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Chapter One: The Laundromat Gospel


[image: ]




There was something about the hum of old dryers and the scent of dollar store detergent that made the truth easier to say.

Every Tuesday night at 10:00 p.m., the Spin Cycle Laundromat on 145th and Sheridan turned into confession hour for three women with nothing in common—except a dream of being more than what they were.

Tasha was sprawled across a cracked plastic bench, her RadioShack polo half-buttoned and her sneakers kicked off. Her wig, a stiff, synthetic bob she named Beyoncé out of pure delusion, sat lopsided on her head. She held a greasy slice of pizza in one hand and an open audition rejection email on her phone in the other.

“Apparently, I ‘lack the emotional depth for a leading role,’” she muttered, biting into the slice. “But I nailed that crying scene. My left eye teared up and everything.”

Maribel, perched on a folding table like she was posing for a low-budget lifestyle shoot, rolled her eyes. “Girl, you cried because the director looked like your ex.”

“Exactly,” Tasha said, chewing. “Emotional depth.”

Across from them, Keisha loaded a basket of faded baby clothes into a dryer. Her face was tired—real tired—the kind that comes from getting six hours of sleep over three days and still waking up to the sound of your kid humming theme songs at 4 a.m. Her 6-year-old son, Zion, was non-verbal and obsessed with cartoons about construction vehicles.

“You two ever think about how broke we gotta be to be doing this every Tuesday?” Keisha asked, pressing the button to start the dryer. “Like, we turned complaining into a ritual.”

Tasha raised her slice like a wine glass. “To ritual.”

They clinked soda cans. Maribel sipped hers, checking her phone for the hundredth time. “You know what I was thinking?”

“Oh no,” Tasha groaned. “Not another tech startup idea.”

“I’m serious,” Maribel said. “What if there was an app that matched sugar babies with rich men—but with filters. Like, verified accounts, contract templates, crypto options, NDAs, GPS check-ins... Elite shit. No creeps, no amateurs.”

“Like Tinder with a tuition reimbursement plan?” Tasha said.

Maribel grinned. “Exactly. I already have a name. Daddy Warbucks.”

Keisha snorted. “That sounds like a Marvel villain who buys panties off Craigslist.”

Tasha laughed so hard she choked on her soda.

Maribel shrugged. “Y’all can laugh, but I’m serious. I’m tired of scraping for tips at Chili’s while some 50-year-old tech bro slips his card to girls half my size and double my bills.”

They went quiet.

Tasha stared at the ceiling. “What would it even take for someone like us to live like that? No more nine-to-fives. No more bouncing rent checks. Just... freedom.”

Keisha leaned against the dryer. “A miracle.”

“No,” Maribel said. “Just a decision.”

The hum of the laundromat filled the silence.

Across the street, a black Escalade idled under a flickering streetlight. Tinted windows. Chrome rims. A man in a gold watch stepped out, checking his phone. He wasn’t watching them, but he didn’t have to.

Opportunity doesn’t knock in neighborhoods like this. It waits. It flashes. It tempts.

Back inside, Tasha stared at her phone, then at Maribel. “Let’s say we did this. Hypothetically. What’s the first step?”

Maribel’s smile turned sharp. “You make a profile. You pick a name. You set a price.”

Keisha looked between them, unsure whether to laugh or walk out.

But none of them moved.

That was the beginning.

The night they stopped dreaming—and started planning.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two: First Steps
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1. TASHA – “The Curtain Call”

The RadioShack on 183rd looked like a time capsule from 2002. Dusty shelves. Yellowing posters. A broken security monitor that played static like it was haunted. Tasha sat behind the counter in her red polo, watching YouTube monologues on her phone and mouthing the words.

“—and if you touch me again, I swear to God—”

“Excuse me,” said a man holding a microwave. “Do these come with a warranty?”

Tasha blinked, dropped character. “Sure. If you don’t microwave batteries or something.”

He frowned, walked away.

She sighed. Another day, another ounce of her dream slipping away.

After her shift, Tasha took the long train ride back to her mom’s apartment, still in the same childhood bedroom covered in outdated Beyoncé posters and acting competition ribbons. She passed her mother in the hallway—who didn’t even look up from her telenovela—and closed the door behind her.
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