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            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

    
      In the enchanting pages of Sapphic Ink, a small-town lesbian romance with sweet-but-spicy sapphic energy, Celine chases her dreams—until fate reunites her with a love she never saw coming.

      As tattoo artist femme Celine and cinnamon-roll butch Jemima collide, conflicting ambitions and big feelings spark a love worth fighting for.

      Can two women harmonize their passions and build the future they’ve both been longing for?

      

      This is a rewrite of a 2023 published book of the same name.
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      Celine

      

      The parlor hummed around me—machines thrumming, voices murmuring, that sharp tang of ink and antiseptic thick in the air. I didn’t need to look up to know this place by heart.

      "Walk-in for you, Celine!" The call came from the front, and I capped my inkwell with a practiced flick of my wrist. "Be right there."

      The girl in the waiting area was twisting her purse strap into knots. I leaned against the counter, arms crossed to keep my sleeves from riding up. "What’re you thinking?"

      She exhaled, shoulders dropping. "Something small. Meaningful."

      I listened, really listened, until her half-formed ideas sharpened into something clear. My fingers sketched the air between us, mapping it out. "Like this?"

      Her face lit up. "Yes. Exactly."

      The day blurred into a rhythm—consultations, stencils, the steady buzz of the needle. Each finished piece left that familiar warmth in my chest: I helped make this permanent. But as I wiped down my station, my gaze snagged on the window, the city lights smearing into gold streaks. My fingers itched for something else—open sky, quiet, the slow sway of wild grass.

      Mike nudged my shoulder. "Another day in paradise, huh?"

      I forced a grin, grabbing my coat. "Something like that."
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      The redhead in my chair had that restless energy I recognised. "Ready?"

      She nodded, eyes bright. "Do your worst."

      I laughed, dipping my needle. The first lines took shape, smooth and sure, but my mind was already miles away—somewhere green, where the air smelled of earth and rain.

      "Celine!" Sarah’s voice cut through. "Cover my shift tomorrow? Family emergency."

      "Got it." I didn’t even glance up.

      "Thanks—you’re a saint." She blew me a kiss before vanishing.

      Jack leaned against the counter, arms folded. "Ever think about bailing on this madness? Going back to the sticks?"

      My hand stilled. "Every damn day."

      "But?"

      I exhaled. "But I’ve got roots here. Clients. This." I gestured at the parlor, the buzz and chaos of it.

      "Who says you can’t have both?" He grinned. "Pack up that fancy machine of yours. Take the show on the road."

      The idea hit like a spark. I shook my head, but my pulse jumped. "You’re insane."

      "Maybe." He winked. "Or maybe you’re just scared."

      I flipped him off, but the thought stuck, burning brighter with every line I inked.
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      Three days later, I was mid-shading a sleeve when Marco’s words from last night echoed back: "Why the hell not?"

      "Deep breath," I reminded my client, but my own was shallow. The needle moved on autopilot while my mind raced—van conversions, route maps, the way morning light would look through windshield dust.

      "Celine?"

      I blinked. The guy in my chair was holding out an empty water cup.

      "Shit. Sorry." I grabbed a fresh one, filling it at the sink. My reflection in the tap’s gleam looked feverish.

      Back at my station, I caught him watching me. "You good?"

      "Yeah." I exhaled. "Just… thinking about hitting the road. Taking my work with me."

      His eyebrows shot up. "No kidding? That’s badass."

      "Terrifying," I admitted.

      "Nah." He shifted, wincing as the needle hit a sensitive spot. "Sounds like freedom."

      I smiled. Exactly.
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      My lunch break turned into a deep dive down a rabbit hole—licenses, mobile setups, van models with enough headroom for my lanky arse. Marco slid onto the stool beside me, chin propped on my shoulder. "Planning a revolution?"

      "Maybe." I tabbed to a converted Sprinter, heart hammering. "What if I actually did this?"

      His grin was all teeth. "Then we’d better throw you a going-away party."

      Lucy materialised behind us, peering at the screen. "Oh, you’re finally doing it?"

      Julia appeared next, arms crossed. "About time. Just don’t forget us when you’re famous."

      I swallowed hard. "You lot are ridiculous."

      "And you’re welcome," Marco shot back.

      That night, I dreamed in highway lines and wide-open fields.
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      The last tattoo I did in the city was a mountain range, peaks sharp against a sunset. My client—some wide-eyed uni student—kept chattering about her gap year plans while I worked.

      "Done," I said, stepping back.

      She twisted in the mirror, breathless. "It’s perfect."

      I cleaned my station for the final time, the familiar motions bittersweet. In the break room, I dialled Izzy before I could chicken out.

      "Guess what I’m doing?"

      "Finally dyeing your hair pink?"

      I laughed. "Leaving. Taking the parlor on wheels."

      Silence. Then—"Holy shit, Cel. Really?"

      "Really." My throat tightened. "I’ve got to try."

      "Damn right you do." Her voice softened. "Just promise you’ll call when you hit the Scottish borders. And not when you’re halfway up a mountain with no signal."

      "Deal." I wiped my eyes with my sleeve. "Love you, pain in my arse."

      "Love you too, you madwoman."

      I spent final days checking inventory twice, triple-locking drawers, reorganising supplies I'd reorganise again tomorrow. The city blurred past between visits to the café where Marco had first shown me their portfolio, the park bench where Lucy and I had sketched designs in margins, the late-night kebab place that knew my order by heart.

      Each night, I lay awake picturing endless roads.
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      The parlor's neon hummed its familiar song as I stepped inside for the last time. Orange and pink light bled through the windows, catching on Anna's half-finished sketches, Marco's perfectly arranged tools, the walls dense with flash designs and photographs from clients I'd never see again.

      "Hey," Anna said, not looking up. "You're actually doing this."

      “I’m actually doing this." I leaned against the counter.

      Marco emerged from the back room, holding out a box. Inside lay sketches—dozens of them. My designs. Ones I'd abandoned, perfected, obsessed over.

      "In case you need reminding who you are out there," he said.

      Anna finally met my eyes. "You're going to find whatever you're looking for."

      "Bold assumption."

      "Not assumption." She crossed the room and pulled me into a hug that made my chest ache. "Certainty."

      I gathered my things slowly, dragging out each moment. At the door, I turned the key one last time. The lock clicked. Behind me, the parlor's lights dimmed to nothing.

      Climbing into my car, the engine rumbled to life. City lights fractured across my windscreen, then melted into darkness as I accelerated toward the motorway.

      I gripped the wheel tighter, feeling the weight of it—this choice, this leap, this terrifying beautiful thing I was actually doing.

      "Here's to finding my place," I whispered, and drove.
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      Jemima

      
      The golden afternoon light spilled over Fountain Springs as I leaned against my porch railing, thumb tapping an impatient rhythm against the wood. My town looked like something out of a postcard—cobblestone streets winding past flower-draped cottages, the air thick with the scent of honeysuckle and fresh bread from the bakery. Normally it soothed me. Today it just made me restless.

      "Morning, Jemima!" Mrs. Thompson’s voice cut through my thoughts, her wave as bright as the geraniums spilling from her window boxes.

      I forced a smile. "Beautiful day, isn’t it?" The words came automatically, my gaze already flicking back to the empty street. Where the hell was she?

      Tom’s laugh boomed from the café doorway. "Your usual waiting inside when you’re ready!" He wiped his hands on his apron, eyeing me with that knowing look that said he’d seen me pace this exact stretch of pavement a dozen times this week.

      "Thanks, Tom." My voice came out tighter than I meant. I exhaled hard through my nose. Get a grip. She’s just a friend. A talented, infuriatingly charming friend who’d been living in my DMs for months and was now—finally—pulling into my driveway.

      The SUV’s engine cut with a quiet purr. My pulse didn’t.

      Celine unfolded herself from the driver’s seat like she had all the time in the world, stretching arms overhead in a way that made her tank ride up just enough to flash
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