
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Teacher and the Tattooist
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Chapter 1 – Lines and Ink
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The smell of fresh ink and jasmine perfume filled the small tattoo studio on Melrose Avenue. Rhianna leaned over her sketchbook, strands of dark hair falling over her eyes as she traced the outline of a rose—delicate but dangerous, much like her. The soft hum of the tattoo gun was her music, the kind of rhythm that made the chaos of the city fade away.

Outside, Los Angeles shimmered in the golden haze of late afternoon, the kind of light that turned everything into a movie scene.

The doorbell chimed, and Rhianna looked up, expecting another musician or model wanting an edgy design. Instead, a woman in a crisp white blouse and neatly tied bun stepped inside, looking very out of place among the tattoo posters and flickering neon.

Rhianna arched an eyebrow. “You’re definitely not my usual client.”

The woman smiled politely. “I imagine not. My name is Trinity Moore. I teach literature at Eastview High.”

“Trinity,” Rhianna repeated, tasting the name as if it were a line from a poem. “So, what brings a teacher into a place like this? A wild streak?”

Trinity’s smile wavered slightly, her posture still perfect. “Something like that. I’ve wanted to do this for a while. A small tattoo, something meaningful.”

Rhianna gestured for her to sit. “I can do meaningful.” Her tone was low, teasing. “But be warned, I charge extra if your idea includes infinity symbols or feathers.”

That earned a laugh—a real one. “No feathers. I promise,” Trinity said, loosening her grip on her handbag. “I was thinking of something simple. A quote.”

“Quotes, I can do,” Rhianna said, already flipping to a clean page in her sketchbook. “What are we thinking? Shakespeare? Rumi? Or something from your own wise teacher brain?”

Trinity leaned in, her eyes meeting Rhianna’s for the first time. They were a deep green—sharp, intelligent, and unexpectedly warm. “Emily Dickinson,” she said. “‘Forever is composed of nows.’”

Rhianna smiled softly. “Beautiful choice.” She began sketching elegant lettering, her hand steady, her gaze flicking up occasionally to study Trinity’s face—the slight blush in her cheeks, the way her eyes followed the curve of the lines.

“So,” Rhianna said, “where do you want it?”

Trinity hesitated. “On my wrist. Something small. Discreet.”

“Classic,” Rhianna murmured, standing and gently taking Trinity’s hand. Her fingers were warm, her skin smooth. “You’ll have to sit still. Can you handle that, teacher?”

Trinity’s lips curved in the faintest smile. “I manage teenagers every day. I think I can handle you.”

Rhianna laughed softly, the sound low and velvety. “We’ll see.”

As the tattoo machine buzzed to life, the air between them shifted. Trinity watched the ink glide across her skin, each stroke deliberate, each touch intimate in its precision. And for the first time in years, she felt something awaken—a spark she hadn’t realized she’d been missing.

When it was done, Rhianna wiped the skin gently, her fingers lingering for a second longer than necessary. “There,” she said quietly. “Forever, right on your pulse.”

Trinity looked down at the tattoo, her breath catching slightly. “It’s perfect.”

“Of course it is,” Rhianna said with a teasing grin. “You’re sitting in front of perfection.”

Trinity laughed, shaking her head, but her cheeks were still faintly pink. “You’re impossible.”

“And you’re too buttoned-up for your own good,” Rhianna countered, winking. “Maybe I’ll loosen you up one day.”

“Maybe,” Trinity said, gathering her things, though her eyes lingered on Rhianna just a moment too long. “But don’t count on it.”
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