for her extra helping of breasts. Not to mention the hem hiking up to expose her generous backside.

What was I thinking? she fussed as the woman with golden skin sauntered out of the room, leaving mere mortals in her wake. Mortals who seemed to barely register the woman before returning to what they were doing. Returning to why they were all there at an Eros Bacchanale.

A dark skin man with dreads who had looked up now returned his full attention to the pale skin woman who kneeled before him. Her pink lips wrapped around his engorged cock. He groaned, curling his fingers through her raven black hair. “God damn,” he grunted as she pulled away, a wicked smile on her rosy lips.

Is my curiosity that have me up in here, Lativia reminded herself. The woman pressed her breasts around the man’s thick cock and found a rhythm of stroking it as she licked the tip. As though sensing Lativia’s gaze, the raven headed woman looked across, then smirked before focusing on the man in front of her.

Shaking her head, Lativia scanned the small, dimly lit room. Her gaze fell upon three women who didn’t seem to even notice that anyone else was in the room. One woman was straddling the face of the second woman and a third had her face between the legs of the second. Their moans were in harmony barely heard above the music that was being pumped out through unseen speakers.

Why am I even here? Lativia asked herself for what must have been the hundredth time as she drifted through the rooms of a now-defunct hotel. The Royal Lagoon had been rented by the Eros Mas troupe to host one of its pre-Carnival events.

Bacchanales, Lativia reminded herself. She had heard whispers of it here and there, and she took her fast self to learn about the lime that only a handful of people knew existed. It wasn’t easy tracking down the information and the people in charge. Who would have thought a Carnival Queen would have been behind all of this... Lativia looked around the room which was no different from the other rooms she had entered. All this fucking.

“I don’t belong here,” she affirmed. It wasn’t that Lativia was a prude. Far from it, but... she sighed and walked over to the bar, behind which stood a light skin man flirting with a naked woman.

Seeing Lativia approach, he excused himself and walked over to where she stood looking up at the selection of liquor.

“What will you be having?” the bartender asked in a casual tone of voice that belied the fact that on the other side of the bar were two couples and four groups in various states and positions of carnal pleasure.

“The strongest thing you got,” Lativia said, trying to match his tone of ease.

A lazy smile crept across his face, “Your first time, huh?” When she rolled her eyes in his direction, the bartender chuckled before reaching for a bottle of Privateer Rum. “May I make a suggestion?” Instead of waiting for an answer he continued, “It’s best you keep your head on, they may have passed through all the red tape to get here, but it doesn’t mean, they won’t take advantage of an easy opportunity.” He had filled a shot glass with the rum and put it down in front of Lativia as though he had shared sage wisdom.

By the way he looked at her, she thought he was challenging her to down the lighter fluid like liquor. But he didn’t know Lativia Johnson and she scooped up the small glass and threw it back before slamming it down on the counter. “It doesn’t matter,” her gaze skimmed across to the woman the bartender had been talking to. “I’m not staying.”

And like that, Lativia made her decision.

“Really?” the bartender cocked his head to the side. “And miss out on all of this? You nuh see anybody you’d like to ride?”

Of course, she did, there was the guy with the bald head in the second room she entered with the bedroom eyes. And the guy with the beard in the room before this one. She had wondered if his tongue was that good based on the way he had a dark skin woman squirming to the point that he was holding her thighs wide open as he licked and... “No,” Lativia said with a shrug.

It’s not as though they would be interested in me anyway, she thought. In spite of the fact that the legs the bearded man held apart had some meat on them, they were nothing in comparison to Lativia’s. And the woman who was suckling bald head’s ball sac was a third of Lativia, if so much.

“Thanks for the drink, but it’s time I go,” she said with more conviction than she intended.

“Right,” the bartender said, not quite convinced as he looked over Lativia’s head. “I’ll believe it when I see it,” the smile he gave her left Lativia uneasy. But it didn’t matter as in half an hour she would be at home and she would tell herself that she was okay with attending just one bacchanale. Playing mas and taking part in T-shirt mas is enough, she now told herself.

As the bartender returned to where he was stationed before Lativia arrived at the bar, the naked woman didn’t appear to be bothered that he was taken away. Lativia watched as the woman leaned forward and they fell into a flirtation that Lativia was envious of. Could she? Would she ever sit completely naked in public and flirt with a complete stranger?

With a shake of her head, Lativia figured that they were probably friends or more. Then with a sigh, she turned away only to walk into a pillar of flesh and bone.

Stepping back, she took in the slender figure in front of her. Her eyes drifted up from a flat stomach to a muscular chest. He was slim with tight muscles and by the time she reached his face which was six inches above hers, Lativia found herself looking at the most luscious lips she had ever seen.

Biting her own lips, she wondered what it would be like to nip at those lips with her teeth. To feel those full, thick lips on every inch of her body. And by the way the corner of those lips turned up, he must have been reading her thoughts.

“Um,” she gulped hard and forced herself to look beyond those lips to meet the eyes that were above them. “I’m sorry, I... uh..” Words, Lativia, words, can’t seem to uh...

“I think I’m the one who’s sorry,” he said to Lativia’s breasts. “I was hoping to buy you a drink.”

Shock was supposed to leave a person speechless, but in Lativia’s case, it knocked sense back into her once rational mind. “The drinks are free,” she adjusted the top of her robe, but it did nothing to hide the fullness of her chest.

“Yeah,” those lips formed a timid smile. “But I could pretend I was buying you a drink.”

Is he? Lativia studied the man in front of her. If the woman who left the other room was a golden goddess, the man with the lips was a golden god. And for a second, for a brief moment in time, Lativia believed he was flirting with her.

“Right,” she looked around the room to see who else was in on this... was it a prank? Were they, whoever they were, bullying the odd one out? But everyone in the room was pretty much busy. Even the bartender was deep in conversation with the naked woman. “Well, I guess you were going to be even more sorry. I’m leaving,” Lativia gave him a tight smile and began to walk around him.

“Why?” he turned as she passed him.

Hearing disappointment in his voice, she looked up at him, “Because...” I don’t want to be the butt of someone’s stupid joke. “Just because,” without waiting for a response, Lativia hustled towards the door.

The room had become too hot, the moans of ecstasy too loud. Everything was too much. Too much to believe that a man like him would be interested in a short, fat Lativia Johnson. It was a cruel joke and she was not going to have any part of it.

Almost at the door, she looked back to see him watching her, his hands on his hips and a look of disbelief on his face.

With a shake of her head, Lativia looked ahead and now was faced with a wall blocking her view of the doorway. A wall of muscle with thick sturdy thighs, a twelve-pack as a six-pack was too few a description of what was in front of her. Looking past the broad chest and into the eyes of the man who now stood before her, Lativia thought, Where are these men coming from?

“Excuse me,” she heard herself say. “I... uh...” Words, Lativia, words.

“I know I saw you come in here,” a grin blazed across his face.

Saw? Was he? Was he watching me? Lativia peered up at him. Do I know him? Although on the small island of Redonda, everyone knew everyone, Lativia was sure she would have remembered this dark skin mountain of muscles.

No, no, no, this man is not looking at me as though... No, she affirmed. “Well, here I am and now I’m going.”

As she began to sidestep him, he stepped to the side, blocking the way.

“What are you doing?” she snapped, squinting up at a black version of Hercules.

“Nah, you’re not getting away that easy,” he crossed muscular arms across the expense of his chest.

“Say what now?” Lativia cocked her head to the side. She would have placed her hands on her hips, but she had learned not to trust the silky belt of her robe.

“You are not getting away,” he began to lean forward, then before Lativia knew it, he was scooping her up and was on the move.

“What the...” she began to struggle, but thought better than to end up on the floor. Although she had extra cushioning, it didn’t mean it didn’t hurt when she fell from a height. “Put me down,” she demanded, resisting the urge to snuggle in close to his strength and the heady cologne he wore.

“Soon enough,” there was humour in his voice and Lativia was both surprised and impressed that he carried her with ease.

“Where are you taking me?” she spoke as though she was
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