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At first, his hand was on my hip — heavy pressure pressing me down onto the bed, fixing me in place and holding me exactly where he wanted me.

I felt the weight of him, the strength as his fingers moved firmly and decisively over the fleshy curve that sloped away from my waist and down toward my panty line. His hand stayed there for a moment, firm and decisive, then moved with a slow, flat plane up my side as if polishing a surface of marble until it came to rest against the rounded dome of my ribs. There it rested as the needle made contact just below the shoulder blade.

I winced slightly at the bite — the initial cold of metal giving way to the deeper, wasp-sting heat as it pierced the skin. The reaction was involuntary, a natural reflex my body took without consulting my mind first. That was true of my flinching, but also of what came next.

He had felt the flinch, knew I had recoiled slightly from the pain. Leaning in close to my neck, he shushed and comforted me, and in a half-growled whisper said,

“Steady, you’ll get used to it.”

Then, moving that hand that had been on my ribs in a slow downward caress, he added,

“Good girl.”

And I melted.

Despite the needle piercing my skin, moving with careful, measured swiftness through layers of flesh, I suddenly stopped feeling it. Instead, I felt a spark — an ember. A magnificent, white-hot flame that burned across my loins and then, like a forest fire catching on brittle tinder, raged up my spine, blazing across every part of my skin and setting me alight. It was a burst of adrenaline, sensual, sexual excitement I would never have anticipated, but it took hold of my body and shook it to a wakefulness I hadn’t experienced before — all with just those few words.

“Good girl.”

I’ll be honest — before I went to have my first tattoo done, I had not expected it to be an erotic experience.

My friends had warned me that what I was asking for was hugely ambitious for my first time and that perhaps I should consider something smaller. I had been warned it would be a lengthy process that would take several sessions, and that while it wouldn’t be unbearably uncomfortable, it was going to hurt. What nobody warned me about was him.

They didn’t warn me about how he would look, about the things he would say, or how the combination of those things — and the odd sensation of the needle teetering on the thin line between pleasure and pain — would lead to some of the hottest experiences of my life.

Of course, the main reason that first tattoo was so hot was him. Had it been anyone else, I seriously doubt I would have had anything like the experience I did. I’ll get to explaining exactly what it was about Dane that was so alluring soon enough, but it’s worth saying it wasn’t just Dane. It was mostly about him, but part of it was about me.

Part of what made the whole thing so unquestionably electrifying was the discovery — what those few hours revealed to me about myself. Things I had never known or realized, but which after that one experience I could never again deny.
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