You would think I would listen to my dad about not getting tattoos or piercings without thinking it through. I mean, I did listen to him. Technically. I thought about whether I would listen to him about it or not.
	At home, Saturday mornings are reserved for cleaning. Dad usually cleans the apartment while I go to the laundromat to wash clothes. The bags on my back crinkled as I trudged along the scorching sidewalk, my shadow hunched over underneath me. My sweat slides its way down the sides of my face like water paint to a canvas. As I use my shoulder to push the door to the laundromat open, the bell above rings through the building like an echo in an auditorium.
I throw the buff bag of clothes in front of me and open it up. I scrunch my nose up because of the musky smell. I threw in a few quarters for the washer and pushed as many clothes into the cold slightly dusty washer as I could. I dusted my hands off and patted them on my pants.
	“All good to go,” I said to myself in a quiet, airy voice. I traveled over to the chairs lined up against the large windows of the laundromat and sunk into it, keeping an eye on my things.
	“Hey Jess, it’s been a while. How’s your summer going?”
I didn’t recognize the voice, but as soon as I looked up and over, I saw who had spoken to me.
“Adrian? Holy shit, what happened to your voice?” I stared at him, noticing the small details that had changed his look a bit too drastically.
As he stood in a black beanie, with a jean jacket, ripped jeans, and high-top converse I saw a snake peeking out from his jacket collar, as well as roman numbers hugging his wrist.
	“When and how did you get those?” I asked, sitting up in my chair from curiosity.
“For starters, Puberty. Need I say more? Second, I did them a few months ago. I started dabbling in tattoo art, so when a friend asked if I could do a few for them I figured I could make extra money on the side during summer being a tattoo artist with low charge.”
“Could you tattoo me,” I asked him eagerly. I didn’t think about it, I just saw an opportunity I could take.
	“I mean sure, I just need to grab the stuff from my car, I’ll be right back. Then we can talk about pricings for what you want done.”
	“Okay! Thanks Adrian, I appreciate it!”
Who was I kidding? I didn’t know what I wanted done. I jumped as the washer buzzed. I slid off the chair and opened the washer. As I took the clothes out and put them in the dryer, I saw my old neon dragon print hoodie I bought my sophomore year. I tilted my head to the side but continued to put the rest of the clothes into the washer while the first load started drying.
As I just sat back into my seat, Adrian walked back in, with needles and ink, along with other materials needed for a session.
“I’m back. I didn’t know exactly what you wanted to go for, so I brought more stuff than I probably needed...” He trailed off in some sort of embarrassment. Of what? I’ve no clue.
“Could I maybe get a dragon from my shoulder to my elbow?”
“You want any colour or just an outline?”
“I think an outline would be fine, is that okay,” I asked him nervously
“That’s fine, it’ll make this a lot less time consuming as well as less expensive. But let's get started. With the size you want the tattoo, the price will come to a hundred-But! For you Jessica Nieves, I will water it down to fifty,” He replied, winking and then smiling at me.
I felt my face heat as he prepped for the session. This wasn’t my ideal scenario to get inked up, but I did get a cute boy out of it. The light overhead flicked, showing the building's age, as Adrian rubbed my upper arm and shoulder with the alcohol and then with Vaseline. The smell was strong and intoxicating, filling my lungs, and burning my throat. He grabbed a stencil to get the outline placed on my arm and started the process. The buzz of the needle bounced off the walls of the laundromat in synchronization with the washer and dryer tossing clothes. The buzzer for the dryer went off, and moments later the washers as well, just as Adrian finished up the last of the tattoo. His black rubber gloves squeaked as he reached for the green soap and paper towel.
My arm throbbed; tiny bullet drops of blood seeped from my skin. He wiped antibiotic ointment over the freshly engraved tattoo and wrapped it in a plastic wrap.
	“You’re all finished Jess, take a look,” he said, finally speaking after a deafening hour and thirty minutes of silence. He held the mirror to where I could see the tattoo.
	“It looks really good! Thank you so much! What's your cash app so I can pay you,” I asked.
He typed in his username, and I sent him the money, which was well deserved. He grabbed his clothes from the dryer in the far corner and waved goodbye as he left.
How am I going to explain this to dad?
I gathered and folded the finished laundry and threw the final load in the dryer. I sat back in my seat and sighed. My own disappointment settled in. 
I forgot to ask for his number.


