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Introduction

“Wear short shorts and a crop top while washing cars? Give me a break!”

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

My boss told me that we were running out of customers. Gone were the days when we were happily riding the coattails of Pimp My Ride.

Nowadays, everyone’s a minimalist—and boy did that take a toll on us.

I could easily get a job as a mechanic in another place, but he was the one who took me in when nobody else would. Should I give up and let him down? Or should I say yes to his request about dressing up like a girl to entice our male clientele?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Carwash Cutie.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I WAS KNEE-DEEP IN WHITE and wood paint, transforming what used to be a masterpiece of flames and fury into something that looked like it belonged in a Scandinavian furniture catalog. Don't get me wrong, I'm all for change and turning over a new leaf and all that jazz, but this? This was a crime against car culture.

"Keith, make sure you get an even coat on that hood, man. It's gotta be perfect," Bobby hollered from across the garage, his voice echoing off the high ceilings and bouncing around the cars like a lost spirit.

I rolled my eyes but didn't bother with a smart comeback. Bobby was the boss, and more importantly, he was the only person willing to give a kid with a record a shot at something resembling a decent life. So, I bit my tongue and focused on the hood, making sure each stroke was as perfect as I could get it.
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"Perfection is overrated," I muttered under my breath, knowing full well that if Bobby heard me, he'd launch into one of his speeches about pride in workmanship and how it's the small things that make or break a business like ours.

The shop, Bobby's Rides, was a haven for those who loved their cars with a passion that bordered on obsessive. We did everything from custom paint jobs to full-on rebuilds. Or at least, we used to.

Lately, the orders had been... different. Minimalism, they called it. I called it boring. But it paid the bills, and in times like these, that was all that really mattered.

I glanced over at Bobby, who was knee-deep in paperwork, a frown creasing his forehead. The man was a saint, but even saints have their breaking points. Business had been slow, and I knew he was worried about keeping the lights on.

"You know, we could try advertising more. Get on social media, show off some of our more... unique projects. Might attract a different crowd," I suggested, hoping to break the tension that had settled over the garage like a thick fog.

Bobby looked up, considering my words.

"Might not be a bad idea, Keith. You any good with that sort of thing?"

I shrugged. "I can take a decent picture and throw some words together. Can't be that hard, right?"

He chuckled, the sound rich and warm, cutting through the cool air of the garage.
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"Alright, social media manager, add that to your list of duties. Just, uh, try not to get us banned, okay?"

I grinned, feeling a spark of excitement. "No promises, boss."

The day wore on, and I finished up with the car, stepping back to admire my handiwork. It was... nice, I suppose. Clean lines, a modern aesthetic. It just lacked soul. But it wasn't my car, and the customer was always right, or so they say.

As I was cleaning up, Bobby walked over, wiping his hands on a rag.

"Looks good, Keith. Really good. Thanks for putting in the effort."

I shrugged, trying to play it off. "Just doing my job, boss."

"No, I mean it. I know this isn't your style, but you did it anyway. It means a lot, you sticking around, especially now."

I didn't know what to say to that. Bobby had taken a chance on me, a nobody with a record and a chip on his shoulder. He saw something in me that I hadn't even seen in myself, and for that, I'd be forever grateful.

"We're in this together, Bobby. You took a chance on me when no one else would. I won't forget that."

He clapped a hand on my shoulder, his grip firm and reassuring.

"Means a lot, Keith. Really does."

Later that night, I found myself sprawled out on my bed, phone in hand, mindlessly scrolling through TikTok. I was on the hunt for something, anything, that could spark an idea to bring some excitement back to car customizations. The whole minimalist vibe was sucking the life out of our projects, and I was desperate for a change.

One video after another, I kept swiping, watching clips of cars being turned into sleek, soulless machines.

"Who actually likes this stuff?" I muttered, more to my phone than to myself. It felt like I was stuck in an endless loop of boring car mods when suddenly, the algorithm threw me a curveball.

A video popped up, not of cars, but of a carwash. And not just any carwash—this one had what looked like sexy babes drenched in soap suds, dancing around a shiny sports car. I chuckled, ready to swipe past, but then I paused, realizing something was off. Those weren't babes, not in the traditional sense anyway. They were dudes, decked out in heels, short shorts, and wigs, working it like their life depended on it.

At first, I couldn't help but laugh. "What the hell is this?" But as I kept watching, my amusement turned into something else.

Intrigue?

Admiration?

Lust?
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I wasn't sure. These guys were owning it, completely unbothered by any norms or expectations, and here I was, getting a kick out of it.

I dove into the comments, expecting a mess of hate and bigotry, but was surprised to find the complete opposite. Men and women alike were going nuts over them, praising their confidence, their style, and yeah, their sex appeal.

"This is insane," I said, a grin spreading across my face. I kept scrolling, video after video, each one more entertaining and eye-opening than the last. It was like falling down a rabbit hole, each click pulling me further away from the world I knew and into one I had never given much thought to.

As the night wore on, my initial laughter faded, replaced by a sense of... respect? Yeah, respect for these guys who dared to be different, who challenged every stereotype and did so with more grace and confidence than I could ever muster.

"Keith, you old dog, look at you getting all excited and shit," I joked to myself, though a part of me wasn't joking at all. There was something hot about watching these videos.

Eventually, my eyes grew heavy, and the phone slipped from my hand, landing softly on the bed. The last thing I remember before drifting off was how gay it was to grow something down there for fake girls.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD FLOWN BY since I fell down that TikTok rabbit hole, and I was back at the garage, working on yet another all-black minimalist car. Honestly, if I had to paint one more car in fifty shades of dull, I was going to lose it. In the midst of my internal rant, a glob of black paint decided to jump ship, splattering across my white wifebeater.

"Great, just great," I grumbled, eyeing the stain with disdain. Knowing how stubborn paint could be, especially on skin, I made a beeline for the locker room to grab some paint remover. En route, I passed by Bobby's office. He was there, slumped over a stack of papers, the very picture of gloom.
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Hesitation gnawed at me. He wasn't just the boss; he was a friend, and seeing him like this felt wrong. Steeling myself, I knocked lightly before pushing the door open.

"Hey, Bobby, you got a sec?"

He looked up, attempting a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes.

"Yeah, Keith, what's up?"

"I, uh, noticed you've been looking a bit down lately. Everything cool?"

Bobby let out a sigh, leaning back in his chair. "I don't know, man. It's like people don't want to pimp their rides anymore. Everything's 'minimalist this' and 'subtle that.' Where's the fun in that?"

His words lit a fire in me, and I couldn't help but launch into a rant.

"Exactly! It's like everyone suddenly forgot what it feels like to drive something that turns heads, that has a bit of personality. We're not in the business of making wallpaper here; we're supposed to make art!"

Bobby chuckled at my outburst, though it was short-lived.

"Maybe it's time I gave it up. Move on to something else."

The thought struck a nerve. "Hey, don't talk like that. There's gotta be another way."

He shook his head, defeated.

"I can't think of anything, Keith. Seems like we're out of options."

That's when it hit me—the aha moment.

"Wait, I've got something. Just... hear me out, okay?" I fished out my phone, pulling up the videos I had stumbled upon a week ago.
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"Look at this."

Bobby watched, eyebrows raised, as video after video played. Men dressed as women, washing cars, dancing, and just generally owning their space. At first, he didn't know how to react, but then, a genuine laugh burst from him.

"I get it. I see why this is trending. There's something... it’s really entertaining."

"Yeah," I said, feeling a mix of relief and excitement. "People love outrageous things nowadays."

Bobby nodded, his gaze thoughtful.

"Maybe you're onto something. But how do we translate that into car customization?"

"We'll figure it out. But first," I held up my paint-stained arm, "I need to deal with this."

As I excused myself, heading back to the task at hand, I couldn't help but feel a flicker of hope. Maybe, just maybe, we were on the brink of something big, something that could turn the tide for Bobby's Rides. And who knows? Perhaps there was room in the world for a bit more color, a bit more flair, even in an era obsessed with minimalism.

The paint remover stung as I wiped at my skin, but the discomfort was a small price to pay. With each scrub, I felt more determined, more convinced that we were about to embark on a new chapter, one where we didn't just follow trends—we set them.

Lunchtime at Bobby's Rides was usually a quiet affair, but today felt even quieter. No customers, no ringing phones, just the sound of a pepperoni pizza box being opened and the occasional car passing by outside.

Bobby grabbed a slice, looking more serious than one should with pizza in hand.

"So, I thought about it," he said, breaking the silence.

"Yeah?" I replied, curiosity piqued, hoping we were finally moving past the all-black-everything phase of car customization.

"We offer the car wash. By crossdressers. Call it Carwash Cutie."

I paused, a piece of pepperoni halfway to my mouth. "That's... actually a solid idea."

"It's L.A.," I added with a shrug. "We'll find someone easily."

Bobby took a deep breath, his next words coming out in a hesitant torrent. "Yeah, about that. We can't actually afford to hire anyone right now. But," he paused for dramatic effect, "we can afford wigs and, you know, other girly stuff."

I squinted at him, trying to read between the lines.

"Good luck with that, man. I'll be cheering from the sidelines."

He chuckled, the sound hollow. "Not me, Keith. My reputation's on the line here. I was thinking... you'd do it. No offense, but you're young, slim, and—don't take this the wrong way—you kinda look like a girl."

My jaw dropped, and for a moment, I forgot how to breathe.

"What the fuck, Bobby?" I managed, my voice an octave higher than usual.

"That's messed up, man."

He raised his hands in a gesture of peace. "Look, you held a 7-Eleven cashier at gunpoint. How bad can this be in comparison?"

His words stung, but they also hit a nerve. A different kind of nerve this time. Bobby wasn't wrong. I had been in tougher, scarier situations. This was just... different.

Seeing my conflict, his expression softened. "I'm sorry, man. That was over the line. I just... I'm out of ideas, and we're struggling. You know I wouldn't ask if I wasn't desperate."

He was right. Bobby was the only one who'd given me a chance when everyone else saw a delinquent. Now, he was the one asking for help.

"And," he added, "you'd get 20% shares of Bobby's Rides."

That made me pause. Ownership? In the business? That was... huge.

"I'll think about it," I said finally, returning to my pizza with a lot more on my mind than just lunch.

The rest of the meal passed in silence, both of us lost in our own thoughts. I couldn't believe I was even considering it, but then again, Bobby had taken chances on me. Maybe it was time I returned the favor.
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Later that day, the last stroke of paint glided smoothly over the car's surface, the glossy black sheen reflecting the overhead lights like a mirror. I stepped back, wiping the sweat from my brow with the back of my hand, and surveyed my work. It was good, damn good, even if it was another minimalist job.

As I stood there, a familiar tune started playing on the shop's radio.

"Water" by Tyla, the same song that had become the unofficial anthem of those TikTok videos I couldn't get out of my head. A smile cracked my usually stoic face, and it felt like the universe was giving me a nudge.

"So, what's it gonna be, Keith?" Bobby's voice cut through my thoughts, his tone a mix of curiosity and something I couldn't quite place.

Without a word, I started moving to the rhythm of the song, letting the music take over.

"You better not buy me cheap shit, Daddy," I joked, throwing a wink over my shoulder.

Bobby's laugh filled the garage, genuine and relieved.

"Wouldn't dream of it, baby."

But beneath his jovial exterior, I could tell he was nervous, maybe even more than I was. This was uncharted territory for both of us, a gamble that could either save Bobby's Rides or sink us for good.

"I'll ask Carrie to help pick out the stuff," Bobby said after a moment, his voice steadier. "She's got an eye for... well, for fashion."

"Carrie?" I echoed, pausing mid-dance move.

"Your Carrie? The one who can't even match her socks?"

"That's the one," Bobby chuckled. "But trust me, when it comes to shopping, she's a pro."

The music faded into the background as we plotted our next move, the car wash idea slowly taking shape. It was bizarre, sure, but excitement bubbled up inside me. We were doing something daring, something that could either flop spectacularly or catapult us into local fame. And strangely enough, I was okay with that.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

ANOTHER DAY, another car doomed to fade into the sea of monochrome monotony. As I mixed the paint, resigned to my fate of creating yet another minimalist masterpiece, the sound of laughter echoed through the garage. I looked up to see Bobby and Carrie bursting in, arms laden with bags that seemed to struggle under their mysterious contents.

"Didn't you get my text?" Bobby asked, a grin splitting his face.

I frowned, patting my pockets before remembering my phone was buried under a pile of sandpaper and varnish.

"What text?"
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Carrie bounced on the balls of her feet, practically vibrating with excitement. "Today's your makeover day!" she exclaimed, her enthusiasm contagious even as my stomach did a nervous flip.

Bobby chuckled, following her in.

"I swear, Amazon's gonna name a delivery drone after me. Robbed me blind, they did."

I couldn't help but laugh, the tension easing a bit. "Let's see if it was worth it then."

She didn't need to be asked twice. She beamed, setting the bags down with a flourish worthy of a magician.

"Prepare to be amazed," she said, diving into the first bag.

Out came a wig, long and luscious, the kind of hair I'd only seen in shampoo commercials. "For your diva moments," Carrie teased, holding it up to my head as we all laughed.

Next, she pulled out a swimsuit that screamed 'sexy carwash' more than 'beach day.' It was red, skimpy, and accompanied by a wink from Carrie.

"Gotta show off those curves you don't have," she joked, and even Bobby snorted.

The procession of items didn't stop there. Shapewear came next, eliciting a groan from me and a chuckle from Bobby. "What, getting cold feet now?" he teased.

"Never," I shot back, though the butterflies in my stomach might disagree.

Crop tops, short shorts, and heels followed, each item more outrageous than the last. Carrie held up a pair of heels that were so high, I was half-convinced they defied the laws of physics.

"For that extra oomph," she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

I eyed the heels warily. "I'm gonna break my neck in those."

"Don't worry, Keith," she said, her tone suddenly serious.

"I'll teach you how to walk in them. It's like walking in combat boots, but... completely different."

Bobby lost it at that, laughing so hard he had to lean against a freshly painted fender. I shot him a look, and he waved me off, still chuckling.

"Sorry, sorry. Occupational hazard."

As she continued to unveil her treasures, I couldn't help but get caught up in her excitement. There was something infectious about her enthusiasm, something that made the whole thing feel less like a challenge and more like an adventure.

"We're gonna make you the belle of the ball, Keith," she declared, holding up a pair of short shorts that looked like they'd been made for a child.

"Or at least the belle of the car wash."

I shook my head, laughing despite the nerves.

"As long as I don't end up on the evening news, I'm game."

Bobby clapped me on the shoulder, his expression one of pride.

"That's the spirit. Besides, how often do you get a chance to literally step into someone else's shoes?"

"High-heeled shoes, at that," I added, earning another round of laughter.

As we wrapped up the unveiling of my new wardrobe, I realized that this wasn't just about saving the garage or pulling off a crazy stunt. It was about taking a leap, about trusting in the people who'd become more than just coworkers. They were family.

"So," Carrie said, packing everything back into the bags with a level of efficiency that was almost scary, "are you ready to become Carwash Cutie extraordinaire?"

I looked at the array of items, then at Bobby and Carrie, their faces alight with excitement and a touch of nerves mirroring my own.

"Let's do it," I said, my voice steady.
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"Let's make this the best damn car wash L.A. has ever seen."

Soon after, Carrie led the way to the bathroom with an air of determination, bags of supplies in hand. "Hey, your boyfriend's here!" I joked, trying to ease the tension with a bit of humor.

"Shut up," Carrie shot back with a mock glare, her tone light. The moment she pulled out a box of cold wax strips, however, my attempt at humor quickly turned into genuine alarm.

"Bobby!" I shouted, hoping for some semblance of rescue.

The sound of hurried footsteps preceded his arrival.

"What's going on?" he asked, eyes darting between Carrie's determined expression and my look of impending doom.

"She's planning to torture me," I said, only half-joking. The look on Bobby's face shifted to amusement as he caught on to what was about to happen.

"Oh, come on," Carrie chimed in, wielding the wax strips like a badge of honor.

"How are you going to lure men with all that scruff?"

The session that followed was nothing short of a battle against my very dignity. Carrie, with a mix of sympathy and merciless efficiency, worked her way from my face to my chest, then my back, armpits, legs, and thighs.

Each rip was met with a chorus of "Ouch!" and "Holy shit, that hurts!" from me, while Bobby tried—and failed—to stifle his laughter.

"Think of it as a rite of passage," she said, her tone soothing one moment and teasing the next.

"A rite of passage to what? Looking like a plucked chicken ready for the oven?" I retorted, wincing as she applied another strip to my leg.

Bobby, now leaning against the doorframe for support as he laughed, added, "Hey, at least you'll be the smoothest chicken in town."

The ordeal felt like it lasted hours, though in reality, it was probably closer to one. By the end, I was indeed feeling like a plucked chicken, devoid of any and all hair that had once defined my masculinity.

"Alright, let's see," Carrie said, stepping back to admire her work. Bobby whistled, a sound that made me both proud and mortified at the transformation.

"I have to admit, you did a good job," I said, catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The man who stared back was me, but also not me. Smoother, sure, but also somehow more vulnerable.

"Thanks," Carrie said, a genuine smile spreading across her face.

"You're going to be a hit, Keith. Just wait and see."

As they left me to my thoughts, I couldn't help but reflect on the absurdity of the situation. Here I was, stripped (quite literally) of my defenses, about to embark on an adventure that was as terrifying as it was exhilarating. Bobby and Carrie's laughter and encouragement echoed in my mind, a reminder that no matter how ridiculous I felt, I wasn't in this alone.

Carrie spread out the gear for today's makeover with the precision of a general laying out plans for battle. The centerpiece was a red two-piece swimsuit, which she handled like it was made of glass.

Next, she held up something I hadn't seen before—a tucking gaff. "This," she said, holding it up for Bobby and me to see, "is for tucking. It helps... flatten things out."

Bobby and I exchanged a look that was part confusion, part horror.

"Won't that kill my balls?" I blurted out, unable to mask my concern.

Our laughter filled the room, a brief respite from the reality of what we were about to do. "It has to look flat," Carrie explained with a patience I was grateful for. Then, with a shake of her head, she added, "I can't watch this mess unfold," and left the room, leaving Bobby and me to figure it out.

The blind leading the blind—that's what we were. After watching vidoes, somehow, I managed to get the gaff on and then slipped into the red bikini. It was tight, uncomfortably so, but I guess that was the point. Next came the short denim shorts and a crop top, which made me feel like I was wrapped in saran wrap.

Bobby, ever the supportive friend, couldn't hide his surprise.

"Why do you look so... feminine?" he asked, his voice a mix of wonder and discomfort.

"Don't look at me like that, Daddy," I joked, trying to cut the tension with humor. It worked, sort of.

"Carrie!" I called, ready for her to see the fruits of our labor. When she returned, her reaction was worth all the discomfort. "Wow," she said, genuinely impressed. Kneeling down, she slipped the high heels onto my feet with a finesse that suggested she'd done this before. The wig was last, transforming me from Keith to someone entirely new.

I turned to the mirror, anticipation curling in my gut. The person staring back was confident, bold, and, dare I say, pretty convincing.
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"Not bad, huh?" I said, more to myself than anyone else.

The first few steps were shaky, and then, predictably, I tripped, sending us into another fit of laughter.

"You definitely need more practice," Carrie said between chuckles.

Despite the humor, the fall, and the strangeness of it all, I couldn't deny the truth staring back at me in the mirror. I looked good. Convincing, even. It was a strange feeling, seeing myself like this, but it wasn't bad.

Not bad at all.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS HAD PASSED since I first squeezed myself into that bikini, and here I was, about to face my wax day. Alone. The idea was to master this part too, make it mine, just like I had with the dressing up and the makeup. I was getting good, real good, but the wax strips still looked like instruments of torture no matter how you spun it.

"Alright, Keith, you've faced worse," I muttered to myself, standing in my bathroom, the cold wax strips in hand. The mirror reflected a determined face, or at least I hoped it did.

The process was... well, let's just say it was an experience. Each strip I pulled off felt like I was tearing away a tiny piece of my dignity along with the hair. But then, something unexpected happened. I started to get used to it. The pain became less of a shock and more of a weird badge of honor. And after, my skin felt so smooth, so clean—it was strangely liberating.

With my body hairless and my skin tingling, I realized I was actually into this feeling. It was a night before the big launch, and the anticipation was killing me. I needed a distraction, something to get me into the zone.

And I knew just the thing.
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I hit play on my stereo, and "Water" by Tyla filled the room, the bass vibrating through the floor and into my bones. The lyrics, now familiar, felt like a mantra, pushing me to embrace this challenge head-on.

"Make me sweat, make me hotter,

Make me lose my breath, make me water."

Dancing in front of the mirror, I practiced the sexy moves I'd been working on, each movement more confident than the last. I lost myself in the music, in the rhythm, in the sheer exhilaration of stepping so far out of my comfort zone that I couldn't even see the borders anymore.

"Make me sweat, make me hotter,

Make me lose my breath, make me water."

Laughing, I realized how ridiculous I must look—a guy in his bathroom, dancing to a song about sweat and breathlessness, practicing moves for a car wash. But for the first time in a long while, I didn't care. I felt free, unburdened by the expectations of who I was supposed to be.

This was me, Keith, the ex-juvenile delinquent turned car wash cutie, and I was damn proud of it.

As the song wound down, I stood there, panting, a smile plastered on my face. Tomorrow, I would step out in front of God knows how many people and strut my stuff, not as Keith the mechanic, but as Keith the Carwash Cutie. And I was ready. More than ready—I was eager.

The night before my big debut wasn't about fear or doubt; it was about acceptance and excitement. Acceptance of this new part of myself I never knew existed, and excitement for what lay ahead. Bobby's Rides was about to get a whole lot more interesting, and I was at the center of it.

"Bring it on," I whispered to my reflection, a final promise before turning in for the night. Tomorrow, the world would meet the new me, and I couldn't wait to see the look on their faces.
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The sun was already high in the sky the next day, casting long shadows over Bobby's Rides, which for today had transformed into something more akin to a theater than a garage. The makeshift dressing room felt like a backstage, filled with nerves and excitement in equal measure.

Men, curious and expectant, lined up outside, their murmurs a constant buzz that did nothing to ease my jittery nerves. I caught glimpses of their faces through the slats in the window, their expressions ranging from amusement to outright disbelief. The Facebook post had done its job, it seemed.

Dressed in the outfit that had become my alter ego's uniform, I couldn't help but feel exposed, vulnerable in a way that went beyond the physical. Bobby, sensing my apprehension, clapped a hand on my shoulder, his grin both reassuring and a tad too enthusiastic for my current state of mind.

"You got this, Keith," he said, his confidence unwavering.

"Remember, it's all about having fun. They're here for a show, and we're gonna give them one they won't forget."

Before I could muster a response, the door swung open and Carrie breezed in, a whirlwind of energy and excitement.

"Keith, you look hot hot hot!" she exclaimed, her eyes scanning my ensemble with an approving nod.

Behind her, a new face, someone I hadn't seen before. "This is my friend, Violet," Carrie introduced. "She's got something special for you."

Violet, with her easy smile and a box in her hands, approached me.

"I heard about your debut. You look great, but I think this will make your performance sexier," she said, opening the box to reveal a breastplate that looked startlingly real.

My eyes widened at the sight, a mix of surprise and a strange sort of curiosity taking hold. "Wow, I, uh, wasn't expecting this," I managed, my voice an octave higher than usual.

Violet laughed, a sound as comforting as it was infectious. "Don't worry, it'll be great. Here, let me help you put it on." With a professionalism that spoke of experience, she fitted the breastplate over me, adjusting it until it sat just right. And true to her word, it jiggled with every movement, adding a new level of authenticity to my getup.

"Just one more thing," Violet said, pulling out a bottle of adhesive.

"We need to secure your wig, make sure it doesn't go flying during your... more vigorous moves."

The thought of my wig coming off mid-performance was enough to reignite my nerves, but as Violet worked, securing the wig to my scalp with a precision that left no room for accidents, I felt a measure of relief wash over me.

The song, "Water" by Tyla, began to play in my mind, its beat syncing with my heartbeat, a reminder of why I was here, of the challenge I'd accepted and the people who stood with me.

"Make me sweat, make me hotter,

Make me lose my breath, make me water," I whispered under my breath, the lyrics a mantra that steadied my nerves.

As Violet stepped back, her work done, I turned to face my small but fierce support system. Bobby's pride, Carrie's excitement, and Violet's encouragement fused into a singular force of confidence that bolstered my spirits.

"Ready?" Carrie asked, her hand on the door, ready to usher me into the spotlight.

I nodded, my heart racing but my resolve steady. "Let's do this."

Stepping out into the sunlight, the crowd before me, I felt the persona of Carwash Cutie take over, a character as much a part of me now as Keith was.

Dressed in my alter ego—wavy long wig, breastplate that jiggled convincingly, a tight crop top, short denim shorts, and heels that made me tower with confidence—I waited for my cue.

Bobby stepped up, microphone in hand, and the crowd hushed in anticipation.

"Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, and everyone in between or undecided," he began, his voice booming over the speakers, "I present to you, for the very first time, the star of Bobby's Rides' Carwash Cutie—Kitty!"

The announcement was my signal. The crowd erupted into cheers and whistles, a wall of sound that pushed me forward. As I stepped into view, the persona of Kitty took over completely, Keith's nervousness replaced by a bold, unapologetic confidence.

The music started, a pulsating beat that seemed to sync with my heartbeat, vibrating through the ground and into my soul. "Normally, I can keep my cool, but tonight I'm wildin'," the lyrics spoke to me, echoing my own journey to this moment.

As the song progressed, I moved with a fluidity I didn't know I had, each step and sway of the hips an act of defiance and liberation.

"I'ma be in a dangerous mood, can you match my timing?" The words felt like a challenge, not just to the audience, but to myself, to embrace this version of me that refused to be boxed in or held back.

When the lyrics shifted to, "Can you blow my mind? Set off my whole body," I approached the bucket, the anticipation in the air palpable. Bending over, I dipped the sponge, the cool water a shock against my skin that only added to the thrill.
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Then, at the chorus, "Make me sweat, make me hotter," I squeezed the sponge over my head, the water cascading down in a deliberate, tantalizing display that drew cheers and hollers from the crowd.

With each movement, each drop of water that drenched me, I felt more alive, more vibrant than I'd ever felt. I wasn’t into men but I loved how I held them captive with my wet crop top and the breastplate that jiggled with every move.

The crowd's energy fed into mine, a cycle of exhilaration that propelled me through the routine. With every bend, every splash, I was claiming a piece of myself I hadn't known was missing. Kitty wasn't just performing; she was reveling in her newfound identity, in the freedom that came with stepping out of the shadows and into the full, dazzling light.

As the song came to a close, and the applause and cheers reached a crescendo, I stood there, drenched, breathless, and utterly transformed.

"Thank you," I whispered into the microphone. The crowd's response was immediate, a wave of applause and cheers.

As I stepped off the makeshift stage, Bobby and Carrie were there, their faces alight with pride and excitement. "You were amazing, Kitty," Carrie said, her eyes shining with tears of joy.

"Yeah, you killed it," Bobby added, clapping me on the back with a grin that said he'd never doubted me for a second.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

ARRIVING AT BOBBY'S RIDES the day after what I'd mentally dubbed "The Debut," I expected a quiet morning. Instead, I was met with a line of men and their cars, stretching down the block. Confusion morphed into realization as the murmurs reached me—"Is Kitty here today?"

Bobby and Carrie, looking equally flustered and thrilled, caught my eye as I walked in.

"Keith, you won't believe it," Carrie began, her words tumbling out in a rush.

"They're all here for... Kitty. They want their cars washed by her."

I blinked, the weight of my new persona hitting me with the force of a tidal wave. "But there's no show today," I protested, even as a part of me swelled with a bizarre mix of pride and nervousness.
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Bobby, ever the pragmatist, was already thinking logistics. "We didn't plan for this, but it's an opportunity we can't pass up. Plus, you're part owner now," he reminded me, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth.

I let out a breath I didn't realize I'd been holding. "Well, I guess it's the least I could do," I conceded, the weight of my words and their implications settling over me.

"Looks like Kitty's got some cars to wash."

The transformation process, once a source of apprehension, had become familiar, even comforting in its own right. With Bobby and Carrie's help, Kitty came to life once more, the wavy wig, the makeup, the outfit that had sparked a phenomenon.

As I stepped out, the crowd's reaction was instant and electric. Cheers, applause, and more than a few whistles greeted me, but it was the looks of genuine excitement and anticipation that caught me off guard.

"Kitty, can you sign my abs?" one fan asked, his request earnest.

I couldn't help but laugh, the sound light and genuine.

"Sure, why not?" Signing autographs wasn't something I'd ever imagined doing, especially not as Kitty. But here I was, marker in hand, scrawling my newfound alter ego's name on abs, buckets, shirts, and even a couple of foreheads.

The car washing itself was an exercise in performance art. Each movement was exaggerated, each splash of water a part of the dance. The men loved it, their laughter and cheers punctuating the air, mixing with the sound of the suds and the spray of the hoses.

Bobby and Carrie joined in, their presence a reminder that this wasn't just about Kitty; it was about what we had built together at Bobby's Rides. We worked as a seamless unit, washing cars and putting on a show that would no doubt be the talk of the town for weeks to come.

As the last car rolled out, clean and gleaming under the afternoon sun, I leaned against the shop's doorway, exhausted but exhilarated.

"We did it," I said, more to myself than to Bobby and Carrie.

"We sure did," Carrie agreed, her arm slung around my shoulder.

"Kitty's a hit."

Bobby nodded, his smile wide and proud. "And to think, this all started with your wild idea and a Facebook post."
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Later that night, exhaustion mixed with a wired buzz of excitement as I flopped onto my bed, the day's events replaying in my mind like a highlight reel. The adrenaline of performance, the cheers of the crowd, the satisfaction of a job well done—it all blended into a warm glow of accomplishment.

But now, in the quiet of my room, curiosity took over.

Pulling out my phone, I tapped into Kitty's account, a separate entity from my own personal socials, one that had exploded in popularity faster than a nitro-fueled dragster. The notification bar was a madhouse, a ticker tape parade of likes, comments, and follows.

"300k followers," I muttered, the number sending a shiver of disbelief down my spine.

Scrolling through the comments on the videos, I couldn't help but chuckle. They ranged from wildly supportive to downright thirsty, a manifestation of Kitty's widespread appeal.

"She's a star," I whispered to myself, a mix of pride and incredulity in my voice.

The direct messages were a whole other universe. Men from all walks of life, expressing admiration, desire, and sometimes a bit of both. It was overwhelming, surreal, and utterly fascinating. Each message, each notification was a reminder of the impact Kitty had made, a digital footprint that was both exhilarating and a bit daunting.

Riding the wave of Kitty's newfound fame, an idea sparked to life.

"Time for a little upgrade," I said, my voice filled with a newfound determination. Amazon became my canvas, the search bar my brush.

"Wigs," I typed, my criteria specific: bigger, sexier, blonder. Kitty wasn't just a part of me; she was a project, a work in progress that demanded evolution, reinvention.

Page after page of options scrolled by, each potential choice a new character trait, a new facet of Kitty's persona. I wanted something that screamed star power, that held the gaze and promised an unforgettable show. The thrill of the hunt, of imagining Kitty taking the stage with a new look, sent a jolt of excitement through me.
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"This one," I finally declared, settling on a wig that seemed to tick all the boxes. It was extravagant, cascading waves of blonde that shimmered with promise, the kind of hair that would make a mermaid envious.

Adding it to the cart felt like setting the stage for Kitty's next chapter, one that would be brighter, bolder, and even more breathtaking.

As I hit the purchase button, a sense of satisfaction settled over me. Kitty was more than just a character; she was a statement, a celebration of freedom and identity that resonated far beyond the confines of Bobby's Rides.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD PASSED in a blur of soap suds and laughter, each day blending into the next under the hot sun. Today, after another successful stint as Kitty, I found myself slumped in our usual eating spot, exhaustion seeping into my bones. Bobby, ever the observant partner in this increasingly wild venture, had laid out a feast that smelled like heaven—a spread of Mexican dishes that made my mouth water.
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"You went all out," I said, impressed and touched by his thoughtfulness. Bobby, whose Mexican heritage influenced his culinary skills, grinned.

"It's a thank you," he explained, handing me a plate piled high with my favorites.

"Business is booming, thanks to you. And I cooked everything myself."

His generosity wasn't lost on me, but what really caught my attention was the shift in his demeanor. Whenever I was Kitty, Bobby transformed into this... gentlemanly figure, his usual laid-back, jokey self replaced by someone more considerate, almost deferential.

It was endearing, but undeniably strange.

As we ate, the conversation flowed easily, yet there was an undercurrent of seriousness that hadn't been there before.

"How are you handling everything?" Bobby asked at one point, his concern genuine.

"This all blew up so fast."

I shrugged, trying to appear nonchalant despite the whirlwind of emotions I'd been riding. "It's a lot, but I'm managing. Kitty's a hit, and I'm just... trying to keep up."

That's when he did something completely unexpected. Bobby reached into his pocket and pulled out an envelope, pushing it across the table towards me.

"This is for you—a bonus," he said, his voice firm.

"You've earned it."

I couldn't help but laugh, the absurdity of the situation striking me. Opening the envelope, I found $500 staring back at me. "Is this my allowance, Daddy?" I joked, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

His response was instant and playful. He scooped me up in a mock display of strength, the action so surprising I could only hang on and laugh.

"Of course, baby. You want more?" he teased, the atmosphere charged with a tension that was new, unexpected.

For a moment, suspended in his arms, the world seemed to pause. The laughter faded, leaving a silence filled with unspoken questions and possibilities. Bobby's eyes searched mine, and I found myself caught in the complexity of our relationship—partners, friends, and now something undefinable, teetering on the edge of change.

He set me down gently, the moment passing, but the air between us remained thick with words we weren't ready to say.

Back in the rhythm of the car wash, with my new blonde wig catching the sunlight, I was feeling the groove more than ever. The music was my cue, and as Mariah Carey's "Heartbreaker" started playing through the speakers, I couldn't help but get into it. "Gimme your love," the lyrics pulsed, matching my movements as I sponged down the next car in line, the soap suds sliding off the hood like liquid diamonds.

"Hey, stop that," I laughed, swatting playfully at a fan who'd gotten a bit too bold, pinching my behind as if he'd forgotten the basic rules of respect. The laughter in my voice was strained, though; this was more than just playful banter.

But the guy didn't take the hint, his actions escalating instead of pulling back. My protests grew more insistent.

"No touching the Carwash Cutie," I said, firmness seeping into my tone, but he seemed not to care, pressing himself against me in a way that wiped the smile right off my face.
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“I said stop it, damn it!”

That's when Bobby intervened, his presence a wall between me and the overzealous fan.

"Back off," he warned, his voice low and dangerous.

"What's wrong with you? It's not like I'm violating her. She's not even a real girl," the fan shot back, his words like a slap, reducing me to nothing more than an object in his eyes.

Something shifted in Bobby then, something dark and protective. Without another word, he landed a punch that had the guy stumbling back, fear overtaking his bravado as he turned and ran.

Silence crashed down like a wave, the music and laughter dying away as everyone processed what had just happened.

"I don't want any other guy touching you," Bobby said, his voice rough with emotions I couldn't quite read. The look in his eyes was intense, revealing a depth of feeling I hadn't seen before.

I was stunned, the adrenaline from the confrontation mixing with a confusing cocktail of gratitude and concern.

"Bobby, I—" But the words wouldn't come, tangled up in everything that had just unfolded.

Before I could figure out what to say, other fans were clustering around, their concern genuine.

"Are you okay, Kitty?" they asked, their faces a mixture of worry and support.

"Yeah, I'm okay," I managed, though my heart was still racing.

"Thanks, guys."

As the crowd dispersed, leaving me to gather my thoughts, I realized that the day had taken a turn I hadn't anticipated. The playful, carefree atmosphere of the car wash had been tainted, a reminder that not all attention was welcome or harmless.

Bobby stayed close, his stance protective, and in that moment, I was grateful for his intervention, even as I wrestled with the implications of his words and actions.

"Thanks, Bobby," I said at last, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside.

"For standing up for me."

He nodded, a silent acknowledgment that what had happened was more than just a moment of conflict; it was a line drawn in the sand, a statement that respect and boundaries mattered, no matter the guise I wore.

That evening, the adrenaline from the day's events had faded, leaving a quiet in its wake that felt too heavy, too introspective. Still dressed as Kitty, I found myself hesitating at my apartment door, an unusual reluctance to shed the persona gripping me.

Inside, the mirror in my living room became the silent witness to my confusion. Staring at my reflection, Kitty's eyes met mine, searching for answers in the depths of a persona that had started as nothing more than a performance.

"What's going on with you, Keith?" I muttered, the sound of my own voice feeling foreign.

Bobby's act of protection replayed in my mind, the intensity of his gaze, the firmness of his stance. It had sparked something, a flicker of something indefinable, leaving me with questions I wasn't sure I wanted to explore.

"He's attractive, sure," I conceded to my reflection, "but I'm not into dudes."

The comparison was inevitable. Carrie, with her effortless charm and beauty, stood in stark contrast to everything I was—or thought I was.

"There's no way he'd choose me over her," I continued, the words tasting bitter.

"She's perfect."

But as the words hung in the air, the absurdity of the situation struck me. What was I doing, comparing myself to Carrie, questioning Bobby's intentions, when the reality was so much simpler?

"What am I talking about?" The laugh that followed was more scoff than humor, a self-deprecating sound that echoed off the walls.

With a sigh, I reached for the wig, pulling it off in a motion that felt like ripping away a bandage. The cool air hit my scalp, a physical reminder of the shift from Kitty back to Keith.
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"You're a dude," I reminded my reflection, the words a mantra meant to ground me in a reality I suddenly found constricting.

The makeup came off next, each wipe erasing a layer of Kitty until only Keith remained, staring back with eyes that carried the weight of an evening's worth of soul-searching.

The transformation was complete, the persona of Kitty neatly packed away until the next performance, but the questions, the feelings Bobby's actions had unearthed, weren't as easily dismissed.

Lying in bed, the ceiling offered no answers, only a blank canvas for my thoughts to dance across. Kitty had opened a door to a part of myself I hadn't known existed, blurring lines I'd always taken for granted.

And Bobby, with his unexpected protectiveness, had only added to the confusion, challenging me to reconsider what I knew about attraction, about identity, about who Keith—and Kitty—truly was.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD TWISTED and turned its way into history, leaving me standing on the precipice of something entirely new. Today wasn't just any day; it was the first time Kitty was stepping out of the shop's protective embrace, and the occasion was nothing less than Bobby's birthday.

The outfit was casual—for Kitty standards at least. A chic, form-fitting top that flirted with the line between daring and demure, paired with sleek, dark jeans that hugged in all the right places, and ankle boots that gave just the right amount of lift. The ensemble was topped off with a lightweight jacket that managed to be both a statement and an understatement all at once.

Rodeo Drive lay ahead, its opulent storefronts gleaming under the California sun, a far cry from the soap suds and water hoses of the car wash. My wallet, now comfortably padded thanks to the car wash's special service fees and a surprising—but welcome—influx of sponsorships from breastplate companies, felt heavy with potential.

Tom Ford's boutique stood like a beacon of luxury and exclusivity, its name alone enough to send a shiver of anticipation down my spine.

Before Kitty, I had only dreamed of stepping foot inside, imagining what it would be like to run my fingers across the racks of meticulously tailored suits.

But as Kitty, doubts crept in, casting shadows over my excitement.
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Would I be welcomed, or would I face the cold shoulder of judgment and discrimination?

Pushing through the door, the cool blast of air-conditioned luxury wrapped around me, a contrast to the warmth of the sun outside. To my surprise, the staff greeted me with smiles, their professionalism eclipsing any personal bias they might have held.

"I'm looking for a gift," I found myself explaining to an attendant who approached, her demeanor as polished as the gleaming surfaces around us.

“Tell me more…”

“Well, he’s a my boss…”

"For your boss, you say? What a lucky man," she remarked, leading me through the aisles with a practiced ease.

"What's he like?"

The question caught me off guard, Bobby's image flashing through my mind—his laughter, his support, his unexpected vulnerability.

"He's... one of a kind," I said, smiling at the thought.

"He believes in people, gave me a chance when no one else would. He's got this rugged charm but appreciates the finer things."

"Sounds like a man of depth and character," she mused, pausing before a display of sleek, modern suits.

"Something from here then—a suit that speaks to his sophistication but doesn't scream for attention. Tom Ford's designs have that... effortless elegance."

As she spoke, pulling a suit from the rack for inspection, I couldn't help but agree. The fabric was luxurious under my fingertips, the cut impeccable.

"He'll love this," I said, more to myself than to her, imagining Bobby's reaction.
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The transaction was smooth, the suit boxed and bagged with a flourish that made even this simple act feel like part of a grander, more elegant world. As I left the boutique, the staff's warm farewells ringing in my ears, I couldn't help but feel a sense of victory. Not just for finding the perfect gift for Bobby, but for Kitty— for me.

Navigating Rodeo Drive as Kitty, I realized, was more than just an exercise in shopping; it was a statement. I was here, I was seen, and I was accepted—not just as the Carwash Cutie, but as a person worth respect and dignity.

Moments later, holding the bag tightly, I parked outside Bobby's Rides, the dusky light casting long shadows over the familiar facade of the garage. My heart raced with anticipation and a touch of nervousness as I made my way to Bobby's office. Inside, I found him slumped over his desk, a somber look on his face that seemed out of place amidst the day's end calm.

"People must've forgotten it's my birthday," Bobby sighed, his voice tinged with disappointment. "I mean, I'm not a kid, but you know..."

I couldn't help but smirk, holding up the bag a little higher.

"Can't you see this paper bag?" I teased, hoping to inject some lightness into the moment.

His eyes widened, a mix of surprise and curiosity lighting up his face.

"Wait, that's for me!?" he exclaimed, his earlier melancholy forgotten as he reached for the bag with an eagerness that was almost childlike.

"Hey, that's worth a month's salary, treat it with finesse," I chided playfully, even as I watched him tear into the packaging with less finesse and more sheer excitement.

The moment he laid eyes on the suit, his reaction was everything I'd hoped for and more.

"This is my first designer suit," he breathed, a look of awe crossing his features.

"What do you mean people forgot it's your birthday?" I asked, genuinely curious now. The joy of giving the perfect gift mingled with concern for my friend.

Bobby's face fell a little. "Carrie is with Violet; they have this makeup gig in Calabasas. We were supposed to go and have dinner," he explained, the disappointment evident in his tone.

Without a second thought, I found myself saying, "I'll take you to dinner."

His head snapped up, surprise etched across his features.

"What, are you serious?"

"Look, I'm already walking," I quipped, heading for the door with a confidence I hoped would convince him just as much as it did me.

The ride to dinner was filled with a comfortable silence, a mutual appreciation for the unexpected turn the evening had taken.
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Sitting across from Bobby in Sur Restaurant, nestled in the heart of West Hollywood, was a surreal experience. The ambiance was alive with chatter and soft music, yet it felt like we were in our little bubble.

People glanced over at me, Kitty, their expressions filled with what I interpreted as 'you go, girl' looks. It was empowering, really, making me sit a little taller, smile a bit brighter.

As the waitress approached, her smile was warm and welcoming.

"He can get anything he wants tonight; he's the king. It's his birthday," I announced with a flourish, gesturing grandly towards Bobby. The joy that lit up his face was worth every penny we were about to spend.

Bobby, ever the modest soul, looked both embarrassed and delighted as he perused the menu.

"In that case, let's start with the seared scallops and maybe the filet mignon," he decided, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "And a bottle of your best red wine, please."

With our order whisked away, he turned to me, his expression softening. "So, how are things, really?" he asked, concern edging his voice.

"Well, financially, everything's good. The car wash specials and the sponsorships have been a huge help. But," I hesitated, the weight of my next words feeling heavier than I'd anticipated, "I don't know if I can keep up with washing the cars on my own."

His laughter was a balm, easing the tension I hadn't realized I'd been holding.

"Well, we can afford to get more people now," he said, his eyes crinkling with amusement.

"As long as I'm still the star," I shot back playfully, the banter between us as comfortable as an old song.

The food arrived in a parade of delicious aromas and artful presentation. The seared scallops were perfectly golden, nestled beside a vibrant array of vegetables, while the filet mignon was a masterpiece of culinary art, cooked to juicy perfection. Each dish was an invitation to indulge, and we did just that, sharing bites and stories with the ease of long-time friends.

Between mouthfuls of exquisite food and sips of rich, velvety wine, our conversation meandered from the mundane to the profound. We talked about the future of Bobby's Rides, about the possibilities that lay ahead for Kitty, and about the journey that had brought us here—to this moment of shared success and mutual respect.

As the evening waned and the plates were cleared, leaving only the soft glow of the candles between us, I realized how far we'd come. From the uncertainty and struggle of those early days to the unexpected fame and fortune that Kitty had brought, it had been a wild ride.

But sitting there, across from Bobby, sharing a meal in celebration of another year of his life, I knew that the real success wasn't in the money or the fame. It was in these moments of connection, of genuine friendship, and the unwavering support we'd given each other through it all.
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After his birthday dinner, leaning against my car, the cool metal a contrast to the warmth of the evening, Bobby and I were caught in that soft glow of tipsiness that makes the world seem a bit brighter, a bit blurrier.

"I like how you kept the design I made for your car," Bobby said, gesturing towards the sleek, futuristic lines that made my ride stand out.

"It's futuristic."

"Of course," I chuckled, "you're the best at what you do. Wouldn't dream of changing it."

The air between us was charged, a current of unspoken thoughts and feelings swirling in the space of our shared silence. Bobby's next words caught me off guard, his voice laced with something I couldn't quite name.

"You know, it's weird seeing you like this. I always forget that you're Keith."

His honesty struck a chord, and before I could stop myself, I found myself confessing, "Lately, I've been enjoying dressing up...connecting more with Kitty, even at home." The admission felt like a confession, revealing a part of myself I was still coming to terms with.

The tension between us thickened, almost tangible in the cool night air.

"I've been thinking about you...weirdly," I added, my voice barely above a whisper, laden with an uncertainty that mirrored my internal turmoil.

For a moment, it felt like the world held its breath, the space between us charged with a thousand possibilities. We leaned in, drawn by a force neither of us could resist nor fully understand, our lips inches apart, the promise of what could be hanging delicately in the balance.

But then, he pulled back, a small smile playing on his lips, though his eyes held a weight of unspoken words. "We have an early day tomorrow," he said, the excuse hanging in the air between us, fragile and unconvincing.

“So, my condo’s near here, I’ll just walk… good night, and thanks for dinner!”

"Shit, what was that about?" I muttered to myself as I watched him walk away, the moment lost. Concentrating on driving, I pushed the swirling thoughts and what-ifs to the back of my mind, the car's headlights cutting through the darkness, guiding me home.

Later, in bed, sleep remained an elusive companion. I tossed and turned, the events of the evening replaying in a loop, each near-touch and almost-kiss fanning the flames of a question I hadn't dared to ask myself until now.

Could it be love?

With each passing hour, the confusion only deepened, a tangled web of emotions that refused to be unraveled. Kitty, Bobby, Keith—where did one end and the other begin? And more importantly, where did my feelings for Bobby fit into this ever-shifting puzzle?

The night stretched on, a silent witness to my inner turmoil.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD WHISKED by since the night that lingered in my memory like a dream half-remembered, each day at Bobby's Rides bringing its own brand of routine and chaos. Today, however, promised a shake-up with the arrival of a new applicant, someone who could potentially stand alongside me in the whirlwind that had become my life.

She introduced herself as Ginger, a femboy with a presence that filled the room the moment she stepped through the door. Her flamboyance was not just in her demeanor but in every fiber of her being, from her vibrant red hair that cascaded down her shoulders in a waterfall of curls to her meticulously done makeup that accentuated her features, striking a balance between bold and delicate.

Ginger's outfit was proof of her confidence—a glittering crop top paired with high-waisted shorts that showed off her legs, adorned in fishnet stockings, and platform boots that added inches to her stature and an undeniable swagger to her step.
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The music she chose for her audition was as vivacious as she was, "Don't Stop Me Now" by Queen, a track that vibrated with energy and defiance. And as the first notes filled the air, Ginger moved with a grace and vitality that was infectious.

Her dance wasn't just movement; it was a statement, a celebration of self that demanded attention.

Bobby and I exchanged looks, a mutual understanding passing between us without a word. Ginger was more than just impressive; she was a force, one that would fit right into the fabric of what we were building.

"I thought Carrie's coming today to see the applicant," I remarked once the applause had died down and we'd offered Ginger the position, which she accepted with a mix of joy and gratitude that was touching to witness.

"Yeah, me too," Bobby replied, his voice tinged with disappointment.

"But she blew me off again. Lately, she's been flakey."

I nodded, unsure of what to say. My mind was elsewhere, tangled in a web of questions and anxieties that had led me to make an appointment I hadn't mentioned to anyone, not even Bobby.

"Listen, I've got to head out," I said after a moment, my tone casual despite the turmoil inside.

"I've got an appointment."

Bobby's brow furrowed with concern, but he didn't press.

"Alright, take care, Kitty," he said, using the name that had become a bridge between who I was and who I was becoming.

As I left Bobby's Rides and started the drive to Uriel Medical Center in L.A., the weight of the upcoming meeting pressed down on me.

The gender specialist represented more than just a consultation; they were a beacon in the fog of confusion that had enveloped me, a chance to find answers to questions I'd barely admitted to myself.

Why couldn't I stop dressing up as a girl?

What did it mean for Keith, for Kitty, for the person I was in the quiet moments alone?

Were my feelings for Bobby triggering this change?

The car seemed to drive itself, each mile bringing me closer to a crossroads I'd been avoiding since this journey began.
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Pulling into the parking lot of the medical center, I took a deep breath, steadying my nerves. This appointment wasn't just about seeking answers; it was about acknowledging the journey I was on, one that was uniquely mine but also shared with those who had come before me, those who had navigated the complexities of identity with courage and authenticity.

In the sterile calm of the waiting room, I found myself a bundle of nerves, my fingers tracing patterns on the fabric of my jeans. Each second felt elongated—the anxiety bubbling just beneath the surface.

When the door finally opened, revealing Dr. Sorokin, his presence was almost startling. Young, with an easy demeanor that belied his professional attire, he extended a hand.

"Kitty, I'm Dr. Sorokin. It's a pleasure to meet you."

His voice, calm and inviting, offered a sliver of comfort as we settled into his office. The space was warm, the walls adorned with diplomas and certificates, yet it felt inviting, a stark contrast to the cold formality of the waiting room.

Dr. Sorokin wasted no time delving into the heart of the matter.

"Tell me about how this all started for you," he prompted, his gaze steady and encouraging.

I found myself opening up, the words spilling out more freely than I'd anticipated.

"It began as a role, a character—Kitty. But somewhere along the way, it became...more," I admitted, my voice faltering as I recounted the blend of exhilaration and confusion that dressing as Kitty stirred within me.

I shared everything—the car wash, the alter ego that had taken on a life of its own, and, perhaps most revealingly, my complicated feelings for Bobby. Dr. Sorokin listened, his expression thoughtful, nodding occasionally as if piecing together a puzzle.

When I finished, he leaned back, considering.

"It sounds like you've been experiencing what might be termed gender dysphoria," he began, his tone careful, "a disconnect between the gender you were assigned at birth and how you feel inside."

The term hung in the air between us, both a definition and a question. Dr. Sorokin encouraged me to reflect on my childhood, probing gently.

"What games did you love playing? What were your favorite colors, your tastes in decor, even back then?"

His questions prompted a deep dive into memories I hadn't visited in years. I recounted tales of childhood—how I never quite fit the molds expected of me, my preferences in games, colors, and expressions that didn't always align with what was anticipated from a boy.
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As the session drew to a close, Dr. Sorokin suggested we meet again.

"You have many unanswered questions, Kitty," he acknowledged, "and it's okay. This is just the beginning of your journey to understanding yourself."

Leaving his office, I felt a mixture of relief and apprehension. The path ahead was uncertain, fraught with questions and the daunting task of reconciling the different parts of myself. Yet, there was also a glimmer of hope, a sense that, with Dr. Sorokin's help, I might find the answers I sought.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE ENERGY IN THE STORE was electric, a palpable buzz that signified more than just the business of the day; it was a celebration of growth, change, and the introduction of Ginger to the world. A month had passed since I started seeing Dr. Sorokin weekly, a month since my diagnosis and the start of hormonal medications.

One week into estradiol valerate injections plus oral anti-androgens, and my emotions were a whirlwind, manifesting in tears at moments both significant and mundane.

Today was significant. As I helped Ginger dress up, my heart swelled with a mixture of pride and a tender sort of melancholy. Carrie and Violet were here too, their presence a reminder of how much had changed since that first day they rallied around me. Nobody knew about the doctor, the appointments, the diagnosis, and the depth of the journey I was embarking on. And I intended to keep it that way.

"I appreciate everyone coming together, like the first time you helped me," I said, my voice catching with emotion.

"Let's cheer for Ginger, okay?"

My energy was flagging, a dull ache of fatigue clouding my edges. I turned to Ginger, offering a smile that felt as fragile as glass.

"You should dance alone today. I'm not feeling very well."

Ginger, ever confident, laughed it off.

"It's okay. I don't need a backup dancer anyway."

I couldn't help but bristle, despite knowing she meant no harm.

"I'm still your boss," I snapped, more sharply than intended.

Her apology was swift, her eyes wide with concern.

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean—"

"No, I'm sorry," I interjected, rubbing at my eyes in a futile attempt to stem the tears.

"I'm just very emotional right now."

As Bobby introduced Ginger, the crowd's excitement was palpable. The music started, Britney Spears' "I'm A Slave 4 U" filling the air, its sultry beat a perfect backdrop for Ginger's performance. She moved with confidence and grace in a Poison Ivy-inspired look, embodying the song's rhythm and energy.
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"I know I may be young, but I've got feelings too," the lyrics echoed through the store, Ginger's dance a mesmerizing display of strength and vulnerability.

Bobby and I stood side by side, watching her.

"She's good, isn't she?" Bobby murmured, pride lacing his words.

"She's amazing," I agreed, my voice barely above a whisper. The emotions stirred by the medication, by my conversation with Dr. Sorokin, by my unresolved feelings for Bobby, they all converged, threatening to overwhelm me.

“I’m a… slave, for you. I cannot hold it, I cannot control it, I’m a, slave, for you…”

As I watched Ginger own the floor, the lyrics of the song weaving through my turbulent emotions, I struggled to maintain my composure. The realization of my feelings for Bobby, the acknowledgment of my identity, it was all too much.

But this moment was about Ginger, about celebrating her step into the spotlight. So, I clung to that, letting the performance anchor me, focusing on the joy and the triumph of the moment, pushing my own tumultuous feelings aside.

As Ginger's performance reached its crescendo, a wave of nausea hit me like a freight train. The hormones, a necessary part of my transition, were playing havoc with my body, reminding me of the physical cost of aligning my exterior world with the interior truth.

Pushing through the crowd, I made a beeline for the restrooms, my mind a whirlwind of discomfort and urgency.

Pausing in front of the men's room, a moment of profound dissonance washed over me. The sign, once so familiar, now felt like a relic of a life that was quickly receding in the rearview mirror of my existence. With a hesitant hand, I pushed open the door to the women's bathroom instead, stepping into a new yet fitting space for the person I was becoming.

The scene that greeted me was as unexpected as it was intimate—Carrie and Violet, locked in an embrace that spoke volumes, their kiss a private moment inadvertently shared. My entrance startled them apart, their expressions a mix of surprise and guilt.

"Let me explain," Carrie rushed out, her voice a mixture of panic and relief, as if she'd been waiting for this moment to unburden herself of a secret too heavy to carry alone.

“Hold that thought,” I signaled, then started vomiting in one of the cubicles.

I wasn’t grossed out by my lunch treading back out of my esophagus, my heart went out to Bobby, unaware and so full of joy just moments before. The complexity of my own feelings for him intertwined with a newfound empathy for Carrie's predicament.

Carrie and Violet quickly held my wig and rubbed my back, their faces etched with sincerity and a hint of fear.

"We've been dating secretly for months," Carrie confessed, her voice trembling.
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"I didn't have the heart to tell Bobby... I'm a lesbian, and I'm not ready to come out of the closet."

Their admission, so raw and honest, mirrored my own internal struggles. The fear of revealing one's true self, the worry of how it would affect the people we cared about, was a burden we shared, albeit on different paths.

"I understand," I found myself saying—panting but with the words laced with a solidarity born of shared experience.

"I'm not ready to come out of the closet either. I’ve been seeing a gender specialist..." My admission hung in the air, a confession of my own journey towards understanding and accepting my identity.

“The hormones are taking a toll on me,” I followed.

But amid this moment of mutual understanding, my thoughts drifted back to Bobby, to the inevitable heartache that awaited him.

"What about Bobby?" I murmured, the reality of the situation settling heavily upon me.

Carrie nodded, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. "I know…," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the din of the party outside.

"I know..."
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As I left the bathroom after puking my guts out, the world outside seemed unchanged, yet everything was different. The revelations of the night had exposed the complexities of identity, love, and truth, leaving me with more questions than answers.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS HAD ROLLED BY, each day a lesson in self-control and quiet acceptance of the complex feelings I harbored for Bobby. Today, over lunch with him and Ginger, discussing the nuances of a particularly challenging car wash, the conversation took an unexpected turn.

Bobby, ever observant, tilted his head, eyeing me with a curiosity that felt too sharp.

"Really, no makeup today?" he asked, his tone light but probing.

"Yeah, why?" I responded, trying to keep my voice even, despite the flutter of nerves his notice caused. My hair, longer now, framed my face naturally, a subtle manifestation to the changes I was embracing.

He paused, his gaze thoughtful.

"The meds must be working. You look so feminine, even without all the stuff." His words, meant as a compliment, felt like a spotlight suddenly focused on me, exposing secrets I wasn't ready to share.

Annoyed and a bit betrayed, I shot back, "What do you mean? What meds?" My eyes darted to Ginger, throwing her a look that silently screamed, 'You're dead.'

Bobby's expression changed to one of realization, and then panic.
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"Oh shit, Carrie slipped and told me, but please don't tell her."

The air between us thickened, laden with words unsaid and confessions unintended. "Why didn't you want me to know, anyway?" he pressed, his voice soft but insistent.

The question hung heavy, filled with the weight of years of friendship and the recent complexities of our partnership.

"Well, you know, we've been friends for a long time. I didn't want you to think of me differently. And now that we're business partners..." I trailed off, the words feeling inadequate to express the maelstrom of emotions inside me.

Bobby leaned forward, his eyes sincere.

"Kitty, nothing could make me think less of you. You're my friend, my partner. I just wish you'd trusted me enough to tell me yourself."

His reassurance was meant to comfort, but a part of me bristled at the breach of my privacy, at the vulnerability I hadn't chosen to expose. Still, anger at Carrie simmered beneath the surface. She knew my struggles, my fears, and yet she had shared something so personal without my consent.

The rest of the lunch passed in a blur of half-hearted discussions about the car wash, but my mind was elsewhere, caught between irritation at Carrie's indiscretion and the unexpected relief of Bobby's acceptance.

In the sanctuary of the women's bathroom, I took a moment to loosen my bra straps, the gentle ache in my budding breasts a constant reminder of the changes my body was undergoing.

Peering into the mirror, I couldn't help but smile at the reflection staring back at me. My body was beginning to echo the internal truth I'd been navigating these past months. Clad in short shorts and a crop top, the emerging curves felt like a victory, each new contour a proof of my journey.

Resolute, I pulled out my phone to book a laser appointment, deciding I was officially done with the hassle of waxing. It was time for a change, one that matched the transformation I felt within.

As I pocketed my phone, Carrie burst into the bathroom.

"Heyyy, Kitty," she chimed, her tone bright, oblivious to the storm clouds gathering in my eyes.

"Hey yourself," I shot back, my voice dripping with an irritation I didn't bother to mask as I brushed past her, intent on escaping the confined space.

Carrie, sensing the chill in my greeting, followed me into the hall.

"What's wrong?" she asked, her concern genuine yet tinged with a hint of defensiveness.

I whirled on her, my frustration boiling over.
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"I told you not to tell Bobby!" My accusation hung between us, sharp and accusatory.

"I slipped, it wasn't intentional," Carrie hurried to explain, but her words did little to douse the flames of my anger.

"How would you feel if I 'slipped' and told Bobby that you're a lesbian and you're dating Violet behind his back?" The words tumbled out before I could reel them back, a mirror to the betrayal I felt.

Carrie's eyes widened in horror, her worst fears laid bare in the open. My heart sank as I realized the gravity of what I'd done after looking behind me. Before either of us could mend the fissure, Bobby was there, his expression a mix of shock and hurt.

Carrie rushed after him, desperate to explain, leaving me standing in the hall, the weight of my impulsive revelation pressing down on me.

"Shit, what have I done?" I murmured, tugging at my hair in a gesture of frustration and regret.

Ginger, ever the beacon of light in moments of darkness, approached with a smile.

"Well, at least you're pretty without makeup," she offered, a comforting presence in the chaos.

I chuckled, a sound more bitter than amused, appreciating Ginger's attempt to lighten the mood. Yet, my heart ached for Bobby, for the unwitting pain my words had caused.

An hour later, I had to compose myself under the vibrant lights. It was the first-ever Car Wash Cuties Showdown, and the atmosphere was charged with anticipation. Fans gathered, their energy palpable, waiting for the performance that had been the talk of the town.

Bobby, who usually exuded enthusiasm, introduced us with a tone that barely masked his recent heartache. His voice, though trying for its usual vibrancy, carried a monotone edge that tugged at my heartstrings.
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Ginger and I stood side by side, ready to take the stage, but my heart wasn't in it—not completely. The first notes of "The Boy Is Mine" by Brandy and Monica filled the air, a beat that once would have ignited my spirit, now felt like a march to confession.

Ginger, ever the professional, dove into the performance with a fierceness that was both inspiring and intimidating. She embodied the song's competitive spirit, her moves sharp and precise, a dance warrior laying claim to her territory.

I, on the other hand, felt like a shadow of my usual self. The lyrics, "The boy is mine," felt ironic, echoing the turmoil within me. Ginger took the lead, her confidence unshaken, while I followed, half a step behind, my moves lacking their usual flair.

But as the bridge approached, something within me snapped. The bottled-up emotions, the guilt over my recent actions, the strain of hiding who I was—it all poured out in a cascade of motion. Suddenly, the dance wasn't just a performance; it was a declaration, a release.

I let go, fully immersing myself in the music and the movement. My steps matched Ginger's in intensity, our dance a powerful interplay of rivalry and unity, just like the song's narrative.

"I'm sorry that you seem to be confused. He belongs to me, the boy is mine," the lyrics rang out, my emotions spilling over with each word.

The fans erupted, their cheers and screams a wave of support that washed over us. Ginger and I moved together, our routine a choreographed battle that played out to the song's storyline. We were wet and wild, water from the hoses mingling with sweat, the performance a visual spectacle that mirrored the tumult of my inner world.

As the song reached its climax, our dance became more than just steps to music—it was an expression of everything unspoken.

The performance ended on a high note, the applause thundering around us, the fans chanting our names in a chorus of adulation. Later, as the crowd dispersed and the adrenaline faded, Ginger clapped me on the back, her smile wide.

"That was incredible," she said, her voice full of genuine admiration.

"I was just following your lead," I replied, the weight of the day settling on my shoulders.

Soaked to the skin from the showdown performance, I hurried to the bathroom to change, my mind a whirlwind of emotions. The exhilaration from the dance was quickly overshadowed by a heavy heart. I needed to talk to Bobby, to apologize, to see if we could mend the gap that had formed between us.

But as fate would have it, I was abruptly yanked from my reverie by a harsh pull.

"You again!?" I exclaimed, recognizing the man from before—the same one who'd dared to grope me after a solo carwash special. Fear spiked through me, but it was quickly chased by indignation.

"I'm calling the cops!" I threatened, my voice laced with both anger and panic.

"You were amazing out there," he slurred, his intentions clear as he leaned in closer.

"Please, just give me one kiss."

I shoved him with all the strength I could muster. "Get off me!" I demanded, repulsion and fear mingling in my gut.

Just when I thought the situation couldn't get any worse, Bobby appeared holding a wet sponge like a guardian angel, his arrival so timely it felt almost cinematic. Without a word, he delivered a punch that had the man staggering back, the impact echoing in the confined space.
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"I already gave it to you once, and you're coming back for more!"

Bobby's voice was a low growl, filled with protective fury.

After the man had fled, the adrenaline left me trembling, the close encounter leaving me feeling vulnerable in a way I hadn't anticipated. His gaze met mine, but he quickly looked away, his concern evident.

"Are you okay?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

The irony of the situation wasn't lost on me.

"I should be the one asking," I started, my voice shaky.

"I'm sorry for—" My apology was cut short by an unexpected gesture. Bobby kissed me, his actions speaking volumes more than words ever could.

In that kiss, all the unspoken feelings, the tension, and the longing we'd both been harboring were laid bare.

"I don't know how to tell you this, but ever since you started changing, I've started falling for you," he confessed, his voice raw with emotion.

Hearing his words, feeling his lips against mine, it was as if a dam had burst within me. I admitted my feelings, too, our kiss deepening, a tangible expression of the love that had been quietly growing between us.

At that moment, all my trepidations, all my fears about the future and how we would navigate this new reality, melted away.

"I love you," we exchanged, the words feeling like a promise, a declaration, and a beginning all at once.

It was Ginger who brought us back to earth, her arrival punctuated by a mock gasp.
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"I thought romantic relationships weren't allowed in the workplace," she joked, her wide grin infectious.

Her comment broke the intensity of the moment, drawing a laugh from all of us. The laughter was healing, a release of tension, a celebration of the love and acceptance we'd found in the most unexpected of places.

As we stood there, united in laughter, I realized that this was more than just an ending to Bobby and Carrie’s relationship; the carwash had washed away the lies, but in their place, it had revealed something far more precious—the unshakeable foundation of my real identity and the genuine emotions that Bobby and I had for each other.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR HAD PASSED, a year of transformation, growth, and love that seemed to expand with each passing day. Today marked another milestone, my first performance since my surgery. No longer did I need the assistance of breastplates; I was fully myself, in a way that I had only dreamed of.

The air around Bobby's Rides was electric with anticipation. Our business was flourishing, a revival fueled by a renewed love for bold, imaginative car designs and the undeniable allure of the Carwash Cuties. Today, alongside Ginger, Honey, and Jenny—gorgeous femboys—we were set to perform to the tune of "Lady Marmalade," the version that brought together the powerhouse voices of Christina Aguilera, Pink, Mya, Lil’ Kim, and Missy Elliott.

Our outfits were a vibrant homage to the song's sultry and audacious spirit. Sequins and feathers, bold and bright, adorned our attire, reflecting the stage lights in a kaleidoscope of colors. As the music started, our choreography was a blend of sass and sophistication, each move synchronized to the beats of liberation and empowerment.
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"Voulez-vous coucher avec moi, ce soir?" we sang along, our voices blending with the track, as we sponged and rinsed the cars with an energy that was as much a part of the show as the dance itself. The crowd was alive, their cheers fueling our performance, making it more than just a car wash—it was a celebration.

As the final notes of the song faded, the applause was deafening, a tangible sign of our collective success. But the day had one more surprise in store.
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Bobby emerged from the crowd, the very picture of the future I hadn't dared to dream of a year ago. He wore the Tom Ford suit I'd gifted him for his birthday, a symbol of our deepening bond. In his hands, he carried a Vera Wang paper bag, his approach deliberate, his eyes locked on mine.

"I've been thinking about my birthday last year," he started, his voice carrying over the hushed crowd, "about how much that day meant to me. Maybe that suit was manifesting our future together."

The air seemed to still as he reached into the bag, pulling out a wedding dress of such beauty it stole my breath away. Then, with a grace that belied the nerves I knew he felt, Bobby knelt down, the dress draped over one arm.

"Will you marry me?" he asked, his voice steady but filled with emotion.

The crowd was silent, the world paused on the precipice of his question.

"I will," I managed, my voice a whisper that carried the weight of a thousand unspoken promises.

Slipping into the dress right there, amid the cheers and applause of our fans and friends, I felt a shift in the universe—a realignment of stars that spelled out a future filled with love, challenges, and unimaginable happiness.

As we embraced, the cheers of the crowd enveloping us in a wave of support and joy, I knew that this was more than an ending. It was a beginning.

Bobby's Rides, the Carwash Cuties, our family of choice—it was all part of a mix of lives interwoven by choice and chance. And as we stood there, basking in the glow of our love, I realized that every fear, every doubt, and every moment of joy had led us to this point.

"Together," I whispered, my voice full of wonder and conviction.

"Together," Bobby echoed, his grip on me a promise of forever.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Carwash Cutie? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Becoming My Mother

The passing of my mother left a hole in the hearts of me and my stepdad. He was trying to be strong but I couldn’t stand the sight of him, secretly crying in his bedroom while hugging her clothes. It all started with ensuring that his meals were warm, his clothes were laundered and pressed, and the house remained spotless.

But then, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I couldn’t help but try my late mother’s clothes—from her stockings, intimates, skirts, blouses, and down to her dresses. Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.

Story 2 – Female ID

I didn’t mean to pull the trigger but I was already in too deep. Bumping into him in the most harrowing experience I’d gone through was a brush with lady luck.

However, it was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.

Story 3 – In The Navy

Finally, I was out of my toxic home and found my place on the ship. But being a sailor wasn’t easy. The training was tough and I had to navigate through uncharted waters.

Moreover, I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...

Story 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

My sister must’ve lost her mind when she introduced me to the squad. Yes, I was desperate for a scholarship but not to the point that I’d have to wear a skirt and parade with pom poms.

However, when I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!

Story 5 – The Secretary

It all started with the Mayor’s weird foot fetish. However, it didn’t end there. Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes.

He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“What a beautiful property! Wait… that’s such a huge closet, should I open it?”

Read Girly Destination


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of e-mails but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!” “My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Carwash Cutie – A Reluctant Feminization Romance.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

OEBPS/image_rsrc1GH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GR.jpg
ZANO MORE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1H3.jpg
'l
SUB
Lsiey

volghe

MMTWOOE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G4.jpg
e @ | @A |

™ o AV —_

1 ‘li

_'lﬁl\-“ In-
_%Ii <l:\$






OEBPS/image_rsrc1FE.jpg
Y
' AN ILLUSTRATED NOVELLA BY

__L1LLYASTWOOD
. R A

A RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION ROMANCE






OEBPS/image_rsrc1H2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1H0.jpg
AFEMINIZATION FICTION AND TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

LILLY LUSTVVOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GP.jpg
AN ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATION ROMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LEELY WS TWOQAR

¢





OEBPS/image_rsrc1H1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1H9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GN.jpg
NATION

‘A ROMANTIC FEMINIZATION EXPEDITION






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1FK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1H8.jpg
Bl LY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GM.jpg
ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATION ROMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LILLY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GC.jpg
-

;4?

| | .
, i II ‘Wn
[





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1HA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GV.jpg
volighe

METW“E%@





OEBPS/image_rsrc1H7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G8.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1FF.jpg
BRIEHTLIJIIKYPRESS





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GU.jpg
LILLY I_USOQD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1H6.jpg
COMPLETE AND DEFINITIVE GUIDE TO TOTAL FEM

¥ LusTwooD 2 NIKKIC






OEBPS/image_rsrc1GD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GY.jpg
> ONILY 1 COPY

= A >
COSPLAY INIZAHONWROMANCE

LUSIWOOD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1G2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FG.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)






OEBPS/image_rsrc1FH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GT.jpg
B i AND,

4 LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrc1H5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1H4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GJ.jpg





